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EDU \\ horn Dr. nainsforfl crlUdses. Let hir 
WANTED-A NEW CAMPAIGN OF - show how ti10 proportion of outlay to in 
CATION. "orne is no measure of extravagance, tha 
To the Editùr of the Transcript: being mcasurr>c1 solely on the ground 0 
Apropos of the Bradley-)'lartin ball and thl':' <-
xpenriiture beIng morally warrante( 
Dr. llairRford's critici;m on extravagance, y any given circumstances; the savin
 
the Hf'ralc1, Transcript and other reputable f one's health for instance, warrant1n
 
papers, whlc.h in the recent "campaign of ne in spending his whole income, and th( 
f'du...'ation" distinguished themselves in ex- pending of a sIngle dollar for certail" 
n r unding the science of finance, have m3.ile hings being unwarranted by even a mH- 
"'ry eyi<lent that another campai6"n of edu- .'(maire. 
catton is sadly needed. Wf' .be g t.he p-ro- Let the economist conde,mn no on(' for 
fessors of economics to begm thIs ca
- ot gIving alms, bu t let him on economIc 
paign and to Invite two-thIrds of the edl- rounds sternly demand that labor shall 
or
 and their readers to join their class in ot be misemploYPd, that sIr.1ple livIng- find 
lhe ethics and economIcs of expenditure. tional"\.pntertainments and arlornmentf 
Let anyone. who like a good player at 1all replace the harmful expenditure whict' 
IH'ckers can think two moves ahead, ex- r. Rainsford has so righteously condemned 
lain to our editors and business men how ct It be shown that "gIving employment 
'xtravagance, which, by gIvIng 
em.pora
y no palliatIon for uneconomic and uneth 1 
'mployment in making superflUltles, will I eX
nditure, any more than It Is for n 
lelp a few, will result in pf'rr:nanent harm a!ntenance of base pub1ications, the liqwt 
o the many. Let him explam the differ- aIDc or war. Let it be made clear on 
nce betw
en legal rights anCi. moral rights, I' all that peopl.
 'will be employed a t 
bout which the world is so sadly muclij.. onf'-Y wIll circulate whether money 0 
led. Let lÜm wIth illustration and pa spent wisely or foolishly. The sole poI'l 
lent argument show that circulatkm { for consIderation are whether what la' 
oney and givIng employment are of no a is set to produce is useful or useless; be a 
antage to a community as a whole, unle tiful anò artistic, or fashionably ugly; 1st 
e labor of many is consumed ,by many a manent, or fleeting In Its nature; whe 
 
ot by the few; unless the labor is spent it is In such and such form as to be s 
rodu'C'ing intrinsic and not artIficial value joyed by the many or only the few; whe so 
d these are put In as permanent inste' it tends to promote universal satIsfa' L 
. in as transitory fürm as possi'ble. L like our I.ibrary, in which all sharf Cu 
tm t. ach that rich men never "hoard thE whether it arouses strife, emulation, v du 
;oney:" that they Invariahly invest it and bibterness, like a BradlpY-:\Iartin t 
Isines::I undc-rtaklngs if they do not spe] "It is so difilcult to make these s tl
, 
extravagantly; that thIs investmen,t wi truths ev!dent to the average mln<.1, W< 
.3 dIvidends added and reinvested giv writer once 00,1<1 to an econom'!';t. · 'lite 
Tlploymf'nt in the production of uset of Course it is," was the reply. "It tffòr, 
tÏngs which the many need; and that t month to get them through the head eVe 
etty Greens are doing far less harm college class." In a brief article It istra 
'e world than the kind of spendthriJ less to more than suggest the main th e l 
ment to be stu<.11ed. It is high thrcou 
the economIsts Should go on a mis:l2JOl 
crusade and expose the fallacies an 81Jd 
sles in regard to spending', all! earn(Pol1t 
they did last summer when they the 
the fallacies and heresies in regar( h!st< 
vet. Bat it wIll be a hard fight, -ho rs 
only half of the peoplp needed cor tlve 
and now at least two-thirds must fro r 
over, and some of them the best - ets 
our own mIdst. The rich and In 
 
equally Ignorant regarding the el the t 
prIncIples of ethics and econor had 
should govern their daily expend'ly a 
apply to the clerk as much as t,alJd 8 
lIonalre. The harm done to the c t:-.y; 
by the vulgar, ostentatious rich turba 
but the harm done by our press 
educa 
na tIng pernicious doctrine In eccv1vldl 
far greater. t LUCIA lstelJE 
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EARLIER POE
IS. 


THRENODIA. 


GO
E, gone from us! and shall we see 
Those sibyl-leaves of. destiny, 
Those calm eyes, nevermore 1 
Those deep, dark eyes so warm and 
bright, 
Wherein the fortunes of the man 
Lay slumbering in prophetic light, 
In characters a child might scan 1 
So bright, and gon-e forth utterly! 
o stern word - Nevermore! 


The stars of those two gentle eyes 
\Vill shine no more on earth; 
Quenched are the hopes that had their 
birth, 
As we watched them slowly rise, 
Stars of a mother's fate; 
And she would read them o'er and o'er, 
Pondering, as she sate, 
Over th(>ir dear astrology, 
\Vhich she had conned and conned before, 
Deeming she needs must read aright 
\\That was writ so passing hright. 
And yet, alas! she knew not why, 
Her voice would falter in its song, 
And tears would slide from out. her eye, 
Silent, as they were doing wrong. 
o stern word - Nevermore! 


The tongue that scarce had learned to 
claim 
An entrance to a mother's heart 
By that dear talisman, a mother's name, 
Sleeps all forgetful of its art ! 
I loved to see the infant soul 
(How mighty in the weakness 
Of its untutored meekness !) 
Peep timidly from out its nest, 
His lips, the while, 
Fluttering with half-fledged words, 
Or hushing to a smile 
That more than words expressed, 


When his glad mother on him stole 
And snatched him to her breast ! 
0, thoughts were brooding in those eyes, 
That would have soared like strong- 
winged birds 
Far, far into the skies, 
Gladding the earth with song, 
And gushing harmonies, 
Had he but tarried with us long! 
o stern word - Nevermore! 


How peacefully they rest, 
Crossfolded there 
Upon his little breast, 
Those small, white hands that ne'er were 
still before, 
But ever sported with his mother's hair, 
Or the plain cross that on her breast she 
wore! 
Her heart no more will beat 
To feel the touch of that soft palm, 
That ever seemed a new surprise 
Sending glad thoughts up to her eyes 
To bless him with their holy calm, - 
Sweet thoughts ! they made her eyes as 
sweet. 
How quiet are the hands 
That wove those pleasant bands! 
But that they do not rise and sink 
\Yith his calm breathing, I should think 
That he were ih'opped asleep. 
Alas! too deep, too deep 
Is this his slumber! 
Time scarce can number 
The years ere he will wake again. 
0, may we see his eyelids open then! 
o stern word - Nevermore! 


As the airy gossamere, 
Floating in the sunlight clear, 
\Vhere'er it toucheth clingeth tightly, 
Round glossy leaf or stump unsightly, 
So from his spirit wandered out 
Tendrils spreading all about, 
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EARLIER POEl\IS. 


Knitting all things to its thrall 
,rith a perfect love of all : 
o :;tern worù - X evermore! 


He did but float a little way 
A(lown the stream of time, 
'\Tith dreamy eyes watching the ripples 
})lay, 
Or hearkening their fairy chime; 
His slender sail 
:K e'er felt tlle gale; 
He ùid hut float a little way, 
And, putting to the shore 
'Vldle yet 't was t'arly day, 
'Veut calmly on his way, 
To dwell with us no more! 
No jarring did he feel, 
No grating on his vessel's keel; 
A strip of silver sand 
:Mingled the waters with the land 
"There he was seen no more: 
o stern wonl- Nevermore ! 


Full short his journey was; no dust 
Of earth unto his sandals cla ve ; 
The weary weight that old men must, 
He hore not to the grave. 
He seemed a cherub who had. lost his 
way 
And wandered hither, so his stay 
'Vith us was short, and 't was most meet 
That he should be no delver in earth's 
clod, 
N or need to pause and cleanse his feet 
1'0 stand he fore his God: 
o blest word - Evermore ! 


THE SIRENS. 


THE sea is lonely, the sea is dreary, 
The sea is restless and nneasy; 
Thou sef'kt'st quiet, thou art weary, 
"7'andering thou knowest not whith- 
er ;- 
Our little isle is green and brf'ez
T, 
Come and rest thee! 0 come hither, 
Come to this peaceful home of ours, 
'Vhere evermore 
The low west-wind creeps panting up 
the shore 
To he at r{'st among the flowprs ; 
Full of rt'
t, the gl't'f'n moss lifts, 
As the dark waves of the sea 
Draw ill and out of rocky rifts, 
Calling solemnly to thf'e 
1Y ith voices deep and hollow, - 


"To the shore 
Follow! 0, fùllow ! 
To be at rest forevermore! 
Forevermore! " 


Look how the -gray old Ocean 
FroJll the depth of his heart rejoices, 
Ht'aving with a gentle motion, 
"Then he bears our restful voices; 
List how he sings in an undertone, 
Chiming with our meloùy ; 
And all sweet SOUD(ls of ('31th and air 
l\l(,lt into one low voice alone, 
That murmurs over the wf>ary sea, 
Awl seems to sing from eVt'rywhere, - 
" Here mayst thou harbor lwacefully, 
Here mayst thou rest from the aching 
oar; 
Turn thy curved prow ashore, 
And in our green isle rest forevermore! 
Forevermore! " 
And Echo half wakes in the wooded hill, 
And, to her heart so calm and deep, 
:Murmnrs over in IH'r sleep, 
Doubtfully pausing and murmuring still, 
" Evermore! " 
Thus, on Life's wpary sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
V oices sweet, from far and near, 
Ever singing low and dear, 
E vel' singing longingly. 


J s it not better here to be, 
Than to be toiling late and soon 1 
In the dreary night to see 
Nothing but the blood-red moon 
Go up and down into the sea; 
Or, in the loneliness of ùay, 
To see the still seals only 
Sol('mnly lift their faces gray, 
Making it yet more lonely 1 
Is it not better than to hear 
Only the sliding of the wave 
Benpath the plank, and feel so near 
A cold and lonely grave, 
A restless grave, where thou shalt lie 
Ev('n in death unquietly? 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn bark, 
Lean over the side and 
ee 
The leadf'n eye of the side long shark 
Upturnëd patiently, 
Evpr waiting there for thee: 
Look down and see those shapel{'ss forms, 
"
hi('h ever keep their dn'amlpss sleep 
Far tlown within HIe gloomy deep, 
And onl
T stir themsf'lves in storms, 
Rising like island
 ii.om beneath, 



And snorting through the nngry spray, 
As the frail vessel perisheth 
In the whirls of their unwieldy play; 
Look ùown! Look down! 
Upon the sea.weed, slimy and dark, 
That waves its arms so lank and brown, 
Beckoning for thee ! 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn bark 
Into the cold depth of the sea! 
Look down! Look down! 
Thus, on Life's lonely sea, 
Hearpth the marinere 
Voices sad, from far and near, 
Ever singing full of fear, 
Ever singing drearfully. 
Here all is pleasant as a dream; 
The wind scarce shaketh down the dew, 
The green grass floweth like a stream 
Into the ocean's blue; 
Listen! 0, listen ! 
Here is a gush of many streams, 
A song of many birds, 
And every wish and longing seems 
Lulled to a numbered flow of words, - 
Listen! 0, listen! 
Here f'ver hum the golden bees 
Underneath full-blossomed trees, 
At once with glowing fruit and flowers 
crowned; - 
The sand is so smooth, the yellow sand, 
That thy keel will not grate as it touches 
the land; 
All around with a slumberous sound, 
The singing waves slide up the strand, 
And there, where the smooth, wet peb- 
bles be, 
The waters gurgle longingly, 
As if they fain would seek the shore, 
To be at rest from the ceaseless roar, 
To be at rest forevermore,- 
Forevermore. 
Thus, on Life's gloomy sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sweet, from far and near, 
Ever singing in his ear, 
"Here is rest and peace for thee! " 


IRENÉ. 


HERS is a spirit deep, and crystal-clear; 
Calmly beneath hf'r earnest face it lies, 
Free without boldness, meek without a 
fear, 
Quicker to look than speak its sympa- 
thies ; 


IREKÉ. 


&) 
i) 


Far down into her large and patient eyes 
I gaze, deep-ùrinking of the infinite, 
As, in the u1Ïd-wateh of aeIear, stillllight, 
I look into the fathomle
s blue skies. 


So circled lives she with Love's holy 
light, 
That from the shade of self she walketh 
free; 
The garden of her soul still keeppth she 
An Eden where the snake did Jlf'verenter; 
She hath a natural, wise sincerity, 
A simple truthfulness, and these have lent 
her 
A dignity as moveless as the centre; 
So that no influence of earth can stir 
Her steadfast courage, nor call take away 
The holy peacefulness, which night and 
day, 
Unto her queenly soul cloth minister. 

fost gentle is she ; her large charity 
(An all unwitting, childlike gift in her) 
Not freer is to give than meek to bear; 
And, though herself not unRcquaint with 
care, 
Hath in her heart wide room for all that 
be,- 
Her heart that hath no secrets of its own, 
But open is as eglantine full blown. 
Cloudless forever is her brow serf'ne, 
Speaking calm hope and trust within her, 
whence 
"\Velleth a noiseless spring of patience, 
That keepeth all her life so fresh, so green 
And full of holiness, that every look, 
The greatness of her woman's soul reveal- 
ing, 
Unto me bringeth blessing, and a fpcling 
As when I reaù in God's own holy book. 
A graciousness in giving that cloth make 
The small'st gift greatest, and a sense 
most meek 
Of worthiness, that doth not fear to take 
From others, but which always fears to 
speak 
Its thanks in utterance, for the giver's 
sake. - 
The deep reÌigion of a thankful heart, 
Which rests instinctively in Heaven's 
clear law 
'Vith a full peace, that never can depart 
From its own steadfastness; - a holy awe 
For holy things, - not those which men 
call holy, 
But such as are revealëd to the eyes 
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Of a true woman's soul bent down and 
lowly 
Before tht> face of daily mysteries; - 
A love that blossoms soon, but ripens 
slowly 
To the full goldenness of fruitful prime, 
Enduring with a firmness that defies 
All shallow tricks of circumstance and 
time, 
Byasure insight knowing where to cling, 
And where it clingeth never withering ;- 
These are Irené's ùowrJ, which no fate 
Can shake from their serene, deep-builded 
state. 


In-seeing sympathy is hers, which chas- 
teneth 
No less than loveth, scorning to be bound 
With fear of blame, and yet which ever 
hasteneth 
To pour the balm of kind looks on the 
wound, 
If they be wounds which such sweet teach- 
ing makes, 
Giving itself a pang for others' sakes; 
No want of faith, that chills with side- 
long eye, 
Hath she; no jealousy, no Levite pride 
That passeth by upon the other side; 
For in her soul there never dwelt a lie. 
Right from the hand of God her spirit 
came 
Unstained, and she hath ne'er forgotten 
whence 
It ('arne, nor wandered far from thence, 
But laboreth to keep her still the same, 
N ear to her place of birth, that she may 
not 
Soil her white raiment with an earthly 
spot. 
Yet sets she not her soul so steadily 
A bove, that she forgets her ties to earth, 
But her whole thought would almost seem 
to be 
How to make glad one lowly human 
hearth ; 
For with a gentle courage she doth strive 
In thought and word and feeling so to 
live 
As to make earth next heaven; and her 
heart 
Herein doth show its most exceeding 
worth, 
That, bearing in our frailty her just part, 
She hath 110t shrunk from evils of this 
life, - 


But hath gone calmly forth into the 
strife, 
And all its sins and sorrows hath with- 
stood 
With lofty strength of patient woman- 
hood: 
For this I love her great soul more than 
all, 
That, being bound, like us, with earthly 
th raIl, 
She walks so bright and heaven-like 
therein, - 
Too wise, too meek, too womanly, to sin. 


Like a lone star through riven storm- 
clouds seen 
By sailors, tempest-tost upon the sea, 
Telling of rest and peaceful heavens nigh, 
Unto my soul her star-like soul lmth 
been, 
Her sight as full of hope and calm to 
me ;- 
For she unto herself hath builded high 
A home serene, w11erein to lay her liead, 
Ealth's noblest thillg, a Woman per- 
fected. 


SERENADE. 
FROM the c1ose-shut windows gleams no 
spark, 
The night is chilly, the night is dark, 
The poplars shiver, the pine-trees moan, 
My hair by the autumn breeze is blown, 
Under thy window I sing alone, 
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone! 


The darkness is pressing coldly around, 
The windows shake with a lonely sound, 
The stars are hid and the night is drear, 
The heart of silence throbs in thine ear, 
In thy chamber thou sittest alone, 
A;one, alone, ah woe ! alone! 


The world is Imppy, the world is wide, 
Kind hearts are heating on every side; 
Ah, why should we lie so eoldly curled 
Alone in the shell of this great world 
 
,\\Thy should we any more be alone? 
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone! 


0, 't is a bitter and dreary word, 
The saddest bv man's ear ever heard! 
Vol e each are yõung, we each have a heart, 
Why stand we ever coldly apart? 
]\{ust we forevpr, then, be alone? 
Alone, alone, all woe! alone! 



WITH A PRESSED FLOWER. 
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THIS little blossom from afar 
Hath come from other lands to thine; 
For, onl:e, its white and drooping star 
Could see its shadow in the Rhine. 


Perchance some fair-haired German maid 
Hath plucked one from the selfsame 
stalk, 
And numbered over, half afraid, 
Its petals in her evening walk. 


" He lovps me, loves me not," she cries; 
"He loves me more than earth or 
heaven! " 
And then glad tears have filled her eyes 
To find the number was uneven. 


And thou must count its petals well, 
Because it is a gift from me ; 
And the last one of all shall tell 
Something I've often told to thee. 


But here at home, where we were born, 
Thou wilt find flowers just as true, 
Down-bending every summer morn, 
'Vith freshness of New-England dew. 


For Nature, ever kind to love, 
Hath granted them the same sweet 
tongue, 
'Vhether with Gprman skies above, 
Or here our granite rocks among. 


THE BEGGAR. 


A BEGGAR through the world am I, - 
From place to place I wander by. 
Fill up my pilgrim's scrip for me, 
For Christ's sweet sake and charity! 
A little of thy steadfastness, 
Rounded with leafy gracefulness, 
Old oak, give me,- 
That the world's blasts may round me 
blow, 
And I yield gently to and fro, 
'Vhile my stout-hearted trunk -below 
And firm-set roots unshaken be. 


Some of thy stern, unyielding might, 
Enduring still through day and night 
Rude tempest - shock and withering 
blight, - 
That I may keep at bay 


I The changeful April sky of chance 
Awl the strong tide of circumstance, - 
Give me, old granite gray, 
Some of thy pensiveness seren(', 
Some of thy never-dying green, 
Put in this scrip of mine, - 
That griefs may fall like snow-flakes 
light, 
And deck me in a robe of white, 
Ready to be an angel bright,- 
o sweetly monrnful pine. 
A little of thy merriment, 
Of thy sparkling, light content, 
Gi ve me, my cheerful brook,- 
That I may still be full of glf'e 
And gladsomeness, where'er I be, 
Though fickle fate hath prisoned me 
In some neglected nook. 
Ye have been very kind and good 
To me, since I've been in the wood ; 
Ye have gone nigh to fill my hea.rt ; 
But good by, kind friends, everyone, 
I've far to go ere set of snn ; 
Of all good things I would have part, 
The day was high ere I could start, 
And so my journey's scarce begun. 
Heaven help me ! how could I forget 
To beg of thee, dear violet! 
Some of thy modesty, 
That blossoms here as well, nnseen, 
As if before the world thou ' dst been, 
0, give, to strengthen me. 


MY LÇ>VE. 


I. 
NOT as all other women are 
Is she that to my soul is dear; 
Her glorious fancies come from far, 
Beneath the silver evening-star, 
And yet her heart is ever near. 


II. 
Great feelings hath she of her own, 
Which lesser souls may never know; 
God giveth them to her alone, 
And sweet they are as any tone 
\Vherewith the wind may choose to blow. 


III. 
Yet in herself she dweUeth not, 
Although no home were half so fair; 
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No simplest duty is forgot, 
Life hath no dim and lowly spot 
That doth not in her sun
hine share. 


IV. 
She doeth little kindnesses, 
Which most leave undone, or despise: 
For naught that sets one heart at ease, 
And giveth happiness or peace, 
Is low-esteemëù in her eyes. 


V. 
She hath no scorn of common things, 
And, though she seem of other birth, 
Round us her heart intwines and clings, 
And patiently she folds her wings 
To tread the humble paths of earth. 


VI. 
Blessing she is: God made her so, 
Aud deeds of week-day holiness 
Fall from her noiseless as the snow, 
N or hath she ever chanced to know 
That aught were easier than to bless. 


VII. 
She is most fair, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly harmonize; 
Feeling or thought that was not true 
N e'er made less beautiful the blue 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes. 


VIII. 
She is a woman: one in whom 
'fhe spring-time of her childish years 
Hath never lost its fresh perfume, 
Though knowing well that life hath room 
For many blights and many tears. 


IX. 
I love her with a love as still 
As a broad river's peacefnl might, 
'Vhich, by high tower and lowly mill, 
Goes wandering at its own will, 
And yet doth ever flow aright. 


x. 
And, on its fuU, deep breast serene, 
Like quiet isles my dutips lie; 
I t flows arounù them and between, 
And makes them fresh and fair and green, 
Sweet homes wherein to live and die. 


SUMMER STORM. 


UNTREML'"LOUS in the river clear, 
Towarù the sky's image, hangs the im. 
aged Lridge ; 
So still the air that I can hear 
The slender clarion of the unseen midge; 
Out of the stillness, with a gathering 
creep, 
Like rising winù in leaves, which now 
decreases, 
N ow lulls, now swells, and all the while 
increases, 
The huddling trample of a drove of 
sheep 
Tilts the loose planks, and then as grad- 
ually ceases 
In dust on the other side; life's em- 
blem deep, 
A confused noise between two silences, 
Finding at last in dust precarious peace. 
On the wide marsh the purple-blossomed 
grasses 
Soak up the sunshine; sleeps the 
brimming tide, 
Save when the wedge-shaped wake in 
silence passes 
Of some slow water-rat, whose sinuous 
glide 
Wavers the long green sedge"s shade from 
side to side ; 
But up the west, like a rock-shivered 
surge, 
Climbs a great cloud edged with sun- 
whitened spray; 
Huge whirls of foam boil toppling o'er 
its verge, 
And falling still it seems, and yet it 
climbs alway. 


Suddenly all the sky is hid 
As with the shutting of a lid, 
One by one great drops are falling 
Don btful and slow, 
Down the pane they are crookedly 
crawling, 
And the wind breathes low; 
Slowly the circles widen on the 
river, 
'\Tiden and mingle, one and all ; 
Here and there the slenderer flowers 
shiver, 
Struck by an icy rain-drop's fall. 
N ow on the hills I hear the thunder 
muttpr, 
The wind is gathering in the west; 



The upturned lpaves first whiten and 
flutter, 
Then droop to a fitful rest; 
Up from the strea.m with sluggish flap 
Struggles the gull and floa.ts away; 
Nearer and nearer rolls the thunder- 
cla p, ....-- 
'Ve s11all not see the sun go down to- 
day: 
N ow leaps the wind on the sleepy marsh, 
And tramples the grass with terrified 
feet, 
F].'he startled ri vel' turns leaden and harsh. 
You can hear the quick heart of the 
tempest beat. 
Look ! look ! that Ii vid flash ! 
And instantly follows the rattling thun- 
der, 
As if some cloud-crag, split ac;under, 
Fell, splintering with a ruinous 
crash, 
On the Earth, which crouches in silence 
under ; 
And now a solid gray wall of rain 
Shuts off the landscape, mile by mile; 
For a breath's space I see the blue 
woo(l again, 
And ere the next lleart-beat, the wind- 
hurled pile, 
That seemed but now a league aloof, 
Bursts crackling o'er the suu-parched 
roof; 
Against the windows the storm comes 
dashing, 
Through tattered foliage the hail tears 
crashing, 
The blue lightning flashes, 
The rapid hail clashps, 
The white waves are tumbling, 
And, in one baffled roar, 
Like the toothless sea mumbling 
A rock-bristled shore, 
The thunder is rnm bHng 
And crashing and crumbling, 
Will silence return nevermore 1 


Hush! Still as death, 
The tempest holds his breath 
As from a sudùen will ; 
The rain stops short, but from the 
eaves 
You see it drop, and hear it from the 
leaves, 
All is so bodingly still ; 
Again, now, now, again 
Plashes the rain in heavy gouts, 
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The crinkled lightning 
Seems ever brightening, 
And loud and long 
Again the thunder shouts 
His battle-song, - 
One quivering flash, 
One wilde ring crash, 
Followed by silence dead and dull, 
As if the cloud, let go, 
Leapt bodily below 
To whelm the earth in one mad over- 
throw, 
And then a total lull. 


Gone, gone, so soon ! 
No more my half-crazed fancy 
thpre, 
Can shape a giant in the air, 
No more I see his streaming hair, 
The writhing portent of his form;- 
The pale and quiet moon 
:Makes her calm forehead bare, 
And the last frag-ments of the storm, 
Like shattered rigging from a tìght at sea, 
Silent and few, al'e drifting over me. 


LOVE. 


TRUE Love is but a humble, low-born 
thing, 
And hath its food served up in earthen 
ware . 
It is a thing 'to walk with, hand in lland, 
Through the every-ùayness of this work- 
day world, 
Baring its tender feet to every roughness, 
Yet letting not one heart-beat go astray 
From Beauty's law of plainness and con- 
tent; 
A simple, fireside thing, whose quiet 
smile 
Can warm earth's poorest hovel to a 
home; 
\Vhich, when our autumn cometh, as it 
must, 
And life ill the chill wind shivers bare 
and leafless, 
Shall still be blest with Indian-summer 
youth 
In bleak November, and, with thankful 
heart, 
Smile on its ample stores of garnered 
frui t, 
As full of sunshine to our aged eyes 
As when it nursed the blossoms of our 
spring. 
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Such is true Love, which steals into the 
heart 
'Yith feet as silent as the lightsome dawn 
That kisses smooth the rough brows of 
the dark, 
And hath its will through blissful gen- 
tleness, - 
Not like a rocket, which, with savage 
glare, 
'Vhirs suddenly up, then bursts, and 
leaves the uight 
Painfully quivering on the dazed eyes; 
A love that gives and takes, that seëth 
faults, 
Not with flaw-seeking eyes like needle 
points, 
But loving-kindly ever looks thpm down 
With the o'ercomillg faith of meek for- 
giveness; 
A love that shall be new and fresh each 
hour, 
As is the golden mystery of sunset, 
Or the sweet coming of the evening-star, 
Alike, and yet most unlike, every day, 
And seeming ever best and fairest now; 
A love that doth not kneel for what it 
seeks, 
But faces Truth and Beauty as their 
peer, 
Showing its worthiness of noble thoughts 
By a clear sense of inward nobleness; 
A love that in its object findeth not 
All grace and beauty, and enough to sate 
I ts thirst of blessing, but, in all of good 
Found there, it sees but Heaven-granted 
types 
Of good and beauty in the soul of man, 
And traces, in the simplest heart that 
beats, 
A family-likeness to its c1lOsen one, 
That claims of it the rights of brother- 
hood. 
For love is blind but with the fleshly 
eye, 
That so its inner sight may be more clear; 
And outward shows of beauty only so 
Are needful at the first, as is a hand 
To guide and to uphold an infant's steps: . 
Great spirits need them not: their earnest 
look 
Pierces the body's mask of thin disguise, 
And beauty ever is to them revealed, 
Behind the unshapeliest, meanest lump 
of clay, 
With arms outstretched and eager face 
ablaze, 
Yearning to be but understood and loved. 


TO PERDITA, SINGING. 


THY voice is like a fountain, 
Leaping up ill clt-'ar moonshine; 
Silver, silver, ever mounting, 
Eyer sinking, 
'Vithout thinking, 
To that bdmful hf'art of thine. 
Every sad and happy feeling, 
'fhou ha
t had in Lygone years, 
Through thy lips comes stealing, steal- 
ing, 
Clear aucllow ; 
All thy smiles and al1 thy tears 
In thy voice awaken, 
And sweetness, wove of joy and woe, 
From their teaching it hath taken: 
Feeling and music move together, 
Like a swan and shallow ever 
Floating on a sky-blue river 
In a day of cloudless weather. 
It hath caught a touch of sadness, 
Yet it is not sad; 
I t hath tones of clearest gladness, 
Yet it is not glad ; 
A dim, sweet twilight voice it is 
'Vhere to-day's accustomed blue 
Is over-grayed with memories, 
With starry feelings (luivered through. 


Thy voice is like a fountain 
Leaping up in sunshine bright, 
And I never weary counting 
Its clear droppings, lone and single, 
Or when in one full gush they mingle, 
Shooting in melodious light. 
Thine is music such as yielùs 
Feelings of old brooks anù fields, 
And, around this pent-up room, 
Sheds a woodland, free perfume; 
0, thus forever sing to me ! 
0, thus forevel'! 
The green, bright grass of c11Ïlùhood 
bring to me, 
FlowinO' like an emerald river, 
And th
 bright blup, skies above! 
0, sing them back, as fresh as ever, 
Into the bosom of my love, -- 
The sunshine and the merrimpnt, 
The unsought, ever
reen content, 
Of that never cold time, 
The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went 
Through and through the old time! 
Peace sits within thine eyes, 
With white hands crossed in joyful rest, 
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'Vhile, through thy lips and face, arise 
The melodies from out thy breast; 
She sits and sings, 
'Vith folded wings 
And white arms erost, 
" 'Veep not for bygone things, 
They are not lost: 
The bpautv which the summer time 
O'pr thine" opening spirit shed, 
The forest oracles sublime 
That filled thy soul with joyous dread, 
The srent of every smallest flower 
That made thy heart sweet for an 
hour, - 
Yea, every holy influence, 
Flowing to thpe, thou knewest not 
whence, 
In thine eyl'S to-day is seen, 
Fresh as it hath ever been; 
Promptings of Nature, beckonings 
sweet, 
'YhatE'ver led thy childish feet, 
Still will linger unawares 
rfhe guiders of thy silver hairs; 
Every look and every word 
'Vhich thou givest forth to-day, 
Tell of thE' singing of the bird 
Whose music stilled thy boyish play." 


For yet no moon had risen: 
Its only voice a vast dumb moan, 
Of utterless anguish speaking, 
I t lay unhopefully alone, 
And li veù but in an aimless seeking. 
So was my soul; but whpn 't was full 
Of unrest to o'erloadillg, 
A voice of something bf'autiful 
\Vhispl'red a dim foreboùing, 
And yet so soft, so sweet, so low, 
I t had not more of joy than woe; 
And, as the sea doth oft lie still, 
Making its watt"rs meet, 
As if by an unconscious will, 
For the moon's silver feet, 
So lay my soul within mine eyes 
\Vhen thou, its guardian moon, ùiùst rise. 
And now, howe'er its waves above 
1\Iay toss anù seem uneaseful, 
One strong, eternal law of Love, 
\Vith guiùance sure and peaceful, 
As calm and natural as breath, 
1\Ioves its great deeps through life and 
dea tll. 


REMEMBERED MUSIC. 


Thy voice is like a fountain, 
Twinkling up in sharp starlight, 
Wh{:'n the moon behind the mountain THICK-R1;SIIING, like an ocean vast 
Dims the low East with faintest white Of bisons the far prairie sha.king, 
Ever darkling, ' The notes crowd he
vily a"!ld fast 
Ever sparkling, As surfs, one plu
gll1&, whIle the las
 
We know not if 't i
 dark or brifTht. Drawsseawardfrol1lltsfoamybreakmg. 
I:) , 
But, when the great moon hath rolled l Or in low murmurs they befTan 
round R. . d' . 
 l ' 
And, sudden-sl
w, its solemn power A l
mg a l n n Æ sm l 
 moment y, 
G f 1 h . d . bl k I so er a larp 0 Ian 
rows rom 1P 111 Its ac 
, c ear-edo'ëd A fitful b t . l th 
bound b reezl', un 1 ey ran 
N ' . Up to a suùùen ecstasy. 
o spot of dark the founta.m keppeth, 
But, swift as opening eyelids, leapeth 
Into a waving silver flower. 


THE MOON. 


1\1 y sonl was like the sea, 
Before the moon was made, 
}'Ioaning in vague immensity, 
Of its own strength afraid, 
Unrestful and unstaid. 
Through every rift it foamed in vain, 
About its earthly prison, 
SeekÍIY;
 s
m1e unknown thing in pain, 
Anù smkmg restless back again, 


A FRAGMENT. 


And then, like minute-drops of rain 
Ringing in water silverly, 
They ling{:'ring dropped and dropped 
again, 
Till it was almost like a pain 
To listen when the next would be. 


SONG. 


TO 1\[. L. 
A LILY t'hou wast when I saw t'h{:'e first, 
A lily-bud not opened quite, 
That hourly grew more pure and 
white, 
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By morning, and noontide, and evening 
nurs{'l! : 
In all of nature thou hadst thy share; 
Thou wast waited on 
By the wind anù sun ; 
Therain and the dew for thee took care; 
I t seemed thou never couldst be more 
fair. 
A lily thou wast wIlen I saw thee first, 
A lily-bud; but 0, how strange, 
How fuU of wonder was the change, 
\Vhen, ripe with all sweetness, thy full 
bloom burst! 
How did the tearH to my glad eyes start, 
Wh<>Il the woman-flower 
Reached its blossoming hour, 
And I saw the warm deeps of thy 
golden heart! 
Glad death may pluck thee, but never 
before 
The gold dust of thy bloom divine 
Hath dropped from thy heart into 
mine, 
To quicken its faint germs of heavenly 
lore ; 
For no breeze comes nigh thee but car- 
ries away 
Some impulses bright 
Of fragrance and light, 
Which fall upon souls that are lone 
anù astray, 
To plant fruitful hopes of the flower of 
day. 
ALLEGRA. 


I WOULD more natures were like thine, 
That never casts a glance before, - 
Thou Hebe, who thy heart's bright wine 
So lavishly to aU dost pour, 
That we who drink forget to pine, 
And can but dream of bliss in store. 


Thou canst not see a s11ade in life; 
\Vith sunward instinct thou dost rise, 
And, leaving clouds below at strife, 
Gazest undazzled at the skies, 
\Vith all their blazing splendors rife, 
A songful lark with eagle's eyes. 
Thou wast some foundling whom the 
Hours 
N tused, laughing, with the milk of 
Mirth; 
Some influenre more gay than ours 
Hath ruled thy nature from its birth, 


As if thy natal stars were flowers 
That shook their seeds round thee on 
earth. 


And thou, to lull thine infant rest, 
'Vast cradled Hke an Inùian child; 
AU pleasant winds from south and west 
\Vith lullabies thine ears beguil{'d, 
Rocking thee in thine oriole's nest, 
Till Nature looked at thee and 
l1liled. 


Thine ('very fancy seems to borrow 
A sunlight from thy childish years, 
:Making a golden cloud of sorrow, 
A hope-lit rainbow out of tears, - 
Thy heart is certain of to-morrow, 
Though 'yond to-day it never peers. 
I would more natures were Hke thine, 
So innocputly \vild and free, 
\Vhose 
ad thoughts, even, leap and shine, 
Like sunny wavelets. in the sea, 
:Making us mindless of the brine, 
In gazing on the brilliancy. 


THE FOUNTAIN. 


INTO the sunshine, 
Full of the light, 
Lea.ping and flashing 
From morn tin night! 


Into the moonlight, 
\Vhiter than snow, 
Waving so flower-like 
When the winds blow ! 


Into the starlight 
Rushing in spray, 
Happy at midnight, 
Happy by day! 


Ever in motion, 
Blithesome and cheery, 
Still cIimbing lleavenward, 
Never aweary : - 


Glad of all weathers, 
Still seeming best, 
Upward or downward, 
1\lotion thy rest;- 


Fun of a nature 
Nothing can tame, 
Changed every moment, 
Ever the same; - 



Ceaseless aspiring, 
Ceaseless content, 
Darkness or sunsrune 
Thy element;- 
Glorious fountain! 
Let my heart be 
Fresh, changeful, constant, 
Upward, like thee! 


ODE. 


I. 
I
 the old days of awe and keen-eyed 
wonder, 
The Poet's song with blood-warm truth 
was rife; 
He saw the myster'ies which circle under 
The outward shell and skin of daily life. 
Nothing to him were fleeting time and 
fashion, 
His soul was led by the eternal law ; 
There was in him no hope of fame, no 
passion, 
But with calm, godlike eyes he only 
saw. 
He did not sigh o'er heroes dead and 
buried, 
Chief-mourner at the Golden Age's 
hearse, 
N or deem that souls whom Charon grim 
had ferried 
Alonewere fitting themes of epic verse: 
He could believe the promise of to- 
morrow, 
And feel the wondrous meaning of to- 
day; 
He had a deeper faith in holy sorrow 
Than the world's seeming loss could 
take away. 
To know the heart of all things was his 
duty, 
All things did sing to him to make him 
wise, 
And, with a sorrowful and conquering 
beauty, 
The soul of all looked grandly from his 
eyes. 
He gazed on all within him and without 
him, 
He watched the flowing of Time's steady 
tide, 
And shapes. of glory floated all about 
him 
And whispered to him, and he prophe- 
sied. 
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Than all men he more fearless was and 
freer, 
And all his brethren cried with one 
accorù, - 
"Behold the holy man! Behold the 
Seer ! 
Him who hath spoken with the unseen 
Lord ! U 
He to his heart with large embrace had 
taken 
The universal sorrow of mankind, 
And, from that root, a shelter never 
shaken, 
The tree of wisdom grew with sturdy 
rind. 
He could interpret well the wondrous 
voices 
Which to the calm and silent spirit 
come; 
He knew that the One Soul no more 
rejoices 
In the star's anthem than the insect's 
hum. 
He in his heart was ever meek and 
humble, 
.And yet with kingly !}omp his num- 
bers ran, 
As he foresaw how all things false should 
crum ble 
Before the free, uplifted soul of man: 
And, when he was made full to overflow. 
ing 
\Vith all the loveliness of heaven and 
earth, 
Out rushed his song, like molten iron 
glowing, 
To show God sitting by the humblest 
hearth. 
\Vïth calmest courage he )Vas ever ready 
To teach that action was the truth of 
thought, 
And, with strong arm and purpose firm 
and steady, 
An anchor for the drifting world he 
wrought. 
So did he make the meanest man par- 
taker 
Of all his brother-gods unto him 
gave; 
All souls did reverence him and name 
him Maker, 
And when he died heaped temples on 
his grave. 
And still his deathless words of light are 
swimming 
Serene throughout the great deep in. 
finite 
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Of human soul, unwaning and undim- 
ming, 
To cheer and guide the mariner at 
night. 


II. 
But now the Poet is an empty rl1ymer 
Who lies with idle elbow on the grass, 
And fits his singing, like a cunning 
timer, 
To aU men's l}rides and fancies as they 
pass. 
Not his the song, which, in its metre 
holy, 
Chimes with the music of the eternal 
stars, 
Humbling the tyrant, lifting up the 
lowly, 
And sending sun through the soul's 
prison- bars. 
:Maker no more, - 0 no! unmakeI' 
rather, 
For he unmakes who doth not all put 
forth 
The power given freely by our loving 
Father 
To show the body's dross, the spirit's 
wOlth. 
Awake! great spirit of the ages olden! 
Shiver the mists that hide thy starry 
lyre, 
AmI let man's soul be yet again beholden 
To thee for wings to soar to her desire. 
0, prophesy no more to-morrow's splen- 
dor, 
Be no more shamefaced to speak out 
for Truth, 
Lay on her altar all the gushings tender, 
The hope, the fire, the loving faith of 
youth! 
0, proplwsy no more the !tlaker's com- 
ing, 
Say not his onward footsteps thou 
canst hear 
In the dim voiù, like to the awful hum- 
ming 
Of the great wings of some new-light- 
ed sphere ! 
0, prophesy no more, but be the Poet! 
This longing was but granted unto 
thee 
That, when all beauty thou couldst feel 
and know it, 
That beauty in its highest thou couldst 
be. 
o thou who moan est tost with sealike 
longings, 


'Vho dimly hearpst voices call on thee, 
Whose soul is overfilled with miaht y 
h . 0 
t ronglllgs 
Of love, and fear, and glorious aO'ony 
Thou of the' toil-strung hands and iro
 
sinews 
And soul by blother Earth with free- 
dom fed, 
In whom the hero-spirit yet continups, 
The old free nature is 110t chained or 
dead, 
Arouse! let thy soul break in music- 
thunder, 
Let loose the ocean that is in thee 
pPllÌ, 
Pour forth thy 11Ope, thy fear, thy love, 
thy wonder, 
And tell the age what all its signs 
have meant. 
Where'er thy wildered crowd of brethren 
jostles, 
"\Vhere'er there lingers but a shadow of 
wrong, 
There still is need of martyrs and apos- 
tles, 
There still are texts for never-dying 
song: 
From age to age man's still aspiring 
spirit 
Finds wider scope and sees with clearer 
eyes, ' 
And thou in larger measure dost inhprit 
"Vhat made thy great forerunners free 
and wise. 
Sit thou ellthronëd where the Poet's 
mountain 
Above the thunder lifts its silen
 
peak, 
And roll thy songs down like a gathering 
foun tain, 
They all may drink and find the rest 
they seek. 
Sing! there shall silence grow in earth 
and heaven, 
A silence of deep awe and wondering; 
For, listening gladìy, bend the angels, 
even, 
To hear a mortal like an angel sing. 


III. 
Among the toil-worn poor my soul is 
seeking 
For one to bring the :Maker's name to 
ligh t, 
To be the voice of that almighty speak.. 
ing 
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'Vhich {'very age demands to do it 
righ t. 
Proprieties our silken bards environ; 
He who would be the tongue of this 
wide land 
J\Iust string his harp with chords of 
sturùy iron 
And strike it with a toil-imbrowllëd 
hand; 
One who hath dwelt with Nature well 
attended, 
'Vho hath learnt wisdom from her 
mystic books, 
Whose soul with all her countless lives 
hath blended, 
So that all beauty awes us in his looks; 
,Tho not with body's waste his soul hath 
pampered, 
'Vho as the clear northwestern wind is 
free, 
Who walks with Form's observances un- 
ham pered, 
And follows the One 'Vill obediently; 
'Vhose eyes, like windows on a breezy 
summit, 
Control a lovely prospect {'very way; 
Who doth not sounù God's sea with 
earthly plummet, 
And find a bot.tom still of worthless 
clay; 
Who heeds not how the lower gusts are 
working, 
Knowing that one sure wind blows on 
above, . 
And sees, beneath the foulest faces lurk- 
ing, 
One God-built shrine of reverence and 
love; 
Who sees all stars that wheel their shin- 
ing marches 
Around the centre fixed of Destiny, 
'Vhere the encircling soul serene 0' er- 
arches 
The moving globe of being like a sky; 
Who feels that God and Heaven's great 
deeps are nearer 
Him to whose heart his fellow-man is 
nigh, 
Who doth not hold his soul's own free- 
dom dearer 
Than that of all his brethren, low or 
high ; 
Who to the Right can feel himself the 
truer 
For being gently patient with the 
wrong, 
Who sees a brother in the evil-doer, 


And fincls in Love the heart's-blood of 
his song;- 
This, this is he for whom the world is 
waiting 
To sing the beatings of its mighty 
heart, 
Too long hath it been patient with the 
grating 
Of scrannel-pipes, and heard it mis- 
named Art. 
To him the smiling soul of man shall 
listen, 
Laying awhile its crown of thorns 
aside, 
And once again in every eye shall glisten 
The glory of a nature satisfied. 
His verse shall have a great command- 
ing motion, 
Heaving and swelling with a melody 
Learnt of the sky, the river, and the 
ocean, . 
And all the pure, majestic things that 
be. 
A wake, then, thou! we pine for thy 
great presence 
To make us feel the soul once more 
su blirne, 
We are of far too infinite an essence 
To rest contented with the lies of 
Time. 
Speak out! and lo! a hush of deepest 
wonder 
Shall sink o'er all this many-voicëd 
scene, 
As when a sudden burst of rattling 
thunder 
Shatters the blueness of a sky serene. 


THE FATHERLAND. 


'VHERE is the true man's fatherland' 
Is it where he by chance is born 1 
Doth not the yearning spirit scorn 
In such scant borders to be spanned' 
o yes! his fatherland must be 
As the blue heaven wide and free! 


Is it alone where freedom is, 
"\Vhere God is God and man is man' 
Doth he not claim a broader span 
For the soul's love of home tha.n this' 
o yes! his fatherland must be 
As the blue heaven wide and free! 


Where'er a human heart doth wear 
Joy's myrtle-wreath or sorrow's gyves, 
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'Vhere' er a human spirit strives 
After a life more true and fair, 
There is the true man's birthplace grand, 
His is a world-wide fatherland! Her freezing heart, lik{-' one who sinks 
Outwearied iu the ùrifting snow, 
Drowses to deaùly sleep and thinks 
No longer of its hopeless woe : 


'Vhere'er a single slave doth pine, 
'Vhere'er one man lllay help an- 
other, - 
Thank God for such a birthright, 
brother. - 
That spot of earth is thine and mine! 
There is the true man's birthplace grand, 
His is a wodd-wiùe fath{-'rland ! 


THE FORLORN. 


TIlE })ight is dark, the stinging sleet, 
Swept by the bitter gusts of air, 
Dl"ives whistling ùown the lonely street, 
And stifl'ens on the pavement bare. 
The street-lamps flare and struggle dim 
Through the white sleet-clouds as they 
l)ass, 
Or, governed by a boisterous whim, 
Drop down and rattle on the glass. 
One poor, heart-broken, outcast girl 
}'aces the east-wind's searching flaws, 
And, as about her heart they whirl, 
Her tattered cloak more tightly draws. 
The flat brick walls look cold and bleak, 
Her bare feet to the sidewalk freeze; 
Yet dares she not a shelter seek, 
Though faint with hunger and disease. 
The sharp storm cuts her forehead bare, 
And, piercing through her gaqnents 
thin, 
Beats on her shrunken breast, and there 

Iakes colder the cold heart within. 


She lingers w nere a ruddy glow 
Streams outward through an open 
shutter, 
Adding more bitterness to woe, 
ltlore loneness to desertion utter. 


One half the cold she had not felt 
Until she saw this gush of light 
Spread warmly forth, and seem to melt 
Its slow way through the deadening 
nigh t. 


And years of mis
ry and sin 
}'url off, and leave her heaven blue. 


Old fields, and clear blue summer days, 
Old meadows, green with grass and 
trees, 
That shimmer through the trembling 
haze 
And whiten in the western breeze, - 


Old faces, - all the friendly past 
Rises within her heart again, 
And sunshine from her childhood cast 
1tlakes summer of the icy rain. 


Enhaloed by a mild, warm glow, 
From all humanity apart, 
She hears old footsteps wandering slow 
Through the lone cham bel's of the 
heart. 


Outside the porch before the door, 
Her cheek upou the cold, hard stone, 
She ]ies, no longer foul and poor, 
No longer dreary and alone. 


N ext morning something heavily 
Again
t the opening door did weigh, 
And there, from sin and sorrow free, 
A woman on the threshold lay. 


A smile upon the wan lips told 
That she had found a calm rel
ase, 
And that, from out the want and cold, 
The song had borne her soul in peace. 


For, whom the heart of man shuts out, 
Sometimes the heart of God takes in, 
And fences them all round about 
\Vith silence mid the world's loud din; 


And one of his great charities 
Is Music, and it doth not scorn 
To close the lids upon the eyes 
Of the polluted and forlorn; 


Far was she from her childhood's home, 
She hears a woman's voice within, Farther in guilt had waudf>re(l thence, 
Singing sweet words her childhood Yet thither it had bid her come 
knew, To die in maiden innocence. 
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THE moon shines white and silent 
On the mist, which, like a tide 
Of some enchanted ocean, 
0' er the wide marsh doth glide, 
Spreading its ghost-like billows 
Silently far and wide. 


A vague and starry magic 
Makes all things mysteries, 
And lures the earth's dumb spirit 
Up to the longing skies, - 
I Sf'em to hear dim whispers, 
AmI tremulous replies. 
The fireflies o'er the meadow 
In pulses come and go ; 
The elm-trees' heavy shadow 
\Veighs on the grass below; 
And faintly from the distance 
The dreaming cock doth crow. 
All things look strange and mystic, 
The very bushes swell 
And take wild shapes and motions, 
As if beneath a spell, - 
They seem not the same lilacs 
From childhooù known so well. 


The snow of deepest silence 
0' er everything <loth fall, 
So beautiful and quiet, 
And yet so like a pall,- 
As if all life were ended, 
And rest were come to all. 


o wild and wondrous midnight, 
There is a might in thee 
To make the charmëd body 
Almost like spirit be, 
And give it some faint glimpses 
Of immortality! 


A PRAYER. 


GOD! do not let my loved one die, 
But rather wait until the time 
That I nm grown in purity 
Enough to enter thy pure clime, 
Then take me, I will gladly go, 
So that my love remain below! 


We need her more on our poor earth 
Than thou canst need in heaven with 
thf'e : 
Shf' hath her wings already, I 
)Iust burst this t'arth-shell ere I fly. 
Then, God, take me! \Ve shall be near, 
More near than ever, each to each: 
Her angel ears will finù more clear 
My heavenly than my earthly speech; 
And still, as I draw nigh to thee, 
Her soul and mine shall closer be. 


THE HERITAGE. 


THE rich man's son inherits lands, 
And piles of brick, and stone, and 
gold, 
And he inherits soft white hands, 
And tender flesh that fears the cold, 
N or dares to wear a garment old; 
A heritage, it Sf'ems to me, 
One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 


The rich man's son inhf'rits cares; 
The bank may break, the factory burn, 
A breath may burst his bubble shares, 
And soft white hands could hardly 
earn 
A living that would serve his turn; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 


The rich man's son inherits wants, 
His stomach craves for dainty fare; 
With sated heart, he hears the pants 
Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare, 
AmI wearies in his easy-chair; 
A heritage, it Sf'ems to me, 
One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 


'Vhat doth the poor man's son inherit 1 
Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, 
A hardy frame, a hardier spirit; 
King of two hands, he dof'S his part 
I n every useful toil and art; 
A heritage, it sef'ms to me, 
A king might wish to hol<1 in fee. 


Wllat doth the poor man's son inherit? 
Wishes o'erjoYf'd with humble things, 
A rank adjudgf'd by toil-won merit, 
Content that from f'rnp10yment springs, 
0, let hf'r stay! She is by birth A h('art that in his la Lor sings j 
\Vhat I through death must learn to A hf'ritage, it seems to me, 
be ; I A king might wish to hold in fee. 
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What doth the poor man's son inherit 7 
A patience learned of being poor, 
Courage, if sorrow come, to hear it, 
A fellow-feeling that is sure 
To make the outcast bless his door; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
A king might wish to hold in fee. 
o rich man's son r there is a toil 
That with all others level stands; 
Large charity doth never soil, 
But only whiten, soft white hands,- 
This is the best crop from thy lands; 
A heritage, it seems to be, 
'V orth being rich to hold in fee. 
o poor man's son! scorn not thy state; 
There is worse weariness than thine, 
In merely being rich and great; 
Toil only gives the soul to shine, 
And makes rest fragrant and be- 
nign ; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
'V orth being poor to hold in fee. 
Both, heirs to some six feet of sod, 
Are equal in the earth at last; 
Both, children of the same dear God, 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of a well-filled past; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
Well worth a life to hold in fee. 


THE ROSE: A BALLAD. 


I. 
IN" his tower sat the poet 
Gazing on the roaring sea, 
$'Take this rose," he sighed, "and throw 
it 
Where there's none that loveth me. 
On the rock the billow bursteth 
And sinks back into the seaR, 
But in vain my spirit thirsteth 
So to burst and be at ease. 
Take, 0 f.;ea! the tender blossom 
That hath lain agaÍust my breast; 
On thy black and angry bosom 
It will find a surer rest. 
I.Jife is vain, and love is hollow, 
Ugly death stands there hehind, 
Hate and scorn and hunger follow 
Him that toileth for his kind." 
Forth into the night he hurled it, 
And with bitter smile did mark 
How the surly tempest whirled it 
Swift into the hungry dark. 


Foam and spray drive back to leeward, 
And the gale, with dreary moan, 
Drifts the helpless blossom seaward, 
Through the break PI'S all alone. 


II. 
Stands, a maiden, on the morrow, 
.Musing by the wave-beat strand, 
Ha1f in hope and half in sorrow, 
Tracing words upon the sand: 
" Shall I ever then behold him 
Who hath heen my ]ife so long, - 
Ever to this sick heart fold him, - 
Be the spirit of his song? 
Touch not, sea, the blessed letters 
I have traced upon thy shore, 
Spare his name whose spirit fetters 
Mine with love forevermore r" 
Swells the tide and overflows it, 
But, with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a little rose, and throws it 
Humhly at the maiden's feet. 
Full of bliss she takes the token, 
And, upon her snowy breast, 
Soothes the l'ufflpd petals broken 
'Vith the ocean's fierce unreRt. 
" I,ove is thine, 0 heart rand :::;ureIy 
Peace shall also be thine own, 
For the heart that trusteth purely 
N ever long can !)ille alone." 


III. 
lu his tower sits the poet, 
Blisses new aud strange to him 
Fill his heart and. overflow it 
'\Tith a wonder sweet and dim. 
Up the beach the ocean slideth 
"Tith a whi!'per of delight, 
And the moon ill silence glideth 
Through the peaceful blue of night. 
Rippling o'er the poet's shoulder 
Flows a maiden's golden hair, 
:M:áden lips, with love grown bolder, 
Kiss his moon-lit forehead bare. 
" Life is joy, and love is power, 
Death all fetters doth unbind, 
Str.ttngth and wisdom only flower 
When we toil for all our kind. 
Hope is truth, - the future giveth 
More than present takes away, 
And the soul forever liveth 
N e-arer God from ùay to day." 
K ot a wot'd the maiden utter('d, 
Fullest hearts are slmv to speak, 
But a withered rose-leaf tluttered 
Down upon the poet'e cheek. 
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VIOLET! sweet violet! 
Thine eyes are full of tears; 
Are they wet 
Even yet 
'Vith the thought of other YE=ars 1 
Or with gladness are they full, 
For the night so beautiful, 
And longing for those far-off spheres 1 


Loyed one of my youth thou wast, 
Of my merry youth, 
And I see, 
Tearfully, 
All the fair and sunny past, 
All its openness anù truth, 
Ever fre:::;h and green in thee 
As the moss is in the sea. 


Thy little heart, that hath with love 
Grown colored like the sky above, 
On which thou lookest ever,- 
Can it know 
A II the woe 
Of hope for what returneth never, 
All the sorrow and the longing 
To these hearts of ours belonging 1 


Out on it ! no foolish pining 
For the sky 
Dims thine eye, 
Or for the stars so calmly shining; 
Like thee let this sonl of mine 
Take hue from that whel'efor I long, 
Sdf-stayed and high, serene and strong, 
Not satisfied with hoping - but divine. 


Violet! dear violet! 
Thy blue eyes are only wet 
'Vith joy and love of Him who sent thee, 
Aud for the fulfilling sense 
Of that glad obpùience 
'Vhich made thee all that Nature meant 
thee! 


The dpath-watch ticked behind the wall, 
The blackness rustled like a pall, 
The moaning wind did rise and fall 
Among the bleak pines, Rosaline! 
1\ly heart beat thickly in mine ears: 
The lids may shut out fleshly fears, 
But still the spirit sees and hears,- 
I ts eyes are lidless, Hosaline ! 


A wildness rushing suddenly, 
A knowing some ill shape is nigh, 
A wish for death, a fear to die, - 
Is not this vengeance, Rosaline 1 
A loneliness that is not lone, 
A love quite withered up amI gone, 
A strong soul trampled from its throne, - 
\Vhat wouldst thou further, Rosaline? 


'T is drear snch moonless nights as these, 
Strange sounds are out upon the breeze, 
And the leaves shiver in the trees, 
Aud then thou comest, Rosaline! 
I seem to hear the mourners go, 
"'lth long black garments trailing slow, 
And plumes anod!ling to and fro, 
As once I heard them, Hosalille ! 


Thy shroud is all of snowy white, 
And, in the middle of the night, 
Thou standest moveless and upright, 
Gazing upon llW, Rosaline! 
Tht're is no sorrow in thine eyes, 
But evermore that meek surprise,- 
o God! thy gentle spirit tries 
To deem me guiltless, Rosaline! 


Above thy grave the robin sings, 
An(l swarms of hright and happy things 
Flit all about with sunlit wings,- 
But I am cheerlf>!;s, Rosaline! 
The violets on the hillock toss, 
The gravestone is o'ergrown with moss; 
For nature feels not any loss, - 
But I am cheerlpss, Rosaline ! 


I did not know when thou wast dead; 
A hlack birtl whistling overhead 
ROSALINE. Thrille(l through my brain; I would have 
T I k ' d . fled, 
H
:>U 00 . st on me all yes
ermght
 B.lt dared not leave thee, Rosaline! 
T
ll
e eyes, were 
lue, thy haIr was b!"lght I T!le sun rollc(,l down, and very soon, 
As "hen \\e mmmured our troth-plIght LIke a Crrf>at tin
 the awful moon 
Beneat
 the thic
 stars, Rosaline! Rose, st
ined with blood, and then as\Voon 
Thy hall' was braIded on thy head, Crept chilly o'er me, Rosaline! 
As on the day we two were wed, 
:Milleeyesscarceknew if thou wel'tdead, - The stars came out; and, one by one, 
But my shrunk heart knew, Rosa1iue! I Eaell anod from his silver throne 
2 0 
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l..ooked down and saw wlmt I had done: 
I dared not hide me, Itosaline ! 
I crouched; 1 feareù thy corpse would cry 
Against me to God's quiet sky, 
I thought I saw the blue lips try 
'1'0 utter something, Rosaline! 


I waited with a maddened grin 
To hear that voice all icy thin 
Slide forth and tell my deadly sin 
'1'0 hell and heaven, Rosaline! 
But no voice came, anù then it seemed, 
'rhat, if the very corpse had screamed, 
The sound like sunshine glad had streamed 
Through that dark stillness, Rosaline ! 


And then, amid the silent night, 
I screamed with horrible delight, 
And in my brain an awful Hght 
Did seem to crackle, Rosaliue ! 
It is my curse ! sweet memories fall 
}'rom me like snow, - and ouly all 
Of that one night, like cold worms, crawl 
:My doomed heart over, Rosaline! 


Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes, 
Wherein such blessed memories, 
Such pitying forgiveness lies, 
Than hate more bitter, Rosaline! 
'V oe 's me ! I know that love so high 
As thine, true sou], could never die, 
And with mean clay in churchyard lie,- 
Would it might be so, Rosaline ! 


A REQUIEM. 


Ay, pale and silent maiden, 
Cold as thou liest there, 
Thine was the sunniest nature 
That ever drew the air, 
The wildest and most wayward, 
And yet so gently kind, 
Thou seemedst but to body 
A breath of summer winù. 


Into the eternal shadow 
That girds our life around, 
Into the infinite silence 
'Vherewith Death's shore is bound, 
Thou hast gone forth, beloved! 
Anù I were mean to weep, 
That thou hast left Life's shallows, 
And dost possess the Deep. 
Thou liest low and silent, 
Thy heart is cold and still, 


Thine eyes are shut forever, 
And Death hath had. his will ; 
He loved and woul<l have taken, 
I loved and would have kept, 
'Ve strove, - and he was stronger, 
And I have never wept. 


Let him possess thy body, 
Thy soul is still with me, 
More sunny and more gladsome 
Than it was wont to be : 
Thy body was a fetter 
That bOllnd me to the flesh, 
Thank God that it is broken, 
And now I live a,f1'esh! 


N ow I can see thee clearly; 
The dusky cloud of clay, 
That hid thy starry spirit, 
Is rent and blown away: 
To earth I give thy body, 
Thy spirit to the sky, 
I saw its brigllt wings growing, 
And knew that thou must fly. 


N ow I can love thee truly, 
For nothing comes het\veen 
The senses and the spirit, 
The seen and the unseen; 
Lifts the et('l'llal shadow, 
The silence bursts apart, 
Aud the soul's boundless future 
Is present in my heart. 


A PARABLE. 


WORN and footsore was the Prophet, 
"\Vhen he gained the holy hill ; 
" God has left the earth," be murmured, 
" Here llÏs presence lingers still. 


" God of all the olden })rophets, 
Wilt thou speak with men no more 1 
Have I not as truly served thee 
As thy chosen ones of yore 
 


" Hear me, guider of my fathers, 
Lo ! a humble heart is mine; 
By thy mercy I beseech thee 
Grant thy servant but a sign! II 


Bowing tllen llÍs head, he listened 
For an answer to his prayer; 
No loud burst of thunder followed, 
Not a murmur stirred the air:- 
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But the tuft of moss before him 
Opened while he waited yet, 
And, from out the rock's hard bosom, 
Sprang a tender violet. 
t, God! I thank thee," said the Prophet; 
" Hard of heart and blind was I, 
Looking to the holy mountain 
}'or the gift of prophecy. 
"Still thou speakpst with thy children 
Freely as in dd sublime; 
Humbleness, and love, and patience, 
Still give empire over time. 


" Had I truste(l in my nature, 
And hall faith in lowly things, 
Thou thyself woulJst then have sought 
nle, 
And set free my spirit's wings. 
" But I looked for signs and wonders, 
That o'er men should give me sway j 
Thirsting to be more than mortal, 
I was even less than clay. 


"Ere I entered on my journey, 
As I girt my loins to start, 
Ran to me my little daughter, 
The belovëd of my heart; - 


CC In her hand she held a flower, 
Like to this as like may be, 
'Vhich, beside my very threshold, 
She had l)lucked and brought to me." 


SONG. 
o :r.roONLIGHT deep and tender, 
A year and more agone, 
Your mist of golùen splendor 
H.ound my betrothal shoue ! 
o elm-leaves dark and dewy, 
The very same ye seem, 
The low wind trembles through yet 
Ye murlllur in my dream! 
o river, dim with distance, 
:Flow thus forever by, 
A part of my existence 
Within your heart <loth lie ! 
o stars, ye saw our meeting, 
Two beings and one soul, 
Two hearts so madly beating 
1'0 mingle and be whole! 
o happy night, deliver 
Her kisses back to me, 
Or keep them all, and give her 
A blissful dream of me ! 


SONNETS. 


I. 


TO A. C. L. 


THROUGH suffering and sorrow thou hast 
passed 
To show us what a woman true may be : 
They have not taken sympathy from thee, 
N or made thee any other than thou wa.st, 
Save as some tree, which, in a sudden 
blast, 
Sheddeth those blossoms, that are weakly 
grown, 
Upon the air, but keepeth everyone 
'Vhose strength gives warrant of good 
frnit at last: 
So thou hast shed some blooms of gay- 
ety, 
But never one of steadfast cheerfulness j 


N or hath thy knowledge of adversity 
Robbed thee of any faith in happines!;, 
But rather cleared thine inner eyes to see 
Howmany simple ways there are to bless. 


II. 


,V HA T were I, Love, if I were stripped of 
thee, 
If thine eyes shut me out whf'rf'by I live, 
Thou, who unto my calnH'r soul dost give 
Knowledge, and Truth, anJ holy 
lys... 
terv, 
'Vherein rl'ruth mainly lies for those who 
see 
Beyond the earthly and the fugiti\pe, 
"Tho in the grandeur of the soul believe, 
And only in the Infinite are free I 



20 


EARLIER POEMS. 


v. 


"\Vithout thee I were naked, bleak, and 
bare 
As yon dead cedar on the sea-cliff's brow; 
And Nature's teachings, which come to 
nle now, 
Common anù beautiful as light and air, 
"\V ould be as fruitless as a stream which 
still 
Slips through the wheel of some old 
ruined mill. 


III. 
I WOULD not have t11Ïs l)erfect love of 
ours 
Grow from a single root, a single stem, 
Bearing no goodly fruit, but unly flowers 
'l'hat idly hide life's iron ùiadelll : 
J t shoulù grow alway like that Eastern 
tree 
'Vhose limbs take root and spread forth 
constantly; 
That love for one, from which there dOt1I 
not spring 
'Viùe love for all, is but a worthle"s thing. 
Not in another worlù, as popts prate, 
Dwell we apart above the tide of things, 
High float.ing o'er earth's clouds on faery 
wings; 
But our })Ure love doth ever elevate 
Into a holy bond of brotherhood 
All earthf y things, making them 11Ure 
and good. 


IV. 


" FOR this true )wblf'npss I seek in vain, 
In woman and in man I find it not; 
I almost weary of my earthly lot, 

ly life-springs are dried up with burn- 
ing pain." 
Thou find'st it not 1 I pray thee look 
again, 
Look inward through the depths of thine 
own soul. 
How is it with thee 1 Art thou sound 
and whole? 
Doth narrow search show thee no earthly 
stain 1 
BE KOBLE! and the nobleness that lies 
] n other men, sleeping, but never dead, 
Will rise in majesty to .meet thine own; 
Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes, 
Then win pure light around thy path be 
shed, 
And thou wilt nevermore be sad anù 
lone. 


TO THE SPIRIT OF KEATS. 
GREAT soul, thou sittest with me in my 
)'OOln, 
Uplifting me with thy vast, quipt eyes, 
On whose full orbs, withkinùly lustrc, lips 
The twilight warmth of ruùdy emlJer- 
gloolU : 
Thy clear, strong tones will oft bring sUù- 
ùen bloom 
Of hope secure, to him who 100wly crips, 
"\V restling with the young pOf't's agonies, 
Neglect anù scorn, which seem a certain 
doom: 
Yes! the few words which, like great 
thunder-drops, 
Thy large hpart down to earth shook 
doubtfully, 
Thrilled by the inward lightning of its 
might, 
Serene and pure, like gushing joy of ligh t, 
Shall track the eterual chords of Destiny, 
After the moon-led pulse of ocean stops. 


VI. 


GREAT Truths are portions of the soul of 
man ; 
Great souls are portions of Eternity; 
Each drop of blooù that e'er through t.rue 
IH'art ran 
i,'Yith lofty message, Tall for thee and me; 
I!or God'slaw, since the starrysOllg began, 
Hath been, and still forevermore must be, 
That every deed which shall outlast Time's 
span , 
}'Iust goad the soul to be erect and free 1; 
Slave is no word of deathless lineage 
sprung, - 
Too many noble souls have thought anù 
died, 
Too many mighty poets lived and sung, 
And our goorl. Saxon, from lips puritied 
With martyr-fire, throughout the world 
hath rung 
Too long to have God's holy rause denied. 


VII. 
I ASK not for those thoughts, that sudden 
leap 
From being's sea, like the isle-seeming 
K raken, 
'Vith whose great rise the ocean all is 
shaken 



And a heart-tremble quivers through the 
deep ; 
Gi ve me that growth which some per- 
chance deem sleep, 
"Therewith the steadfast coral-stems up- 
rise, 
Vlhich, by the toil of gathering energies, 
Their upward way into clear sunshine 
keep, 
Until, by Heaven's sweetest influences, 
Slowly and slowly spreads a speck of 
green 
Into a pleasant island in the seas, 
'Vhere, miù tall palms, the cane-roofed 
home is seen, 
And wearied men shall sit at sunset's 
hour, 
Hearing the leaves and loving God's dear 
power. 


VIII. 


TO M. W., ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

IAIDEN, when such a soul as thine is 
born, 
The morning-stars their ancient music 
make, 
And, joyful, once again their song awake, 
Long silent now with melancholy scorn; 
And thou, not mindless of so blest a 
morn, 
By no least deed its harmony shalt break, 
But shalt to that high chime thy foot- 
steps take, 
Through life's most darksome passes un- 
forlorn; 
Therefore from thy pure faith thou shalt 
not fall, 
Therefore shalt thou be ever fair and 
free, 
And in thine every motion musical 
As summer air, nÌajestic as the sea, 
A mystery to those who creep and crawl 
Through Time, and part it from Eternity. 


IX. 


:!tIy Love, I have no fear that thou 
shollldst die ; 
Albeit I ask no fairer life than this, 
'Vhose numbering-clock is still thy gen- 
tle kiss, 
While Time and Peace with han<ls en- 
lockëd fly, - 
Yet care I not where in Eternity 
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We live and love, well knowing that 
there is 
N a backward step for those who feel the 
bliss 
Of Faith as their most lofty yearnings 
high: 
Love hath so purified my being's core, 
Meseems I scarcely should be startled, 
even, 
To find, some morn, that thou hadst gone 
before ; 
Since, with thy love, this knowledge too 
was given, 
'Vhich each calm day doth strengthen 
more and more, 
That they who love are but one step from 
Hea ven. 


x. 


I CANXOT think that thou shouldst pass 
away, 
'Vhose life to mine is an eternal law, 
A piece of nature that can have no fla.w, 
A new and certain sunrise every day j 
But, if thou art to be another ray 
About the Sun of Life, and art to live 
Free from all of thee that was fugitive, 
The debt of Love I will mor-e fully pay, 
Not downcast with the thought of thee 
so high, 
But rather raised to be a nobler man, 
And more divine in my humanity, 
As knowing that the waiting eyes which 
scan 
My life are lighted by a purer being, 
And ask meek, calm-browed deeds, with 
it agreeing. 


XI. 


THERE never yet was flower fair in vain, 
Let classic poets rhyme it as they will ; 
The seasons toil that it may blow again, 
A.ndsummcr's heartdoth feel its every ill ; 
N or is a true soul ('vel' born for naught; 
"\Vherever any such hath lived and died, 
There hath been something for true free- 
dom wrought, 
Some bulwark levelled on the evil side: 
Toil on, thpn, Greatness! thou art in the 
righ t, 
However narrow souls may can thee 
wrong; 
Be as thou wouldst be in thine own clear 
sight, 



22 


EARLIER POEMS. 


XIV. 


And so thou shalt be ill the world's ere- 
long; 
For worldlings cannot, struggle as they 
may, 
From man's great soul one great thought 
hide away. 


XII. 


SUB PONDERE CRESCIT. 
THE hope of Truth grows stronger, day 
by day ; 
I hear the soul of Man around me wak- 
ing, 
Like a 
reat sea, its frozen fetters break- 
Ing, 
And flinging up to heaven its sunlit spray, 
Tossing huge continents in scornful 
play, .. . 
And crushing them, wIth dm of gnnd- 
ing th under, 
That makes old emptinesses stare in won- 
der; 
The memory of a glory passed away 
Lingers in every heart, as, in the shell, 
Resounds the bygone freedom of the sea, 
And every hour new signs of promise 
tell, 
That the great soul shall once again be 
free, 
For high, and yet more high, the mur- 
murs swell 
Of inward strife for truth and liberty. 


XUI. 


BELOVED, in the noisy city here, 
The thought of thee can make all tur- 
moil cease; 
Around my spirit, folds thy spirit clear 
Its stin, soft arms, and circles it with 
pc>ace ; 
There is no room for any doubt or fear 
In souls so overfilled with love's increase, 
There is no memory of the bygone year 
But growth in heart's and spirit's perfect 
ease : 
How hath our love, halfnehulous at first, 
R.ounded itself into a full-orbed sun! 
How have our lives and wills (as haply 
erst 
They were, ere this forgetfulness begun) 
Through all their earthly distantness out- 
burst, 
And melted, like 
one
 


O
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As the broad ocean endlessly upheayeth, 
\Vith the majestic beatiug of his Ileart, 
'fhe mighty tides, whereof its rightful 
part 
Each sea-wide bay and little weed re- 
cei veth, - 
So, through his soul who earnestly bc- 
1ieveth, 
Life from the universal Heart doth flow, 
\Vhcreby some conquest of the eternal 
\Y oe, 
By instinct of God's nature, he achiev- 
eth: 
A funer pulse of this an-powerful beauty 
Into the poet's gulf-like heart cloth tide, 
And he more keenly feels the glorious 
duty 
Of serving Truth, despised and cruci- 
fied, - 
Happy, unknowing sect or crE'ed, to rest, 
.And feel God flow forever through llÎs 
breast. 


XV. 


THE SAME CONTIKUED. 


O
WE hardly in a cycle blossometh 
A flower-like soul ripe with the seeds of 
song, 
A spirit foreordained to cope with wrong, 
Whose divine thoughts are natural as 
breath, 
\"ho the old Darkness thickly scattereth 
With starry words, that shoot prevailing 
light 
Into the deeps, and wither, with the l)1ight 
Of serene 1'ruth, the coward heart of 
Death: 
\V oe, if such spirit th,.art its errand high, 
And mock with lies the longing soul of 
man! 
Yet one age longer must true Culture lie, 
Soothing her bitter fetters as she can, 
U nti1 new messages of love outstart 
At the next beating of the infinite Heart. 


XVI. 


. 


THE SAME CONTIXlTED. 


THE love of all things springs from love 
two rays of light in of one; 
Wider the soul's horizon hourly gro\Vs, 
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And over it with fuller glory flows While she in glorious madness doth fore- 
The sky-like spirit of God; a hope begun cast 
In doubt and darkness 'neath a fairer sun That perfect bud, which seems a flower 
Cometh to fruitage, if it be of Truth; fuB-blown 
And to the law of meekness, faith, and To each new Prophet., and yet alwa
..s opes 
ruth, Fuller and fuller with each day and hour, 
By inward sympathy, shall all be won: Heartening the soul with odor of fresh 
This thou shouhlst know, who, from the hopes, 
painted feature And longings high, and gushings of wide 
Of shifting Fashion, couldst thy brethren power, 
turn Yet never is or shall be fully blown 
Unto the love of ever-youthful Nature, I Save in the forethought of the Eternal 
And of a beauty fadeless and eterne ; One. 
And always 't is the saddest sight to see 
An old man faithless in Humanity. XIX. 


XVII. 


THE SAME COXTIXUED. 
A POET cannot strive for despotism; 
His harp falls shattered; for it still must 
be 
The instinct of great spirits to be free, 
And the sworn foes of cunning barba- 
rism: 
He who has deepest searched the wide 
abysm 
Of that life-giving Soul which men call 
fate, 
Knows that to put more faith in lies and 
hate 
Than truth and love is the true atheism: 
Upward the soul forever turns her eyes: 
The next hour always shames the hour 
before; 
One beauty, at its highest, prophesies 
That by whose side it shall seem mean 
and poor 
No Godlike thing knows aught of less 
aud less, 
But widens to the boundless Perfectness. 


XVIII. 


THE SAME COXTIXUED. 


THEREFORE think not the Past is wise 
alone, 
For Yesterday knows nothing of the Best, 
And thou shalt love it only as the nest 
\\"hence glory-wingëd things to Heaven 
have flown: 
TQ the great Soul alone are all things 
known' 
Present and ft
ture are to her as past, 


THE SA::\IE CON"TIXUED. 


FAR 'yond this narrow parapet of Time, 
\Vith eyes uplift, the poet's soul should 
look 
Into the Endless Promise, nor should 
brook 
One prying doubt to shake his faith sub- 
lime; 
To him the earth is ever in her prime 
And dewiness of morning; he can see 
Good lying hid, from all eternity, 
\Vithin the teeming womb of sill and 
crime; 
Hissoul should notbe cramped byany bar, 
His nobleness should be so Godlike high, 
That his least deed is perfect as a star, 
His common look majestic as the sky, 
And all o'erflooded with a light from far, 
Undimmed by clouds of weak mortality. 


xx. 


TO 1tI. O. S. 
:MARY, since first I knew thee, to this 
hour, 
My love hath deepened, with my wiser 
sense 
Of what in 'V oman is to reverence; 
Thy clear heart, fresh as e'er was forest- 
flower, 
Still opens more to me its beauteous 
dower; - 
But let praise hush, - Love asks no evi- 
dence 
To prove itself well-placed; we know not 
whence 
I t gleans the straws that thatch its humble 
bower: 
'Ye can but say we found it in the heart, 
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Spring of aU sweetest thoughts, arch foe 
of blam e, 
Sower of flowers in the dusty mart, 
Pure vestal of the poct's holy fiame,- 
This is enough, and we have done our 
part 
If we but keep it spotless as it came. 


XXI. 


OUR love is not a_fading, earthly flower: 
] ts wingëd seed dropped dowu from 
Paradise, 
And, nursed by day and night, by sun 
and shower, 
Doth momently to fresher beauty rise: 
To us the leafless autumn is not bare, 
Nor winter's rattling boughs lack lusty 
green. 
Our summer hearts make summer's ful- 
ness, where 
No leaf, or bud, or blossom may be seen: 
For natm'c's life in love's deep life doth 
lie, 
Love, - whose forgetfulness is beauty's 
death, 
'Vhose mystic key these cells of Thou 
and I 
Into tlle infinite freedom openeth, 
And makes the body's dark and narrow 
grate 
The wind-flung leaves of Heaven's pal.. 
ace-gate. 


XXII. 


IN ABSENCE. 


THESE Tugged, wintry days I scarce 
could bear, 
Did I not know, that, in the early spring, 
'Vhen wild :March winds upon their 
errands sing, 
Thou wouldst return, bursting 011 this 
still air, 
Like those same winds, when, startled 
from their lair, 
They hunt up violets, and free swift 
brooks 
From icy cares, even as thy clear looks 
Bid my heart bloom, and sing, and break 
all care : 
When drops with welcome rain the 
April day, 
:My flowers shall find their April in thine 
eyes, 


Save there the rain in dreamy clouds 
doth stay, 
As loath to fall out of those happy skies; 
Yet sure, my love, thou art most like to 

Iay, 
That comes with steady sun when April 
dies. 


XXIII. 


WENDELL PHILLIPS. 


HE stood upon the world's broaà 
threshold ; wide 
The din of hattle and of slaughter rose; 
He saw God stand upon the weaker side, 
That sank in seeming loss before its fQ(>s : 
:Many there were who made great haste 
and sold 
Unto the cunning enemy their swords, 
He scorned their gifts of fame, and 
power, and gold, 
And, underneath their soft and flowery 
words, . 
Heard the cold serpent hiss; therefore 
he went 
And humbly joined 11Ìm to the weaker 
part, 
Fanatic named, and fool, Jet well con- 
tent 
So he could be the nearer to God's heart, 
And feel its solemn pulses sending blooà 
Through all the wide-spread veins of 
endless good. 


XXIV. 


THE STREET. 


THEY pass me by like shadows, crowds 
on crowds, 
Dim ghosts of men, that. hover to and fro, 
Hugging their bodies round them like 
thin shrouds 
Wherein their souls were buried long ago: 
They trampled on their youth, and faith, 
and love, 
They cast their hope of human-kind away, 
'Vith Heaven's clear messages they madly 
strove, 
And conquered, - and their spirits turned 
to clay: 
Lo ! how they wander round the world, 
thpir grave, 
"?hose ever-gaping maw hy such is fed, 
Gibhering at living men, and idly rave, 
"We, only, truly live, but ye are dead. U 
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Alas! poor fooh, the anointed eye may And Freedom's lightest word can make 
trace them shiver 
A dead soul's epitaph in every face! 'Vith a base dread that clings to them 
forever. 


xxv. 


I GRIEVE not that ripe Knowledge takes 
away 
The charm that Nature to my childhood 
wore, 
For, with that insight, cometh, day by 
day, 
A greater bliss than wonder was before; 
The real cloth not clip the poet's wings,- 
To win the secret of a weed's plain heart 
Reveals some clew to spiritual things, 
And stmnblillg guess becomes firm-footed 
art: 
Flowers are not flowers unto the poet's 
eyes, 
Their beauty thrills him by an inward 
sense; 
He knows that outward seemings are but 
lies, 
Or, at the most, but earthly shadows, 
whence 
The soul that looks within for truth may 
guess 
The presence of some wondrous heaven- 
liness. 


XXVI. 


TO J. R. GIDDINGS. 


GIDDI
GS, far rougher names than thine 
have grown 
Smoother than honey on the lips of men; 
And thou shalt aye be honorably known, 
As one who bravely used his tongue and 
pen, 
As best befits a freeman, - even for 
those 
To whom our Law's unblushing front 
denies 
A right to plead against the lifelong 
woes 
'Vhich are the Negro's glimllse of Free- 
dom's skies: 
Fear nothing, and hope all things, as 
thf' Right 
Alone may do securely; every hour 
The thrones of Ignorance and ancient 
Night 
Lose some\\.hat of their long-uf>urpëd 
power, 


XXVII. 


I THOUGHT our love at full, but I did err ; 
Joy's wreath drooped o'er mine eyes; I 
coulù not see 
That sorrow in our happy world mUHt be 
Love's deepest spokesman and inter- 
preteI': 
But, as a mother feels her child first stir 
Under her heart, so felt I instantly 
Deep in my soul another bond to thee 
Thrill with that life we saw depart from 
her; 
o mother of our angel child! twice dear! 
Death knits as well as parts, and still, 
I wis, 
Her tender radiance shall infold us here, 
Even as the light, bOTIle up by inward 
bliss, 
Threads the void glooms of space with- 
out a fear, 
Toprint on fa
theststars her pitying kiss. 


L'ENVOI. 
WHETHER my heart hath wiser grown 
or not, 
In these three years, since I to thee in- 
scribed, 
Mine own betrothed, the firstlings of my 
mnse, - 
Poor windfalls of unripe experience, 
Young buds plucked hastily by childish 
hands 
Not patient to await more full-blown 
flowers, - 
At least it hath seen more of life and 
men, 
And pondered more, and grown a shade 
more sad ; 
Yet with no loss of hope or settled trust 
In the benignness of that Providence 
'Vhich shapes from out our elements 
awry 
The grace and order that Wf' wonder at, 
The mystic harmony of right anù wrong, 
Both working out His wisdom and our 
good: 
A trust, Bt'loved, chiefly learne(l of thee, 
'Yho hast that gift of patient tenderness, 
The in
tinctive wisdom of a woman's 
heart. 
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They tell us that our land was made for 
song, 
With its huge rivers and sky-piercing 
peaks, 
Its sealike lakes and mighty cataracts, 
Its forests vast and hoar, and prairies 
wide, 
And mounds that tell of wondrous tribes 
extinct. 
But Poesy springs not from rocks and 
woods ; 
Her womb and cradle are the human 
heart, 
And she can find a nobler theme for song 
In the most loathsome man that blasts 
the sight 
Than in the broad expanse of sea and 
shore 
Between the frozen deserts of the poles. 
All nations have their message from on 
high, 
Each the messiah of some central thought, 
For the fulfilment and delight of .Man : 
One has to teach that labor is divine ; 
J\nother Freedom; and another .Mind ; 
And all, that God is open-eyed and just, 
The happy centre and calm heart of all. 


Are, then, our woods, our mountains, 
and our streams, 
Needful to teach our poets how to sing? 
o maiden mre, far other thoughts were 
ours, 
When we have sat by ocean's foaming 
marge, 
And watched the waves leap roaring on 
the rocks, 
Than young Leander and his Hero had, 
Gazing from Sestos to the other shore. 
The moon looks down and ocean worships 
ller, 
Stars rise and set, and seasons come and go 
Even as they did in Homer's elder time, 
But we behold them not with Gl.ecian 
eyes: 
Then they were types of beauty and of 
stn
ngth, 
But nowof freedom, unconfined and pure, 
Subject alone to Order's higher law. 
What cares the Russian serf or Southern 
slave 
Though we should speak as man spake 
never yet 
Of gleaming Hudson's broad magnifi- 
cence, 
Or green Niagara's neVer-eIH1ing roar? 
Our country hath a gospel of her own 


To preach and practise before all the 
world, - 
The freeùom and divinity of man, 
The glorious claims of human brother- 
hooù,- 
Which to pay nobly, as a freeman should, 
Gains the sole wealth that will not fiy 
away,- 
And the soul's ff'alty to none but God. 
These are realities, which make the 
shows 
Of outward Nature, be they ne'er so 
grand, 
Seem small, and worthless, and contempt- 
ihle. 
These are the mountain-summits for our 
bards, 
Which stretch far upward into heaven 
i tseIf, 
And give such wide-spread and exulting 
view 
Of hope, and faith, and onward destiny, 
That shrunk Parnassus to a molehill 
dwindles. 
Our new Atlantis, like a morning-
tar, 
Silvers the nuuk face of slow-yielding 
Night, 
The llerald of a fuller truth tJlan yet 
Hath glf'amed upon the upraised face of 
Man 
Since the earth glittered in her stainless 
prime, - 
Of a more glorious sunrise than of old 
Drew wondrous melodies from 1\Iemnon 
huge, 
Yea, draws them still, though now he sit 
waist-deep 
In the ingulfing flood of whirling sand, 
And looks across the wastes of endless 
gray, 
Sole wreck, where once his hundred-gated 
1'hebes 
Pained with her mighty hum the calm, 
blue heaven: 
Shall the dull stone pay grateful orisons, 
And we till noonday bar the splendor 
out, 
Lest it reproach and chide our sluggard 
hearts, 
Warm-nestled in the down of Prejudice, 
And be content, though clad with angel- 
wings, 
Close-clipped, to hop about from perch 
to p(>rch, 
In paltry cages of dead men's dead 
thoughts 1 
0, rather, like the skylark, soar and sing, 
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And let our gushing songs befit the dawn 
And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew 
Brimming the chalice of each full.blown 
hope, 
'Vhose blithe front turns to greet the 
growing day ! 
K ever had poets such high call before, 
N ever can poets hope for higher one, 
And, if they be but faithful to their trnst, 
Earth will remember them with love and 
joy, 
And 0, far better, God will not forget. 
For he who settles Freedom's principles 
'Vrites the death-warrant of all tyranny; 
'VllO spf'aks the truth stabs Falsehood to 
the heart, 
And his mere word makes despots tremble 
more 
Than ever Brutus with his dagger could. 
Wait for no hints from waterfalls or 
woods, 
N or dream that tales of red men, brute 
and fien
e, 
R.epay the finding of this Western ,V orld, 
Or needed half the globe to give them 
birth: 
Spirit supreme of Freedom! not for this 
Did great Columbus tame hi
 eagle soul 
To jostle with the claws that perch in 
conrts ; 
Not for this, friendless, on an unknown 
sea, 
Coping with mad waves and more muti. 
nous spirits, 
Battled he with the dreadful ache at 
heart 
Which tempts, with devilish subtleties 
of doubt, 
The hermit of that loneliest solitude, 
The silent desert of a great New Thought; 


Though loml Niagara were to-day struck 
dum b, 
Yet would this cataract of boiling life 
Rush I}lunging on and on to endless 
deeps, 
And utter thunder till the world shall 
cease, - 
A thunder worthy of the poet's song, 
And which alone can fill it with true life. 
The high evangel to our country granted 
Could make apostles, yea, with tongues 
of fire, 
Of hearts half-darkened back again to 
clay! 
'T is the soul only that is national, 
And he who pays true loyalty to that 
Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism. 
Beloved! if I wander far and oft 
From that which I believe, anù feel, and 
know, 
Thou wilt forgive, not with a sorrowing 
heart, 
But with a strengthened hope of better 
things ; 
Knowing that I, though often blind and 
false 
To those I love, and 0, more false than 
all 
Unto myself, have been most true to thee, 
And that whoso in one thing hath been 
true 
Can he as true in all. Therefore thy hope 
l\Iay yet not prove unfruitful, and thy love 
.Meet, day by day, with less unworthy 
thanks, 
'Vhether, as now, we journey hand in 
hand, 
Or, parted in the body, yet are one 
In spirit and the love of holy things. 



fISCELLANEOUS POEl\fS. 


A LEGEND OF BRITTANY. 
PART FIRST. 
I. 
FAIR as a snmmer dream was 1\[argar p t,- 
Such dream as in a poet's soul might 
start, 
Musing of old loves while the moon doth 
set: 


Her hair was not more sunny than her 
}1t>art, 
Though like a natural golden coro
 
net 
It circled her dear head with careless 
art, 
Mocking the sunshine, that would fain 
have lent 
To its frank grace a richer ornament. 
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II. 
His loved one's eyes could poet ever 
speak, 
So kind, so. dewy, and so deep were 
hers, - 
But, while he strives, the choicest phrase, 
too weak, 
Their glad reflection in his spirit blurs; 
As OIle may see a dream dissolve and 
break 
Out of his grasp when he to tell it stirs, 
Like that saù Dryad doomed no more to 
bless 
The mortal who revealed her loveliness. 


III. 
She dwelt forever in a region bright, 
Peopled with living fancif's of her own, 
Where naught could come but visions of 
delight, 
Far, far aloof from earth's eternal moan: 
A summer cloud thrilled through with 
rosy light, 
Floating beneath the blue skyal1 alone, 
Her spirit wandered by itself, and won 
A golden eùge from some un setting sun. 


IV. 
The heart grows richer that its lot is 
poor,- 
God blesses want with larger sympa- 
thies, - 
Love pnters gladliest at the humble door, 
And makes the cot a palace with his 
eyes; - 
So :Margaret's heart a softer beauty wore, 
And g.rew in gentleness aud patience 
WIse, 
For she was but a simple herdsman's 
child, 
A lily chance-sown in the rugged wild. 


V. 
There was no beauty of the wood or field 
But she its fragrant bosom-secret knew, 
N or any but to her would fref'ly yield 
Some grace that in her soul took root 
and grew: 
Nature to her gloweil ever new-revealf'd, 
All rosy-fresh with innocent morning 
dew, 
And looked into her heart with dim, sweet 
eyes 
Th
t left it ful1 of sylvan memories. 


VI. 
0, what 
 face was hers to brighten light, 
And gIve back sunshine with an added 
glow, 
To wile each moment with a fresh ùe- 
light, 
And part of memory's best content- 
ment grow! 
0, how her voice, as with an inmate's 
right, 
Into the strangest heart would welcome 
go, 
And make it sweet, and ready to become 
Of white and gracious thoughts the cho- 
sen home ! 


VII. 
N one looked upon her but he straight- 
way thought 
Of all the greenest depths of country 
cheer, 
And into each one's 11eart was freshly 
brought 
What was to him the sweetest time of 
year, 
So was her every look and motion fraught 
'Vith out-of-door delights and forest 
lere ; 
Not the first violet on a woodlancllea 
Seemed a more visible gift of Spring than 
she. - 
VIII. 
Is love learned only out of poets' books' 
Is there not somewhat in the dropping 
flood, 
And in the nunneries of silent nooks, 
And in the murmured longing of the 
wood, 
That could make Margaret dream of love- 
lorn looks, 
And stir a thrilling mystery in her 
blood 
:More trembly secret than Aurora's tear 
Shed in the bosom of an eglatere 
 


IX. 
Full many a sweet forewarning hath the 
mind, 
Full manva whispering of vague desire, 
Ere comes the nature destined to unbind 
I ts virgin zone, and all its deeps iu- 
spire, - 
Low st.irrillgs in the leaves, before the 
wind 
'Vake all the green strings of the for- 
est lyre, 
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Faint heatings in tlle calvx, ere thp rose 
Its warm voluptuous breast doth all un- 
close. 


X. 
Long in its dim recesses pines the spirit, 
'Vïldered and dark, despairingly alone ; 
Though many a shape of beauty wander 
near it, 
And many a wild and half-remembered 
tone 
Trem ble from the di vine abyss to cheer it, 
Yet still it knows that there is ouly one 
Before whom it can kneel and tribute 
bring, 
At once a happy vassal and a king. 


XI. 
To feel a want, yet scarce know what it 
is, 
To seek one nature that is always new, 
'Vhose glance is warmer than another's 
kiss, 
'Vhom we can bear our inmost beauty 
to, 
N or feel deserted afterwards, - for this 
But with our destined co-mate we can 
do,- 
Such longing instinct fills the mighty 
scope 
Of the young soul with one mysterious 
hope. 
XII. 
SO lIIargaret's heart grew brimming with 
the lore 
Oflove's enticing secrets; anll. althongh 
She had found none to cast it down be- 
fore, 
Yet oft to Fancy's chapel she wonld go 
To pay her vows, and count the rosary 
o'er 
Of her love's promisedgraces:-haply 
so 
:Miranda's hope had pictured Ferdinand 
Long ere the gaunt wave tossed him on 
the strand. 


XIII. 
A new-made star that s\\ ims the lonely 
gloom, 
U nwedded yet and longing for the sun, 
'Yhose beams, the bride-gifts of the lav- 
ish groom, 
Blithely to crown the virgin planet 
run, 
Her being was, watching to see the bloom 


Of love's fresh sunrise roofing one by 
one 
Its clouds with gold, a triumph-arch to be 
For him who came to hold her heart in 
fee. 


XIV. 
Not far from lIIargaret's cottage dwelt a 
knight 
Of the proud Templars, a sworn celi- 
bate, 
"Those heart in secret fed upon the light 
And dew of her ripe beauty, through 
the grate 
Of his close vow catching what gleams 
he might 
Of the free heaven, and cursing all too 
late 
The cruel faith whose black walls hemmed 
him in 
And turned life's crowning bliss to deadly 
sin. 


XV. 
For he had met her in the 'Wood bychancf', 
And, having drWlk her beauty's wil- 
dering sppll, 
His heart shook like the pennon ofa lance 
That quivers in a breeze's sudden swell, 
And thenceforth, in a close-infolded 
trance, 
From mistily golden deep to deep he 
fpH ; 
Tin earth did waver and fade far away 
Beneath the hope in whose warm arms 
he lay. 


XVI. 
A dark, proud man he was, whose half- 
blown youth 
Ha(l shed its blossoms even in opening, 
Leaving a few that with more winning 
ruth 
Trembling around grave manhood's 
stem might cling, 
:More sad than chepry, making, in good 
sooth, 
Like th
 fringed gentian, a late autumn 
sprmg : - 
....\.. twilight nature, braided Jight and 
gloom, 
A youth half-smiling by an open tomb. 


XVII. 
Fair as an angel, who yet inly wore 
A wrinkled heart foreboding his near 
fall ; 
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W"ho saw him alway wished to know him 
more, 
As if he were some fate's defiant thrall 
And nursed a dreaded secret at his core; 
Little he loved, but power the most of 
all, 
And that he seemed to scorn, as one who 
knew 
By what foul paths men choose to crawl 
thereto. 


XVIII. 
He had been noble, but some great de- 
ceit 
Had turned his better instinct to a 
vice: 
He strove to think the world was all a 
cheat, 
That power and fame were cheap at 
any price, 
That tbe sure way of heing shortly great 
Was even to play life's game with 
loaded dice, 
Since he had tried the honest play and 
found 
That vice and virtue differed but in 
sound. 


XIX. 
Yet !Iargaret's sight redeemed him for a 
space 
From his own thraldom; man could 
never be 
A hypocrite when first such maiden grace 
Smiled in upon his heart; the agony 
Of wearing all day long a lying face 
Fell lightly from him, and, a moment 
free, 
Erect with wakened faith his spirit stood 
And scorned the weakness of his demon- 
mood. 


xx. 
Like a sweet wind-harp to him was her 
thought, 
Which would not let the common air 
come near, 
Till from its dim enchantment it had 
caught 
A musical tenderness that brimmed his 
ear 
With sweetness more ethereal than aught 
Save silver-dropping snatches that 
whilere 
Rained down from some sad angel's 
faithful harp 
To cool her fallen lover's anguish sharp. 


XXI. 
Deep in the forest was a little dell 
High overarchëd with the leafy sweep 
Of a broad oak, through whose gnarled 
roots there fell 
A slender rill that sung itself asleep, 
Where its continuous toil had scooped a. 
well 
To please the fairy folk; breathlessly 
deep 
The stillness was, save when the dream- 
ing brook 
From its small urn a drizzly murmm 
shook. 


XXII. 
The wooded hills sloped upward all 
around 
With gradual rise, and maùe an even 
rim, 
So that it seemed a mighty casque un- 
bound 
From some huge Titan's brow to 
ligh ten him, 
Ages ago, and left upon the ground, 
Where the slow soil had mossed it to 
the brim, 
Till after countless cenbll'ies it grew 
Into this dell, the haunt of noontide dew. 


XXIII. 
Dim ,'istas, sprinkled o'er with sun. 
flecked green, 
'V ound through the thickset trunks 
on every side, 
And, toward the west, in fancy might be 
seen 
A gothic window in its blazing pride, 
When the low sun, two arching elms 
between, 
Lit up the leaves beyond, which, 
autumn-dyed 
'Vith lavish hues, would into splendor 
start, 
Shaming the labored panes of richest art. 


XXIV. 
Here, leaning once against the old oak's 
trunk, 
Mordred, for such was the young 
Templar's name, 
Saw .Margaret come; unseen, the falcon 
shrunk 
From the meek dove ; sharp thrills of 
tingling flame 
!lade him forget that he was vowed a 
monk, 
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And all the outworks of his !)ride o'er- 
came : 
Flooded he seemed with bright delicious 
pain, 
As if a star had burst within his brain. 


xxv. 
Such power hath beauty and frank inno- 
cence : 
A flower bloomed forth, that sunshine 
glad to blesR, 
Even from his love's long leafless stem; 
the sense 
Of exile from Hope's happy realm grew 
less, 
And thoughts of childish peaGe, he knew 
not whence, 
Thronged round his heart with many 
an old caress, 
Melting the frost there into pearly 
dew 
That mirrored back his nature's morlling- 
blue. 


XXVI. 
She turned and saw him, but she felt no 
dread, 
Her purity, like adamantine mail, 
Did so encircle her; and yet her head 
She drooped, and made her golden hair 
her veil, - 
Through which a glow of rosiest lustre 
spread, 
Then faded, and anon she stood all 
pale, 
As snow o'er which a blush of northern- 
light 
Suddenly reddens, and as soon grows 
white. 


XXVII. 
She thought of Tristrem and of Lanci- 
Jot, 
Of all her dreams, and of kind fai- 
ries' might, 
And how that dell was deemed a haunted 
spot, 
Until there grew a mist before her 
sight, 
And where the present was she half 
forgot, 
Borne backward through the realms of 
old deJight, - 
Then, starting up awake, she would have 
gone, 
Yet almost wished it might not be 
alone. 


XXVIII. 
How they went home together through 
the wood, 
And how all life seemed focussed into 
one 
Thought-dazzling spot that set ablaze 
the blood, 
'Vhat need to tell? Fit language there 
is none 
For the heart's deepest things. 'Vllo 
ever wooed 
As in his boyish hope he would have 
done 1 
For, when the soul is fullest, the hushl'd 
tongue 
Voicelessly trembles like a lute unstrung.) 
XXIX. 
But all things carry the heart's messa,
es 
And know it not, nor doth the heart 
well know, 
But nature hath her will; even as the 
bees, 
Blithe go-betweens, fly singing to and 
fro 
'Vith the fruit-quickening pollen;- 
hard if these 
Found not some all unthought-of way 
to show 
Their secret each to each; and so they 
did, 
And one heart's flower-dust into the other 
slid. 
xxx. 
Young hearts are free; the selfish world 
it is 
That turns them miserly and cold as 
stone, 
And makes them clutch their fingers on 
the hliss 
'Yhieh but in giving truly is their 
own '- 
She had no'dreams of barter, askpd not 
his, 
But gave hers freely as she would have 
thrown 
A rose to him, or as that rose gives forth 
I ts generous fragrance, thoughtless of its 
wort.h. 
XXXI. 
Her summer nature felt a need to hless, 
And a like longing to be blest again; 
So, from her sky-like spirit, gentlpne
s 
Dropt ever like a sunlit fall of rain, 
And his beneath drank in the bright 
caress 
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As thirstily as would R parchëd plain, 
That long hath watched the showers of 
sloping gray 
For ever, ever, falling far away. 


XXXII. 
How should he dream of ill? the heart 
iilled quite 
'Vith sunshine, like the shepherd's- 
clock at noon, 
Closes its leaves around its warm delight; 
"Thate'er in life is harsh or out of tune 
Is all shut out, no boùing shade of light 
Can pierce the opiate ether of its 
swoon: 
I.Jove is but blind as thoughtfuljustice is, 
But naught can be so wanton-blind as 
bliss. 
XXXIII. 
All beauty and all life he was to her; 
She (luestioned not his love, she only 
knew 
That she loved him, and not a pulse 
could stir 
In her whole frame but quivered 
through and through 
'Vith this glad thought, and was a min- 
ister 
To do him fealty and service true, 
Like golden ripples hasting to the land 
To wreck their freight of sunshine on the 
strand. 
XXXIV. 
o d
wy dawn of love! 0 hopes that arf' 
Hung high, like the cliff-swallow's 
perilous IIPst, 
Most like to fall when ful1est, and that jar 
,Vlth eypry heavier billow! 0 unrest 
Than balmiest deeps of quiet sweeter far! 
How did ye triumph now in .Marga- 
ret's breast, 
:Making it readier to shrink and start 
Than quivering gold of the pond-lily's 
heart! 
xxxv. 
Here let us pause: 0, would the soul 
might ever 
Achieve its immortality in youth, 
When nothing yet hath damped its high 
endeavor 
After the starry energy of truth ! 
Ht're let us pause, and for a mompnt sever 
This gleam of sunshine from the days 
unruth 
That sometime come to all, for it is good 
To lengthen to the last a sunny mood. 


J. 
As one who, from the sunshine and the 
green, 
Enters the sòlid darkness of a cavp, 
N or knows what precipice or pit unseen 
1\Iay yawn before him with its sudden 
grave, 
And, with hushed breath, doth often for- 
ward lean, 
Dreaming he hears the plashing of a 
wave 
Dimly below, or feels a damper air 
From out some dreary chasm, he knows 
not where;- 


II. 
So, from the sunshine and the green of 
loye, 
'Ve enter on our story's darker part; 
And, though the horror of it well may 
move 
An impulse of repugnance in the heart, 
Yet let us think, that, as there's naught 
above 
The all-embracing atmosphere of Art, 
So also there is naught that fans below 
Her geuf'rous reach, though grimed with 
guilt and woc. 
III. 
Her fittest triumph is to show that good 
Lurks in the heart of evil evermore, 
That love, though scorned, and outcast, 
and withstood, 
Can without end forgive, and yet ha,'e 
store ; 
od's love and man's are of the selfsame 
blood, 
And He can see tlmt always at the door 
Of foulest hearts the angel-nature yet :"\. 
Knocks to return and cancel all its de ht:) 


IV. 
It ever is weak falsehood's destiny 
That her thick mask turns crystal to 
let through 
The unsuspicious eyes of honesty; 
But .Margaret's heart was too sincere 
and true 
Aught but plain truth and faithfulneðs 
to spe, 
And M:ordred's for a time a little grew 
To be like hers, won by the milt! reproof 
Of those kind eyes that kept all doubt 
aloof. 
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V. 
Full oft they met, as dawn and twilight 
meet 
In nortllPrn climes; she .full of grow- 
ing day 
As he of darkness, which before her feet 
Shrank gradual, and faded quite away, 
Soon to return; for power had made 
love sweet 
To him, and, when his will had gained 
fun sway, 
The taste began to pall; for never power 
Can sate the hungry soul beyond an hour. 


VI. 
He feU as doth the tempter ever fall, 
Even in the gaining of his loathsome 
end; 
God doth not work as man works, but 
makes all 
The crooked paths of ill to goodness 
tend ; 
Let him judge :Margaret! If to be the 
thrall 
Of love, and faith too generous to 
defend 
Its very life from him she loved, be sin, 
"\Yhat hope of grace may the seducer. 
win? 
VII. 
Grim-hearted world, that look'st with 
Levite eyes 
On those poor fallen by too much 
faith in man, 
She that upon thy freezing threshold lies, 
Starved to more sinning by thy sav- 
age ban, 
Seeking that refuge because foulest vice 
:1\1ore godlike than thy virtue i
, whose 
span 
Shuts out the wretched only, is more 
free . 
To enter Heaven than thou wilt ever be ! 


VIII. 
Thou wilt not let her wash thy dainty 
feet 
'Vith such saIt things as tears, or with 
rude hair 
Dry them, soft Pharisee, that sit'st at 
meat 
'Vith him who matle her such, and 
speak'st him fair, 
Leaving God's wandering lamb the while 
to bleat 
Unheeded, shivering in the pitiless air: 
3 


Thou hast made prisoned virtue show 
more \\ an 
Anù haggard than a vice to louk upon) 
IX. 
Now many months flew by, and weary 
grew 
To Margaret the sight of happy things; 
Blight fell on aU her flowers, instead of 
dew; 
Shut round her heart were now the 
joyous wings 
"\Yhcrewith it wont to soar; yet not un- 
true, 
Though tempted much, her woman's 
nature clings 
To its first pure belief, and with saIl 
eyes 
Looks backward o'er the gate of Paraùise. 


X. 
And so, though altered :Mordred came 
less oft, 
And winter frowned where spring had 
laughed bf'fore, 
In his strange eyes, yet half her sadness 
doffed, 
And in hpr silent patience loved him 
more: 
Sorrow had made her soft heart yet more 
soft, 
And a new life within her own she 
bore 
Which made her tenderer, a.s she felt it 
move 
Beneath her breast, a refuge for her love. 


XI. 
This babe, she thought, would surely 
bring him back, 
And be a bond forever them betwef'n; 
Before its eyes the sullen tempest-rack 
"\V ould fade, and leave the face of 
hea ven serene; 
And love's return doth more than fill 
the lack, 
"\Vhich in his absence withered the 
heart's green: 
And yet a dim foreboding still would 
flit 
Between her and her hope to darken it. 


XII. 
She could not figure forth a happy fate, 
Even for this life from heaven so newly 
come ; 
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The earth must needs be douhly desolate 
To him scarce parted from a fairer 
home: 
Such boding heavier on her bosom sate 
One night, as, standing in the twilight 
gloam, 
She strained her eyes beyond that dizzy 
verge 
(Ü whose foot faintlJ breaks the future's 
surge. 


XIII. 
Poor little spirit! naught but shame and 
woe 
Nurse the 
ick heart whose lifeblood 
nurses thine: 
Yet not those only; love hath triumphed 
so, 
As for thy sake makes sorrow more 
divine: 
And yet, though thou be pure, the world 
is foe 
To purity, if born in such a shrine; 
And, having trampled it for struggling 
thence, 
Smiles to itself, and caUs it Providence. 


XIV. 
As thus she mused, a shadow seemed to 
rise 
From out her thought, and turn to 
dreariness 
All blissful hopes and sunny memories, 
And the quick blood would curùle up 
and press 
About hel' heart, which seemed to shut 
its eyes 
And hush itself, as who with shudder- 
ing guess 
Harks through the gloom and dreads e'en 
now fo feel 
Through his hot breast the icy slide of 
steel. 
xv. 
But, at that heart-beat, while in dread 
she was, 
In the low wind the honeysuckles 
gleam, 
A dewy thrill flits through the heavy 
grass, 
And, -looking forth, she saw, as in a 
drflam, 
Within the wood the moonlight's shad- 
owy mass: 
Night's starry heart yearning to hers 
doth seem, 


And tlJe deep sky, full-hearted with the 
moon, 
Folds round her all the happiness of June. 


XVI. 
'Vhat fear could face a heaven and earth 
lik e this 1 
1Vhat silveriest cloud could hang'neath 
sueh a sky? 
A tide of wondrous and unwonted hliss 
Rolls back through all her pulses sud- 
denly, 
As if some seraph, who had learned to 
kiss 
From the fair daughters of the world 
gone by, 
Had wedded so his fallen light with hers, 
Such sweet, strange joy through soul and 
body stirs. 


XVII. 
N ow seek we :Mor(lred : he who did not 
fear 
The crime, yet fears the latent conse- 
quence: 
If it should rf'ac11 a brothPr Templar's ear, 
It haplymight be made a good pretence 
To cheat him of the llOpe he held most 
dear ; 
For he had spared no thougl1t's or 
deed's expense, 
That by and by might help his wish to 
clip 
Its darling bride, - the high grandmas- 
tership. 
XVIII. 
The apathy, ere a crime rCRolved is done, 
Is scarce Jess dreadful than remorse 
for crime; 
By no allurement can the soul be WOll 
From brooding o'er the weary creep of 
time: 

Iordred stole forth into the happy sun, 
Striving to hum a scrap of Breton 
rhyme, 
But the sky struck him speechless, and 
he tried 
In vain to summon up his callous pride. 
XIX. 
In the courtyard a fountain leaped alwa
, 
A Triton blowing jewels through hIS 
shell 
Into the sunshine; Mordred turned away, 
Weary because the stone face did not 
tell 
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Of weariness, nor could he bear to-day, 
Heartsick, to hear the patient sink 
and swell 
Of winds among the leaves, or golden bees 
Drowsily humming in the orange-trees. 
\ 
xx. 
All happy sights and sounds now came 
to him 
Like a reproach: be wandered far and 
wide, 
Following the lead of his unquiet whim, 
But still there went a something at his 
side 
That made the cool breeze hot, the sun- 
shine dim; 
It would not flee, it could not be deficd, 
He could not see it, but he felt it there, 
By the damp chill that crept among bis 
hair. 
X.XI. 
Day wore at last; the evening-star arose, 
And throbbing in the sky grew red and 
set; 
Thpn with a guilty, wavering step he goes 
To the hid nook where they so oft had 
met 
In happier season, for his heart well 
knows 
That he is sure to find poor Margaret 
Watchillg and waiting there with love- 
lorn breast 
Around her young dream's rudely scat- 
tered nest. 
XXII. 
'Yhy follow here that grim old chronicle 
Which COHll ts the dagger-strokes and 
drops of blood ? 
Enough that :Margaret by his mad steel 
fell, 
Unmoved by murder from her trusting 
mood, 
Smiling on him as Heaven smiles on Hell, 
'Vith a sad love, remembering when 
he stood 
Not fallen yet, the nnsealer of her heart, 
Of all her holy dreams the holiest part. 


XXIII. 
His crime complete, scarce knowing what 
he did, 
(So goes the tale,) beneath the altar 
there 
In the high church the stiffening corpse 
he hid, 
And then, to' scape that suffocating air, 


Like a scared ghOl
) 011t of the porch he 
slid; 
But his strained eyes saw blood-spots 
eVPJ'ywhere, 
And ghastly faces thrust themselves be- 
twpen 
His soul 
nd hopes of peace with blasting 
mien. 


XXIV. 
His heart went out within him like a 
spark 
Dropt in the sea; wherever he made 
bold 
To turn his eyes, he saw, all stiff and 
stark 
Pale Margaret lying dead; the lavish 
gold 
Of hcr loose hair seemed in the cloudy 
dark 
To spread a glory, and a thousand-fold 
:More strangely pale and beautiful she 
grew: 
Her silence stabbed his conscience 
through and through: 


XXV. 
Or visions of past days, -a mother's eyeø 
That smiled down on the fail' boy at 
her knee, 
'Vhose happy upturned face to hers re- 
plies, - 
He sa\Vsometimes: or ltlargaret mourn- 
fully 
Gazed on him full of doubt, as one who 
tries 
To crush belief that does love injury; 
Then she would wring her hands, but 
soon again 
Love's patience glimmered out through 
cloudy pain. 


XXVI. 

Ieanwhil(> he dared not go and steal away 
The silent, dead -cold witness of his sin; 
He had not feared the life, but that dull 
clay, 
Those open eyes that showed the death 
within, 
'V ould surely stare him mad; yet all the 
day 
A dreaùful impulse, whence ]lis will 
could win 
No refugp, maùe him linger in the aisle, 
Freezing with his wan look each greeting 
smile. 
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XXVII. 
Now, on the second day there was to be 
A festival in church: from far and near 
Came flocking in the sunburnt peasantry, 
Anù knights and dames with stately 
antillue cheer, 
Blazing with pomp, as if all faërie 
Had emptied her quaint halls, or, as 
it were, 
The illuminated marge of some old book, 
While we were gazing, life and motion 
took. 


XXVIII. 
When all were entered, and the roving 
eyes 
Of all were stayed, some upon faces 
bright, 
Some on the priests, some on the traceries 
That decked the slumber of a marble 
knight, 
And all the rustlings over that arise 
From recognizing tokens of delight, . 
"\Vhen friendly glances meet, - then SI- 
lent ease 
Spread o'er the multitude by slow de- 
grees. 


XXIX. 
Then swelled the organ: up through 
choir and nave 
The music trembled with an inward 
thrill 
Of bliss at its own grandeur: wave on 
wave 
Its flood of mellow thunder rose, un- 
til 
The hushed air shivered with the throb 
it gavE', . 
Then, poising for a moment, It stood 
still, 
And sank and rose again, to burst in 
spray 
That wandered into silence far away. 


XXX. 
I..ike to a mighty heart the music seemed, 
That yearns with melodies it cannot 
speak, . . 
Until, in grand despair of what It 
dreamed, 
I n the agony of effort it dodl break, 
Yet triumphs breaking; on it rushed and 
streamed 
And wantoned in its might, as when 
a lake, 


Long pent among the mountains, bursts 
its walls 
And in one crowding gush leaps forth 
anù falls. 


XXXI. 
Deeper and deeper shudders shook the 
air, 
As the huge bass kept gathering heav- 
ilv, 
Like tht.i'nder when it rouses in its lair, 
And with its hoarse gro\vl shakes the 
low-hung sky, 
It grew up like a darkness everywhere, 
Filling the vast cathedral; - suddenly, 
From the dense mass a boy's clear treble 
broke 
Like lightning, aud the full-toned choir 
awoke. 


XXXII. 
Through gorgeous windows shone the 
sun aslant, 
Brimming the church with gold and 
purple mist, 
:Meet atmosphere to bosom that rich 
chant, 
Where fifty voices in one strand did 
twist, 
Their varicolored tones, and left no want 
To the delighted soul, which sank 
a hyssed 
In the wàrm music cloud, while, far be- 
low, 
The organ heaved its surges to and fro. 


XXXIII. 
As if a lark should suddenly drop dead 
'Vhile the blue air yet trembled with 
its song, 
So snapped at once that music's golden 
thread, 
Struck bv a nameless fear that leapt 
along . 
From heart to heart, and lIke a shadow 
spread . 
With instantaneous shiver through the 
thrOllg, . 
So that some glanced behind, as half 
aware 
A hideous shape of dread were standing 
there. 


XXXIV. 
As when a crowd of pale men gatl1er 
round, 
Watching an eddy in the leaden doep, 



A LEGE:ND OF BRITTANY. 


37 


From which they deem the body of one 
drowned 
Will be cast forth, from face to face 
doth creep 
An eager dread that holds all tongues 
fast bound 
Until tl1(> horror, with a ghastly lrap, 
Starts up, its dead blue arms stretched 
aimlessly, 
Rea ved with the swinging of the care- 
less sea, - 


xxxv. 
80 in the faces of all these there grew, 
As by one impulse, a dark, freezing 
awe, 
\Vhich, with a fearful fascination drew 
All eyes toward the altar; damp and 
raw 
The air grew suddenly, and no man knew 
\Vhether perchance his silent neighbor 
saw 
The dreadful thing which all were sure 
would rise 
To scare the strained lids wider from 
their eyes. 


XXXVI. 
The incense trembled as it upward sent 
I ts slow, uncertain thread of wander- 
ing blue, 
As 't were the only living element 
In all the church, so deep the stillness 
grew; 
It seeIlled one might have heard it, as it 
went, 
Give out an audible rustle, curling 
through 
The midnight silence of that awe-struck 
air, 
1tlore hushed than death, though so 
much life was there. 


XXXVII. 
Kothing they saw, but a low voice was 
heard 
Threading t11e ominous silence of that 
fear, 
Gentle and terrorless as if a bird, 
"\Vakened by some volcano's glare, 
should cheer 
The murk air with his song; yet every 
word 
In the cathedral's farthest arch seemed 
near, 


As if it spoke to everyone apart, 
Like the clear voice of conscience in each 
heart. 


XXXVI II. 
" 0 Rest, to weary hearts thou art most 
dear! 
o Silence, after life's bewildering din, 
Thou art most welcome, whether in the 
sear 
Days <;>f our age thou comest, or we 
WIn 
Thy poppy-wreath in youth! then where- 
fore here 
Linger I yet, once free to enter in 
At that wished gate which gentle Death 
doth ope, 
Into the boundless realm of strength and 
l1ope1 
XXXIX. 
"Think not in death my love could eve]! 
cease; 
If thou wast false, more need there is 
for me 
Still to be true; that slumber were not 
peace, 
If 't were unvisited with dreams of 
thee : 
And thou hadst never heard such words 
as these, 
Save that in heaven I must forever be 
Most comfortless and wretched, seeing 
this 
Our unbaptizëd babe shut out from bliss. 


XL. 
"This little spirit with imploring eyes 
Wanders alone the dreary wild of 
space; 
The shadow of his pain forever lies 
Upon my soul in this new d welling- 
place; 
His loneliness makes me in Paradise 
1.lore lonely, a1ll1, unless I see his facp, 
Even here for grief could I lie down and 
die, 
Save for my curse of immortality. 


XLI. 
" "\Vodd after world he sees around him 
swim 
Crowde(l with happy souls, that take 
no }lf1ed 
Of the sad eyes that from the night's 
fa int rim 
Gaze sick with longing on them as 
they speed 
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\Yith golQen gates, that only shut out 
him; 
And shapes sometimes from Hell's 
a bysses freed 
Flap darkly by him, with enormous 
swe{'p 
Of wings that roughen wide the pitchy 
deep. 


XLII. 
"I am a mother, -spirits do not shake 
This much of earth from them, - and 
I must pine 
Till I call feel his little hands, and take 
His weary head upon this heart of 
mine; 
And, might it be, full gladly for his 
sake 
Would I this solitude of bliss resign, 
And be shut out of Heaven to dwell with 
him 
Forever in that silence drear and dim. 


XLIII. 
"I strove to hush my soul, and would 
not speak 
At first, for thy dear sake; a woman's 
love 
Is mighty, but a mother's heart is weak, 
And by its weakness overcomes; I 
strove 
To smother bitter thoughts with patience 
meek, 
Bnt 
till in the abyss my soul would 
ro ve, 
SeeKIng my child, and drove me here to 
claim 
T
e rite that gives him peace in Christ's 
dear name. 


XLIV. 
U I sit and weep while blessed spirits 
sing; 
I can but long and pine the while they 
praise, 
And, leaning o'er the wall of Heaven, I 
fling 
My voice to where I deem my infant 
strays, 
Like a robbed bird that cries in vain to 
bring 
Her nestlings back beneath her wings' 
embrace; 
Bnt still he answers not, anrl I but know 
That Rea ven and earth are both alike ill 
woe. .. 


XLV. 
Then the pale priests, with ceremony dup, 
Baptized the child within its dreadful 
tomb 
Beneath that mother's heart, whose in- 
stinct true 
Star-like had battled down the triple 
gloom 
Of sorrow, love, and death: young maid- 
ens, too, 
Strewed the pale corpse with many a 
milkwhite bloom, 
And parted the bright hair, and on the 
breast 
Crossed the unconscious llands in sign 
of rest. 


XLVI. 
Some said, t11at, when the priest had 
sprinkled o'er 
The consecrated drops, they seemed to 
hear 
A sigh, as of some heart from travail 
sore 
Released, and then two voices singing 
dear, 
lJlisereatur Deus, more and more 
Fading far upward, and their ghastly 
fear 
Fell from t11em with that sound, as 
bodies fall 
From souls upspringing to celestial hall. 


PROMETHEUS. 


ONE after one the stars have risen and 
set, 
Sparkling upon the hoarfrost on my 
chain: 
The Bear, that prowled all night about the 
fold 
Of the North-star, hath shrunk into his 
den, 
Scared by the blithesome footsteps of the 
Dawn, 
'Vhose blushing smile floods all the 
Orient; 
And now brigl1t Lucifer grows less and 
less, 
Into the heaven's blue quiet deep-with- 
drawn. 
Sunless and starless all, t11e desert sky 
r\ rches above me, empty as this heart 
For agps hath been empty of all joy, 
Except to brood upon its silent 11Ope, 
As o'er its hOlJe of day the sky ùoth now. 
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An night have I heard voices: deeper yet 
The deep low hreu.thillg of the 
ilence 
grew, 
"
hile all about, mufllt.d in a\\e, there 
stood 
Sha(lows, or forms, or both, clear-felt at 
heart 
Bnt, when Ì turned to front them, far 
along 
Onlyashuddcr through the midnightrall, 
And the ùf>nse stillness walled me closer 
round. 
But still I heard them wanùer up anù 
down 
That solituùe, and flappings of dusk 
wings 
Did mingle with them, whether of those 
hags 
Let slip upon me once from Hades deep, 
Or of yet direr torments, if such be, 
I coulù but guess; and then toward me 
came 
A shape as of a woman: very pale 
It was, and calm; its cold eyes dill not 
move, 
And mine movet.l not, but only stared on 
them. 
Their fixëtl awe went through my brain 
like ice ; 
A skeleton hand seemed clutching at my 
heart, 
And a sharp chill, as if a dank night fog 
Sl1!lùenly closed me in, was alII felt: 
And then, methought, I heard a freezing 
sigh, 
A long, deep, shivering sigh, as from blue 
lips 
Stiffening in death, close to mine ear. I 
thought 
Some doom was close upon me, and I 
looked 
And saw the red moon through the heavy 
mist, 
Just setting, and it seemed as it were 
falling, 
Or reeling to its fall, so dim and dead 
And palsy-struck it looked. rfhcn all 
sounds merged 
Into the rising snrges of the pines, 
'Vhich, I p agnes below me, clothing the 
gaunt loins 
9 f ancient Caucasus with hairy strf>ngth, 
Sent up a TIlUrlllt1r in the moming wind, 
Sad as the wail that from the populous 
earth 
All day aTHl night to high 01
.mp\1s SO:11'S, 
Fit incense to thy wicked throlw, 0 Jove! 


Thy hated name is tossed once more in 
Sl'onl 
From ofl" illY lips, for J will tf'll thy doom. 
And are these tears? 
 ay, do Hot tri- 
Hlllpll, .Io\'e ! 
Theyarf> wruug froUl me but ùy the ago- 
uies 
Of prophecy, like those sparse drops 
whil'h fall 
From clouds ill travail of the lightning, 
when 
The great wave of the storm high-curled 
and hlack 
llolls steaùily onward to its thunderous 
break. 
'Vhy art thou made a god of, thou poor 
type 
Of anger, aud revenge, anù cunning force? 
True Powt'r was never born of brutish 
Strength, 
N or sweet Truth suckled at the shaggy 
(lugs 
Of that old she-wolf. Are thy thunder- 
hol ts, 
That quell the darkness for a space, so 
strong 
As the prevailing patience of meek Light, 
,rho, with the invincible tenderness of 
peace, 
"
ins it to be a portion of hf'1'self ? 
'Vhy art thou made a god of, thou, who 
hast 
The never-sleeping terror at thy heart, 
That birthright of all tyran ts, worse to 
bear 
Than this thy ravening bird on which I 
smile 1 
Thou swear'st to free me, if I win unfold 
'Vhat kind of doom it is whose omen flits 
Arross thy lwart, as o'er a troop of doves 
The fearful shadow of the kite. 'Vhat 
need 
To know that truth whose knowledge 
cannot save 1 
Evil its errand hath, as well as Good; 
'Vhen thine is finished, thou art known 
no more : 
There is a higher purity than thou, 
And higher purity is greater stn.ngth ; 
Thy nature is thy doom, at which thy 
heart 
Trem bIt's behind the thick wall of thy 
might. 
Let man hut hopf>, and thou art straight- 
way chiIlpd 
"
ith thollght of that dreax silence and 
deep night 
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"\Vhich, like a dream, shall swallow thee 
and thine: 
Let man but will, and thou art god no 
lllore, 
1I10re capable of ruin than the gold 
And ivory that image thee 011 t'arth. 
He who hurled down the Illollstrous 
Titan-brood 
Blinded with lightnings, with rough 
thunders stunned, 
Is weaker than a simple human thought. 
My slender voice can shake thee, as the 
breeze, 
That seems but apt to stir a maiden's hair, 
Sways huge Oceanus from })ole to pole; 
For I am still Prometheus, and foreknow 
In my wise heart the end and doom of all. 


Yes, I am still Prometheus, wiser grown 
By years of solitude, - that holds apart 
'rhe past and future, giving the soull'oom 
To search into itself, - and long com- 
mune 
'Vith this eternal silence; -more a god, 
III my long-suffering and strength to meet 
'Vith equal front the direst shafts of fate, 
Than t
lOU in thy faint-hearted desl)Qt- 
Ism, 
Girt with tllY baby-toys of force and 
wrath. 
Yes, I am that Prometheus who brought 
down 
The light to man, which thou, in selfi1:ih 
fear, 
Hadst to thyself usurped, - his by sole 
righ t, 
For 1\lan hath right to all save Tyr- 
anny,- 
And which shall free him yet from thy 
fmil throne. 
Tyrants are but the spawn of Ignorance, 
Begotten by the slaves they trample on, 
"\Yho, could they win a glimmer of the 
light, 
And see that 'ryrallny is always weak- 
ne

, 
Or Fear with its own bosom in at ease, 
"\V ould. laugh away in scorn the sand- 
wove chain 
'Vhich their own blindness feigned for 
allamant. 
"\Vrong ever builùs 011 quicksands, but 
the Right 
To the finn centre lays its mOYf'less base. 
'rhe tyrant trembles, if the air but stirs 
The innocent ringlets of a child's free 
hair, 


And. crouches, when the thought of some 
great spirit, 
"\Yitb wùrlll-wiJ.e murmur, like a ri:sillg 
gale, 
Over men's hearts, as over standing corn, 
Rushe
, alld bends them to it
 own strong 
will. 
So 
hall some thought of mine yet circle 
earth, 
And puff away thy crumbling altars, 
Jove! 


And, wouldst thou know of my su- 
preme revenge, 
Poor tyrant, even now dethroned in 
heart 
Realmless ÍI
 soul, as tyrants ever are, 
Listen! and. tell me if this Litter peak, 
rl'his never-glutted vulture, and these 
chains 
Shrink not Lefore it; for it shall befit 
A sorrow-taught, unconquered 'ritan- 
heart. 

Ien, when their death is on them, seem 
to stand 
On a precipitous crag that overhangs 
The abyss of doom, and in that depth 
to see, 
As ill a glass, the features dim and vast 
Of things to comp, the shadows, as it 
seems, 
Of what have been. Death e"er fronts 
tIlt' wise; 
Not fparflllly, but with clear promises 
Of larger lifp, on whose broad vans up- 
borne, 
Their outlook widens, and. they see be- 
yond 
The ho;'izon of the Present 8.nd the Past, 
Even to the very source aml end of 
things. 
Such am 1 now: immortal woe hath 
made 
:My heart a srer, and my 
oul a judge 
Between the su Lstallce anù the shadow 
of Truth. 
The sure supremeness of the Beautiful, 
By all the martyrdoms malle dou hly sure 
Of such as I am, thi
 is my revf'nge, 
"\Yhich of my wrongs builds a triumphal 
arch. 
'rhrough which I see a sceptre and a 
throne. 
The pipings of glad shepherds on the 
hill s, 
TenòinO'the flocks no more to bleed for 
thet' - 
, 
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But universal X ature watc1l('s theirs: 

uch strcngth is won by luvc uf human 
altars puured no l'l..iud. 


The songs of maidens pressIng with whitt, 
fl'l't 
The vintagt' on thine 
nlOre, - 
The murmurous bliss of lovers, undl'r- 
neath 
Dim grapevine bowers, whose rosy 
bundH's press 
K ot half 
o clusely their warm cheeks, 
ullpalell 
By thoughts of thy brute lust, -the 
hive-like hUIll 
Of pcaeeful eOIll11lo11wealths, where sun- 
burnt Tuil 
neaps for itself the rich earth ma<le its 
own 
By its own labor, lightened with glad 
hymns 
To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts 
".. oult! cope with as a sl><trk with the 
vast spa, - 
Even the spirit of free love an(l p<>acf', 
Duty's sure recompense through life and 
death, - 
These an
 such harvests as all master- 
spirits 
Reap, haply 110t on earth, but reap no 
less 
Because the sheaves are bound by hands 
not theirs; 
These are the bloodless daggers where- 
withal 
They stab fallen tyrants, this their high 
revengt' : 
For their best part of life 011 earth is 
when, 
Long after lleath, pri:,;onecl ana pent no 
m )}'C 
Their thoudhts, their wild dream::; even, 
ha ve become 
Part of the necessary air men brpathe: 
'Vhell, like the moon, herself bl'hilld a 
cloml, 
They shell down light before us on life's 
spa, 
That chpprs us to steer onward still in 
hope. 
Earth with her twining lllelllories ivil.-'s 
o'er 
Their holy sepulrhres ; thp chainless spa, 
III tempest or wide calm, repeats their 
thoncrhts . 
The li6htni
lg a;lll the thunder, all free 
thillg
, 
Have It:'
l'nds of them for the ears of 
men. 
All other glories are as falling stars, 


X ot that I feel that hungf>r aftpr fame, 
\\llÎeh souls of a half-grt>atue::;s are Leset 
wi th ; 
But that the mrrnory of noble deeds 
('ries shame UPOll the idle and the vile, 
Awl keel'
 the heart uf 
Ian forever up 
To the heroic level of old time. 
To be forgot at tirst is littlt> pain 
To a heart consl'iou!-; of such high intent 
.\s lllust be ùeathless ou the lips of men; 
But, ha\.ing ùeeu a name, to sink aud he 
A something which the world can ùo 
without, 
\Yhich, hl'l ving been or not, would never 
change 
The lightrst pulse of f.lte, - this is in- 
depcl 
.A cup of bitterness the worst to taste, 
And thi::; thy heart shall empty to the 
dregs. 
EnlUpss (lespair shall be thy Cauca'ius, 

\ll(l memory thy vulture; thou wilt tint! 
Oblivion far lonelier thall this pf>ak,- 
Behold thy destiny! Thou thiuk'st it 
much 
That r should brave thee, mi..;erab.le gorl ! 
But lluvc hrave,l a mightier than thou, 
Even the tpmpting of this soaring hpart, 
\\rhich might have made me, scarcely 
ll'sS than thou, 
.\. god among my brethren weak and 
blÎIlll, - 
Rcarce les:-; than thou, a pitiablf> tl1Ïng 
To ùe ùo\\'n-trodllen into ùarkne
s soon. 
But HOW I am aho\'p thee, for thou art 
The bungling W')l'klllallShip of fear, the 
bluck 
That awps the> swm'Ì Barbarian: but 1 
.\lll what mysdf have made, -a nature 
wise 
W"lth fillliing in itsplf thf> t
're>s of all, - 
\\Yith watching from the dim verge of 
the tinw 
\rhat things to be are visiùle in the 
gleams 
Thrown forward on them from the lumi- 
nous past, - 
\rise with the history of its own fr.1ÎI 
heart, 
'Yith reverence and with sorrow, and 
with lon
, 
Broad as the world, for freedom anù for 
man. 
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Thon and aU strength shall crumble, 
except Lov!>, 
By whom, and for whose glory, ye shall 
cea
e : 
And, when thou art but a dim moaning 
heard 
From out the pitiless gloom of Chaos, I 
Shall be a power and a memory, 
A name to fright all tyrants with, a 
light 
Unsetting as the pole-star, a great voice 
HearJ. in the breathless 
auses of the 
tight 
By truth and freedom ever waged with 
wrong, 
Clear as a silver trumpet, to awake 
Huge echoes that from age to age live 
on 
In kindred spirits, giving them a s<>nse 
Of boundless power from boundless suf- 
fering wrung: 
And many a glazing eye shall smile to 
see 
The memory of my triumph (for to meet 
"Trong with endurance, and to overcome 
The present with a heart that looks be- 
yond, 
Are triumph), like a prophet eagle, perch 
Upon the sacred banner of the Right. 
Evil springs np, and flowers, and bears 
no seed, 
And feeds the green earth with its swift 
decay, 
Leaving it richer for the growth of 
truth; 
But Good, once put in action or in 
thought, 
Like a strong oak, doth from its boughs 
shed down 
The ripe germs of a forest. Thou, weak 
god, 
Shalt fade and be forgotten! but this 
sonl, 
Fresh-living still in the serene abyss, 
In every heaving shall partake, that 
grows 
From heart to heart amoog the sons of 
n1cn, - 
As the ominous hum before the earth- 
quake runs 
Far through the Ægean from roused isle 
to isle, - 
Forf'boding wreck to palaces and shrinf's, 
Aud mighty rents in Illanya cavernous 
error 
That darkens the free light to man:- 
Thi
 heart, 


Unscarred by thy grim vulture, as tIle 
truth 
Grows but more lovely 'neath the beaks 
and claws 
Of Harpie:.-; blinù that fain would soil it, 
shall 
In all the throbbing exultatiuns share 
That wait 011 freeùom's triuIHphs, and 
in all 
The glorious agonies ofmartyr-spil'its,- 
8harp lightning-throt's to split the jag- 
ged clouds 
That veil the future, showing them HIe 
ell< 1, - 
Pain's thorny crown for constancy and 
truth, 
Girding tlw temples like a wreath of 
stars. 
This is a thought, that, like the fabled 
laurf>l, 
l\Iakes my faith thunder-proof; and thy 
drea!} bolts 
Fan on me like the silent flakps of snow 
On the hoar hrows of aged Caucasus: 
But, 0 thought far more blissful, they 
can rend 
This cloud of flesh, and make my soul a 
star! 


Cllleash thy crouching thunders now, 
o JOVf>! 
Frpe this high heart, which, a poor cap. 
ti ve long, 
Doth knock to be let forth, this heart 
which still, 
In its inviucible manhood, overtops 
Thypuny godship, as this mountain cloth 
The pines that moss its roots. 0, even 
now, 
"\Vhile from my pcak of suffering I look 
down, 
Beholding with a far-spread gush of 
hope 
The sunrise of that Beauty, in whose 
face, 
Shone all around with love, no man shall 
look 
But straightway like a goù he is uplift 
rnto the thron(' 10nO' empty for his sake, 
And clearly oft fo
pshaùòweù in witle 
dl'rams 
By his fre(
 inward nature, which nor 
thou, 
X or an,T anarch after th('e, ('an ltÍllll 
From \vorking its gl'l>at doom, -now, 
now set free 
This essence, not to die, but to become 
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Part of th:lt awful PrC'''ipnce which doth 
haunt 
Thf' l'alac'>
 of tyrants, to hunt on: 
\rith its grim eyes and fl'arflll \\hbper- 
ings 
Anfl hitl,'ou-.; st'ns.. of lÜtl'r low'liness, 
.\ II hopc or ..,af(.ty, all dt'sirl' of pl.tter', 
...\ll but thf' loathed furefecling of blank 
death,- 
Part of that 
pÎ1'it which doth ey...r brood 
In pati..nt ealm on tlw Illll'ilrl'retl nest 
()f Jllan's (1('l'p Ilf>art, till1llightythoughts 
grow t\t.dg.>.l 
To sail \\Ïth darkening sha(lowo'er the 
worl(l, 
Filling with dread such souls as dare not 
trust 
In tllP unfailing ('IlI'rgy of Goo.l, 
L ntil th(''y swoop, awl theÏ1' pale quarry 
mak.. 
Of some 0' erbloatcd wrong, - that spirit 
which 
Scatters great hopes in the seed-fielù of 
TIlan, 
IJike Rrorns among grain, to grow and be 
A roof for freedom itl all coming time! 


TInt no, this cannot 1)f'; for agl's yet, 
In solitll'h' unbrok('n, shall I hea.r 
The ang"y Caspian to the El1xine shout, 
And Euxine answer with a muffled roar, 
On either side storming the giant walls 
Of Caueasus with leagues of climbing 
foam 
(Less, from my 11eight, than flakes of 
(lowny snow), 
That draw back baffled but to hurl again, 
Snatche(l up in wrath and horrible tur- 
moil, 
J,Iollntain on mountain, as the Titans 
E'rst, 
)Iy bretlm.u, scaling the high scat of 
Jove, 
Heavell l\>lioll upon o.')sa's shoulders 
broad 
III vain (>mprise. The moon will come 
and go 
"
ith ht'r monotonolls yidssitu<lC' ; 
()llee b(>autiful, wlwn I was free to walk 
...\mollg lilY f"'l()w
, <lIHI to interchange 
The inJbwlh'l' benign of 100.in
 eye
, 
lht nowhya
(',1 use growll wpal'isoIlH';- 
J.'aLse thought! most fali;c ! for how could 
I f'1lI1ure 
Tlwse crawling cf'ntllries of 10nt'ly woe 
t" nShallW(l by weak complaillinö, but for 
thee, 


Lonf'1Íf'st, sav(' mf', of all creat...tl things, 
'1 il(l-l'Y',(1 
\startf', lilY bl'
t comful'tt->r, 
\\ïth thy pale smile of bad bpnic;nity ? 


Year after year will pass away amI 
seem 
To In"', in mine f'ternal agony, 
nut as the 
hadu\\"s of ùumb summer 
clowIs, 
\\rhi<.:h I have watched so often darken. 
ing o'er 
The vast f-;ilrmatian plain, lcagucrwide 
at first, 
Bat, with still swiftness, les
eniJlg on 
am} on 
Till cloud .Lnd shadow mect allllmingle 
where 
The gray hori70n faåes into tlw sky, 
Far, f
lr to northward. Yps, for a
..s yet 

[Ilst I lie here npon my altar hug-t', 

\ sacrifice for mall. S\HTOW will hI', 
.\s it hath been, his portion; endh'ss 
doom, 
""hile the immortal with the mortal 
linked 
Dream') of it., wings and pines for what 
it drf'ams, 
'Yith upward yearn unceasing. Better 
so : 
For wisdom is meek sorrow's patient 
child, 
Aml empire m'er self, and all the (leep 
Strong charitips that make nWIl :::.eem 
like go(ls ; 
.And lo\'e, that makes them be gods, 
from hri' hrf'asts 
Sucks in the milk that makes mankind 
one blood. 
Good never comes unmixed, or so it 
S{'f'II)S, 
Having two faces. ac:; Rome images 
.\re carv('d, of fooli:sh gods; one face 
is ill ; 
But one hrart lies beneath, and that is 
good, 
.As are alll1parts, when we explore th..ir 
depths. 
Therefore, gr{'at heart, bear up ! thou art 
bllt type 
Of what all lofty spirits f'1}Ilm'{', that rain 
"
ould win mf>n hack to strength and 
pe,u.... through love: 
Each ha.th his lonely peak, aud on each 
lwa rt 
F.nv
', or scorn, or hatred, te:1r
 lift.long 
'\Tith vulture beak; yet the high soul is 
left; 
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And faith, which is but hope grown Earth sremed more SWf>et to liye upon, 
wi;:;e; and 100"e More full of love, because of him. 
And patience, whieh at last shall oyer- 
come. Anù day by day more holy grew 
Each spot where hc had trod, 
Till after-poets only knpw 
THE SHEPHERD OF KING ADMETUS. Their first-born brother as a god. 


THERE came a youth upon the earth, 
Some thou:sand years ago, 
"\Vhose slender hauds were nothing 
worth 
"\Yhether to j',lough, or reap, or sow. 
Upon an empty tortoise-shf'll 
He strf'tehed some chords, and (hew 
:Music that made mrn's bosoms swell 
Fearless, or brimmed their eyes with 
dew. 
Then King Admetus, one who had 
Pure ta
te by right di dnf', 
Decreed his singing not too bad 
To heal' betwef'll the cups of wine: 
And so, well pleased with bring soothed 
Into a sweet half-sleep, 
Three timps his kingly hf'al'(llw smoothed, 
And maùe him viceroy o'er lás sheep. 
His words were simplp words enough, 
And yet he used tlwm so, 
That wilat in other mouths was rough 
In his seemed mUbical and low. 


1tlen calh.d him but a shiftless youth, 
In whom 110 good they saw; 
And ypt, unwittingly, in truth, 
They made his careless words their law. 
Thf>Y knew not how he learneù at a1], 
For idly, hour hy honr, 
He sat amI watched the dea<lleaves fall, 
Or mused upon a common flower. 
H sPf>mell the lovelinf'ss of things 
Did teach him all their use, 
For, in mere weeds, and stones, and 
springs, 
He found a healing power profuse. 
J\Ien granted that his speech was wise, 
Rut, when a glancf' they caught 
Of his Rlim f!TaCf> awl wom:m's eyes, 
They laugllf'd, and called him good-for- 
naught. 
Yet after he was dead and gone, 
And e'en his memory dim, 


THE TOKEN. 


IT is a mere wild rosehud, 
Quite sallow now, and dry, 
Yet there '8 something wondrous in it, 
Some gleams of days gone by, 
Dear 
.;Îghts anù sounds that are to me 
The very moons of memory, 
Aud stir my heart's blood far below 
Its short-lived waves of joy and woe. 
Lips must fade and roses wither, 
All sweet times be o'er; 
They only smile, and, murmuring 
" Thither!" 
Stav with us no more: 
And )
et ofttimes a look or smile, 
Forgotten in a kiss's wlIile, 
Years after from th(' dark will start, 
And flash acrOS::i the trembliug heart. 


Thou hast givf'n me many roses, 
But never one, like this, 
O'prtJoods hoth Sénse and spirit 
\'Tith such a. deep, wil(l bliss; 
\Ve must have instincts that glean up 

parst' drops of this life in the cup, 
\Vhose taste shall give us all that we 
Can prove of immortality. 
Earth's stahl est things are shadows, 
AmI, in the life to come, 
Haply some chance-saved trifle 
May tell of this old home: 
As llÒW sometimes we seelll to find, 
In a dark crevice of the mind, 
Some relic, ,vhich, long pondered o'er, 
Hints faintly at a life before. 


AN INCIDENT IN A RAILROAD CAR. 


II E spoke of BunIs: men rude and 
rotlO"h 
Presspl! 
mnHI to hear tlw praise of one 
\Vhose heart was made of manly, simple 
stufl
 
As homespun as their own. 
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And, ",hrn he read, they fon,-ard I Thy skyry ar1'l1('8 with exulting span 
leaned, O'ef-foof infinity! 
Drinl\.ing', with thirsty hearts awl <':1r9, 
His hrook-like 1'i0JJgs whom glory never 
w('aIIt'd 
Frum humhle 
miles and tpars. 


Slowly there grp\V a t<'IHI('r awe, 
Sun-likr, o'er facps bro\\ II <UlÙ hrrrd, 
As if in him who reaù they felt anù saw 
Some presence of the barù. 


It was a sight for sin and wrong 
And slavish tyranny to see, 
A sight to make our faith more pure and 
strong 
In high humanity. 


I thought, thpse Iw'n will carry hence 
Promptings tlH'ir fOI"I1H'r life abO\
e, 
And something of a finer rev('rence 
For beauty, truth, and love. 


God scatters love on every si(le 
Freely among his children all, 
And always hE'arts are lying open wide, 
'''herein some grains may fall. 
There is no willll but soweth seeds 
Of a more trup anti opf'n life, 
'Yhich burst, unlookcù for, into high- 
soult.J d('('(ls, 
'Yith wap;Í(le beauty rife. 
'V p fillll within tJ1f'Se souls of ours 
Some wild germs of a higher birth, 
'Vhidl in th(" poet's tropic heart bear 
flowrrs 
""hose fragrancf' fill
 the earth. 
'Yithin the hearts of all men lie 
Tlu'se promises of wi. I!'}' bliss, 
'Yhich blossom into hopes that cannot 
dif' , 
In sunny hours like this. 
All that hath been majestical 
In life or dPath, sÏIu'p time began, 
Is native in the simplE' heart of all, 
The angel heart of man. 
Anù t1ms, among the untaught poor, 
Great Jeeds allli f!"ding's lilHl a horne, 
that east in sh:Hlow all till' goldcn lore 
Of classic Gr('cce anù Rome. 
0, mighty brother-soul of mart, 
'Vhere'er thou Rrt, in low or high, 


A 11 thoughts that mould t1H' age hf'gin 
Veep down within the primiti,.e soul, 
Ami ("mill the many slowly upwiu..l win 
To one who grasps the whole: 


I n his wiae brain thf' fppling d{'f'p 
'l'hat strugglt:'(l 011 the many's tougue 
Swells tu a tide of thought, whose surges 
IraI' 
0' er the weak thrones of wrong. 
All thought begins in feeling, - wide 
I n the great maf-.S its hasc is hid, 
Aud, narrowing up to thought, stands 
gluri He(l, 
A movcl
.ss pyramiù. 
K or is he far astray, who deems 
That every hupe, which rises and 
grows broad 
In the world's hrart, by ordered impulsp 
streams 
From the great heart of God. 
God wills, man hopes: in common 
souls 
. Hope is hut \
ague and untlefim'd, 
TIll from the poet's tongue the message 
rolls 
A blessing to his kind. 
Never did Poesy appear 
So full of hraven to me, ac; when 
I saw how it would pierce through pride 
and f('ar 
To the lives of coarsest men. 
It may be glorious to write 
Thoughts that shall glad the two or 
three 
High souls, like those far stars tlwt 
come in sight 
Once in a century;- 
But bettf'r far it is to speak 
One simple wonl, whieh now ana then 
Shall waken thcir free nature in the 
weak 
And friendless sons of men; 
To write some earnrst \
crse or line, 
'\
hich, sPt'king not the praise of art, 
Shall make a clearer faith and manhood 
shine 
In the untutored heart. 
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He who dotI) this, in Vl'rse or prose, 
J\lay be forgotten in his day, 
But surely shall be crowned at last with 
those 
Who live and speak for aye. 


RH<ECUS. 


GOD sends his tearhers unto every age, 
To f'very clime, and every race of men, 
'Vith revelations fitted to their O'l'Owth 
And shape of mind, 1101' gives the realm 
of Truth 
I nto the selfish rule of one sole race: 
Therefore each form of worship that hath 
swayed 
The life of man, and given it to grasp 
The master-key of knowledge, rever- 
ence, 
Infolds some germs of goodness and of 
right; 
Else never had the eager soul, which 
loathes 
The slothful down of pampered igno- 
rance, 
Found in it even a moment's .fitful rest. 


There is an instinct in the human 
heart 
'Vhich makes that an the fables it hath 
coined, 
To justify the reign of its belief 
And strengthen it by beauty's right 
divhie, 
Veil in thf'ir inner cells a mystic gift, 
"'\Vhich, like the hazel twig, in faithful 
hands, 
Points surely to the hidden springs of 
t1"n tho 
For, as in nature naught iR made in vain, 
But all things have within their hull of 
use 
A wisdom and a meaning which may 
speak 
Of spiritual secrets to the ear 
Of spirit; so, in whatsoe'er the heart 
Hath fashioned for a solace to itsf'1f, 
To make its inspirations snit its creed, 
And from the niggard hands of falsehood 
wring 
I ts needful food of trut11, there ever is 
A sympathy with Nature, which reveals, 
Not less than hf'f own works, pure 
gleams of light 
And earnest parables of inward lore. 
Hear now this fairy legend of old Greece, 


As fnll of freeùom, youth, anù beauty 
still 
As th(' immortal freshness of that grace 
Carved for all agcs on somc Attic frieze. 


A youth named Rhæcus, wandering in 
the wood, 
Saw an old oak just trembling to its faU, 
And, feeling l,ity of so fair a tree, 
He propped its gray trunk with aÙll1ir- 
lUg care, 
And with a thoughtless footstep loitrred 
on. 
But, as he turned, he heard a voice be- 
hiwl 
That murmured "TIhæcus ! ., 'T was as 
if the leaves, 
Stirred hy a pa
sing breath, had null'- 
mured it, 
And, while he paused bewildered, yet 
again 
It murmured" llhæcus !" softer than a 
breeze. 
He started and beheld with dizzy eyes 
'Vhat seenwd the substance of a happy 
dream 
Stand there before him, spreading a warm 
glow 
"'\Vithin the green glooms of the shadowy 
oak. 
It seemed a woman's shape, yet aU too 
fair 
To be a woman, and wit.h eyes too mf'ek 
For any that were wont to mate with 
gods. 
AU naked Jike a goddess stood sbe there, 
And like a goddess all too beautiful 
To feel the guilt-born earthliness of 
shame. 
" Rhæcus, I am the Dryad of this tree," 
Thus sl)e began, dropping her low-toned 
,...ords 
Serene, and full, and clear, as drops of 
dpw, 
" And with it I am doomed to live and 
die' 
The rain a
d sunshine are mv caterers, 
N or have I oth(>r bliss than ;imple life; 
N ow ask me what thou wilt, tlJat I can 
give, 
And with a thankful joy it shall be 
thine. ,. 


Then Rhæcus, with a flutter at the 
heart, 
Yet, by the prompting of such beauty, 
bold, 



AnswereJ: "'Yhat is there that can 
satisfy 
'The entlless craving of thf' Roul hut lovc ? 
Gin' n}(' thy love, or but the hope of that 
'Vhich mu

 be e'"crmore my nature's 
goal. 
After a little paus(' she saill again, 
But with a glimpse of sadness in her 
tOlw, 
"I give it, Rhæcus, though a perilous 
gi ft ; 
An hour h(.fore the sunset meet me h('r('." 
.And straightway there was nothing he 
coulll see 
But the green glooms bencath the shad- 
owy oak, 
.And not a. sound came to his straining 
ears 
But thc low trickling rustl('of th(' lea,.cs, 
Anll far away upon an (,11lprald slopc 
The falter of an hUe shepherd's pipe. 


N ow, in those days of simpleness and 
faith, 
1tlen dill not think that happy things 
were drp:llllS 
Because thcy over:::;tepped the narrow 
bourn 
Of likelihood, but re,"erently l1eemell 
N oUling too wondrous or too beautiful 
To be the guerdon of a daring 111'art. 
So llhæcus made no ùouùt that he was 
blest, 
And all along unto the city's gatc 
Earth seemed to spring beneath him as 
h(' walked, 
The clear, broad sky looked bluer than 
its wont, 
And he eould scarce believe he had not 
wings, 
Such sunshine seemeù to glitter throuO'h 
his yeins 0 
Instead of blooJ, so light he felt and 
strange. 


Young TIhrccus had a faithful heart 
enough, 
But one that in the present dwelt too 
much, 
And, taking with blithe welcome what- 
soe'l'r 
C'hanc(' gave of joy, was wholly bound 
in that, 
Like the contl'nt(>(l peasant of a ,"alp, 
Dcemed it the world, and never looked 
hpyowl. 
So, haply mceting ih the afternoon 
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Rome comrarlcs who ,,"pre playing at the 
diee, 
He joinpd them, and forgot all ebe be- 
side. 


The dif'c were rattling at the mer- 
riest, 
-\nd Hlw.cus, who had met but sorry 
luck, 
.rust laughed in triumph at a happy 
throw, 
\Vhen through the room there llUlllIned 
a yellow" hec 
That buzzed alJUut his car with down- 
dropped legs 
As if to light. And Rhæcus Iaught'd 
and sail I, 
Feeling how red and flushed he was ,,"ith 
loss, 
"By V ('nus ,! does he take me for a 
rose ? 
And brushl.d him off with rough, im- 
patient hand. 
But still the ùee came back, and thrice 
again 
Rhæcus did beat him off with growing 
wrath. 
Then through the window flew the 
woulldt'd bet', 
And Rhæcus, tracking him with angry 
eyes, 
Saw a sharp mountain-peak of Thessaly 
A\
ainst the red disk of the setting sun, - 
.\nd instantly the blood sauk from hi.3 
heart, 
A:; if its '"cry walls had caVf.d away. 
\Vithout a word he turnell, and, ru:::;hing 
forth, 
Ran ma,Hy through the city and the gate, 
And o'er the plain, which now the wood.'s 
long shadc, 
By the low sun thrown forward broad 
and dim, 
Darkened wellnigh unto the city's wall. 


Quite spent and out of breath he 
reachf'{l the trf'e, 
r\ nd, listt'ning fearfully, he heard once 
nlOl"P 
The low voice murmur" Rhæcus ! " close 
at hawl : 
\\Then'at he looked arounù him, but could 
see 
X aught hut the deepening gloom
 be- 
n('ath the oak. 
Thcn sighetl the voict', "0 TIh(ß('us! 
nevermore 
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Shalt thou behold me or by day or night, 

Ie, who would fain have blessed thee 
with a love 

Iorp ripe and bounteous than ever yet 
}"'illed up with nectar any mortal heart: 
But thou didst scorn my humble mes- 
sengpr, 
And sent'
t him back to me with bruisëd 
wings. 
"... e spirits only show to gentle eyes, 
'Ve ever ask an un<lividf'd love, 
And he who scorns the least of Nature's 
works 
Is thencf'forth exiled and shut out from 
all. 
Farewell! for thou 
" 
more. 


The winòs not bettf'l' Imrf' to pilot 
A cloud with molten gold o'errun, 
Than him, a little burning i:,Iet, 
A star above the coming sun. 
For with a lark's heart he doth tower, 
By a glorious upward instinct ùrawn ; 
No lwc npstlc
 deeper in the flowf'r 
Than he in the bursting rose of ,lawn. 
1\"0 harmlcss dove, no bi]'(i that singet11, 
Shudders to see him oy('r!lPaò ; 
The rush of his fierce swooping hringpth 
To innocent hearts no thrill of dl't'ml. 


Let fraud and wrong and basf'nf'ss shin')', 
canst never see me For stilll)f'twepn them and thp 
ky 
The falcon Truth hangs poispd fOl't'vpr 
And marks them with his vengefull'ye. 


Then Rl1æcus beat his breast, and 
groaned aloud, 
And cried, "Be pitiful! forgiye me yet 
1'his once, and I shall never lleed it 
more! " 
" Alas! " tl1P voice returned, "'t is thou 
art blind, 
Not I unnwrcifnl; I can forgi \re, 
But have no skill to heal thy spirit's 
eyes; 
Only the soul hath power o'er itself." 
\Yith that again there murmured "N ev- 
ermore! " 
And Rhæcus after heanl no other sound, 
Except the rattling of the oak's crisp 
leaves, 
Like the long surf upon a distant shore, 
Raking the sea-worn pebbles up and 
down. 
The night had gathered round him: o'er 
the plain 
The city sparkled with its thousand 
ligh ts, 
And sounds of revel fell upon his ear 
Harshly and like a cursf'; above, the sky, 
'Yith all its bright sub1imity of stars, 
Deepenf'fl, and on his forphead smote the 
brepze : 
Beauty was all around him and de- 
. light, 
But from that eve he was alone on earth. 


THE FALCON. 


I KKOW a falcon swift and peerless 
As e'er was cradlf'd in the pine; 
No bird had ever eye so fearlf'ss, 
Or wing so strong as this of mine. 


TRIAL. 


I. 
,y HETHER the idle prisoner through his 
grate 
"T atches the waving of the grass-tuft 
small, 
'Vhich, having colonized its rift i' the 
wall, 
Takf's its free risk of good or evil fate, 
And from the sky's just helmet draws ib
 
lot 
Daily of shower or sunshine, co!d or 
hot .- 
'Yhether the closer captive of a creed, 
Cooped np from birth to grind out end- 
less chaff, 
Sees through his treadmill-bars the noon- 
day laugh, 
And feels in vain his crumIÜed pinions 
breed . - 
'Yhether the 'Georgian slave look up anù 
mark, 
'Vith bellying sails puffed full, the tall 
cloud-bark 
Sink northward slowly, - thou alone 
seem'st good, 
Fair only thou, 0 Freedom, who
e desire 
Can light in muddiest souls quick seeds 
of fire, 
And strain life's chords to the old heroic 
mood. 


II. 
Yet are there other gifts more fair than 
thine, 
N or can I count him bappiest who has 
never 
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flecn for('p(! with his own hand his chains 
to 8('\"('1', 
And for hirns(.lf find out th(' wny divine; 
He never knew the aspirer's glorious 
p.tins, 
Ht' ne"pr earne(l thf> struggl(.'s price]e
"" 
gai n s. 
0, block by hlock, with sore and sharp 
f'lHI('a VOl', 
Lifelong we Imild these human natures 
up 
Into a tpmple fit for frf'caom's shrine, 
AI)(l Trial t"'er consecrates the cup 
'Vh('rpfrom we pour her sacrificial "inc. 


A GLAXCE BElII
"1) TIlE CURTAIN. 


"TE sre but half thr cau
es of our (leeùs, 
Ht't'king them wholly in thl' outer lift', 
.And h,'edlpss of the (.neircling spirit- 
world, 
"'hich, though unseen, is felt, and sows 
in us 
All g('rms of pure anù world-wide pur- 
l'osrs. 
From one stage of our bring to tllP ne-xt 
'Ye pass lluconseious o' er a slt'lHll'r hritlge, 
'rhe momentary work of uns('en hantls, 
'Vhieh ('rumbles down behind us; look- 
ing h.u'k, 
'Ve St'P the othrr shorf', the gulf l1etwf'cn, 
And, mar,'elling how we won to where 
we stantl, 
Content ourselves to call the buihler 
{'han('('. 
"r e trace the wisrlom to the applr's fall, 
:K ot to the birth-throes of a mighty 
Truth 
'Yhich, for long ages in blank Chaos 
dumh, 
Yet yearn,'(l to be incarnate, and had 
found 
At last a spirit mprt to be thf' womb 
From which it might be horn to Lless 
mankind, - 
Xot to the soul of Xf'wton, ripe with all 
The hoarùt>ù thoughtfuluess of earnest 
yea
, 
.And waiting but one ray of sunlight 
more 
To blossom fully. 


Bnt wht'nce camc that rav? 
'V c caU our son-ows Destiny, hut oug];t 
H.ltll1'r to nam" onr hi
h S1.lt'C'PSSf>S so. 
Only th(' in:.tiud
 tlf great souls art' Fah', 
4 


.Anù have predestined sway: all otlH'r 
thin
s, 
E'\.crpt by It>avf' of us, could ne,'pr bp. 
For De
tiny is hut the breath of (;od 
Still 1I10\'in
 in us, tlw la..,t fra
rnwllt It ft 
()f our unfall('n lIaturf', wakiu
 oft 
\\ïthin our thought, to beckon us be- 
v01ll1 
The na;J"uw circlp of the spen and kno\\ n, 
Anll alw.lYs teIH1in
 to a nohlt. (.nd, 
A::I all things must that oVPlTul,' tIlt' soul, 
.\nd for a space unseat the helmsman, 
'ViII. 
The fate of England and of frertIom onef> 
Seemed "avcrillg in the heart of onc 
plain lIlall : 
One step of his, awl tll(' hrr"cat dial-hand, 
That marks the dt'stilleù progre
 of the 
worlù 
I n the pb>runl rouml from wisdom on 
To higlll'r wisdom, had been maùe to 
pa use 
A hunl!rf'tl years. That step he did not 
take, - 
He knew not why, nor we, but only 
norl, - 
And lived to make his simplc oak(>n chair 
)lore terrihlf' and granùly beautiful, 
)[ore full of majesty than any throne, 
Before or after, of a British king) 
Upon the pier stood two stern.visaged 
men, 
Looking to where a little craft lay 
mooreù, 
Swayed hy the hvy current of the 
Thamf's, 
'Vhich weltered by in muddy 1istlp
sness. 
Graye men they were, and battlings of 
fif'rcf' thought 
Had trampled out-all softne
s from thf'ir 
brows, 
.\ n<1 ploughed rough furrows there hf'fore 
th('ir time, 
For other crop than such as hOlllf'bred 
Peace 
::;0\\"8 hroadcast in the willing soil of 
Youth. 
Care, not of self, but of the common- 
weal , 
Had rohht'(l their eyes of youth, and left 
instt'all 
A look of patient power and iron will, 
.\ntl somethin
 fiercer, too, that gave 
hroad hint 
Of the plain weapons girùcd at thdI 

idcs. 
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The younger had an aspect of com- 
mand, - 
Not such as trickles down, a slenùer 
strpam, 
In the shrunk channel of a great de- 
scent, 
But such as lies en towered in heart and 
head, 
And an arm prompt to do the 'hests of 
both. 
His was a brow where gold were out of 
place, 
And yet it seemed right worthy of a 
crown 
(Though he despised such), were it only 
made 
Of iron, or some sf'rviceable stuff 
That would have matched 11is sinewy 
brown face. 
The elder, although such he hardly 
sf'emed 
(Care makes so little of some five short 
years), 
Had a clear, honest face, whose rough- 
hewn strf'ngth 
'Vas m ildened by the scholar's wiser 
heart 
To sober ('ourag-e, such as best befits 
The unsullied temper of a well-taught 
mind, 
Yet so remained that one could plainly 
gnf'SS 
The husl1f'd volcano smouldering under- 
neath. 
He spoke: the other, hearing, kept his 
gaze 
Still fixed, as on some problem in the 
sky. 


"0 CRO:\[WELL, we are fallen on evil 
times! 
There was a day when England had wide 
room 
For honest men as well as foolish kings: 
But now the uneasy stomach of the time 
Turns sfJ.ueamish at them both. 'rhere- 
fore let us 
 
Seek out that savage clime, where men 
as yet 
.Are frf'e: there sleeps the vessel on the 
tidf', . 
Her languid canvas drooping for the 
wind; 
Give us hut that, and what need we to 
fear 
This Order of the Council1 The 
\Va yes 


'ViII not say, No, to please a wayward 
kin (T 
N or will the winds turn traitors at his 
bf'ck : 
All thiugs are fitly cared for, and the 
Lord 
Will watch as kindh-" o'er the exodus 
Of us his servants n
w, as in old time. 
,vé have no cloud or firf', and harly we 
:May not pass dry-shod through the 
ocean-stream ; 
But, saved 01" lost, all things are in His 
hand. " 
So spake he, and meantime the other 
stood 
'Yith wide gray eyes still reaùing the 
blank air, 
As if upon the sky's blue wall he saw 
Some mystic sentence, written by a .hand, 
Such as of old made pale the Assyrian 
king, 
Girt \vith his satraps in the blazing feast. 


" HAMPDE
! a moment since, my 
IHul10se was 
To fly with thee, - for I will call it 
flight, 
N or flatter it with any smoother name, - 
But sonwthillg ill me bids me not to go ;\. 
And I am one, thou knowest, who, Ull- 
movt'd 
By what the weak deem omens, yet give 
Jwed. 
And re\"erence due to whatsoe'er my soul 
""-hispers of warning to the inner par. 
:l\Ioreover, as I know that God brings 
round 
His purposes in ways undreamed by us;"" 
And makes the wicked but his instru- 
ments 
To hasten their OW11 swift and sudden fall, 
I see the beauty of his provideuC'e - 
In thè King's order: blind, he will not 
let 
His doom part from him, but must bill 
i t stay 
As 't were - a cricket, wl10se enlivening 
chirp 
Ht'loved to hear beneath his very hearth. 
"Vhy should we fly 1 :Kay, why not 
rather stay 
And rear again' our Zion's crumbled 
walls, 
Not, as of old the walls of Thebes were 
built. 
free By minstrel twanging, but, if need 
should be, 
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"ïth the more potent music of our I A nohle }mrpose to a nohle pnd, 
swords 1 Although it lip the gallows or thp block' 
Think'st thou that score of men beyond ''1' is ouly Fahwhooll that (loth ('\'pr 11('1 0 (1 
th(' sea These outwarù shows of gain to bolster 
Claim Illor<:> nOll's care than all of Eug- IIt'r. 
lauJ hen' ? De it we prove the weakrr \\ ith our 
No: when he moves His arm
 it is to swords; 
aiù TI'uth only neeJs to bc for once spoke 
"-hole ppoplf's, heedll.;-SS if a fcw be out, 
c("l\shell, Anll tht're'g such music in hpr, such 
As ROlllt' are ever, wlwn the destiny strange rhythm, 
Of man takes one strÍllc onwarù nearer .\3 makes men's memories her joyous 
hOIllt'. slav('s, 
BelicH' it, 't is tho nL.1SS of men He And c1in
s around the soul, as the sky 
loves; clings 
And, whpre there is most sorrow and Round the mute earth, forever beauti- 
most wa.nt, ful, 
'Yhere the hicrh heart of man is trodden .And, if o'en'londp<l, only to burst forth 
down 0 .More all-embrat"ingly ùh'ine amI clear: 
The most, 't is not because He hides his Get but the truth once uttered, and 't is 
face like 
From them in wrath, as purblind teach. A star new-born, that drops into its 
ers prate: place, 
Not so: there most is He, f-Or there is And which, once circling in its placid 
Hp round, 
11108t ne{'lled. :Men who seck for Fate Xot all the tumult of the earth can 
abroad shake. 
Are not so near His heart as they who 
dare 
Frankly to face hpr where she faces tllPm, 
On theiroWIl threshold, where their souls 
are strong' 
To grapple with and throw her; as I 
once, 
Being yet a boy, dill cast this puny king, 
'Vho now has grown so dotard as to 
deem 
That he can wrestl... with an angry realm, 
--And throw the brawnt>d Antæus of nH'n's 
righ ts. 
K 0, Hamp,lpn! thpy have half-way con- 
querCll Fate 
'Yho go half-way to meet her, - as 
w ill I. 
Frerdom hath yet a work for mE' to do ; 
Ro 
p{'a.ks that inward voice whieh never 
yet 

pake falsely, when it urged tile spirit 
on 
To noble ,lreds for country and mankind. 
And, for success, I ask no more than 
tms, - 
To hf'ar unflinching witn('ss to th(' truth. 
All tn1C whole men 
ucceed; for what is 
worth 
Rllccess's name, unless it be the thought, New 
The inward surety, to have carricd out 


"'Vhat should we do in that small 
colony 
Of pinched fanatics, who would rather 
choose 
Freedom to clip an inch more from their 
hair, 
Than the grf'at chance of setting Eng- 
land frer 1 
X ot there, amid the stormy wildt>rness, 
Should we learn wisdom; or if learned, 
what room 
To put it into act, - else worse than 
naught? 
'Ve learn our souls more, tossing for an 
hour 
Cpon this hug(' and ever-\yexëd sea 
Of human thought, where kinglloms go 
to wreck 
Like fragile bubhles yonder in the 
stream, 
Than in a cycle of X ew England sloth, 
Broke only hy some petty Indian war, 
Or quarrel for a lettcr more or If'sS 
In some hal'll word, which, spelt in 
either way, 
K ot thpir most lparniid clprks can un- 
derst<md. 
times demand new measure;) and 
, 
new mcn; 



52 


MISCELLA
EOUS rOÉ
IS. 


The world advances, and in time out- The time is ripe, and rotten-ripe, for 
grows change; 
The laws that in our fathers' day were Then let it come: I have no dread of 
Lest; what 
And, doubtless, after us, some purer Is called for by the instinct of mankind; 
scheme N or think I that God's world will fall 
'ViII be shaped out by 'wiser men than apart 
we, Because we tear a parchment more or 
ltlade wiser by the steady growth of less. 
truth. Truth is eternal, but her effluence, 
'Ye cannot bring Utopia by force; \\ïth endless changt>, is fitted to the 
But better, almost, be at work in sin, hour; 
r.}'han in a brute inactiun bruwse and Her mirror is turned forward to reflect 

lepp. The promise of the future, not the past. 
No man is born into the world, whose He who would win the llame of truly 
work great 
Is not borll with him; there is always ltlust understand his own age and the 
wod.., next, 
And too18 to work withal, for those who And make the present ready to fulfil 
win. Its propllPcy, and with the future merge 
And blessëJ are the horny hands of toil! Gently and l>cacefuIIy, as wave with 
The busy worlÜ shoves angrily aside wave. 
The man who stands with arms akimbo The future works out great men's des- 
set, tinies ; 
Until occasion tens him what to do ; The present is enough for common souls, 
And he who waits to have hi
 task "'ho, never looking forward, are indeed 
marked out :Mere clay, wherein the footprints of 
Shall die and leave his errand unfulfilled. tlIPir age 
Our time is one that calls for earnest Are petrified forever: better those 
deeds: \Vho lead the blind old giant by the 
Reason and Government, like two broad hand 
seas, From out the pathless desert where he 
Yearn for each other with outstretchëd gropes, 
arms And set him onward in his darksome 
Across this narrow isthmus of the throne, way. 
And roll their white surf higher every I do not fear to folIo,"\' out the truth, 
day. AILeit along the precipice's edge. 
One age moves onward, and the next Let us speak plain: there is more force 
builds up in nam('s 
Cities and gorgeons palaces, where stood Than most men dream of; anù a lie may 
The rude log huts of those who tamed keep 
, the wild, Its throne a whole age longer, if it skulk 
Rearing from out the for('sts they had Behind the shield of some fair-seeming 
felled name. 
The goodly framework of a fairer state; Let us caU tyrants tyrants, and main- 
The builder's trowel and the settler's axe tain 
Are seldom wielded by the selfsame I That only freedom comes by grace of 
hand; o.od, 
Ours is the harder task, yet not the less And all that comes not by his grace must 
Shall we receÍ\re the hlessing for our toil I fall ; 
From the choice spirits of the aftertime. For men in e3T'nest }wve no time tc waste 
:My soul is not a palace of t1w past, In patching :fig-leaves for the naked 
'Vhere ontworn crt'Pùs, 1ike Rome's gray truth. 
senate, quak(', 
Hearingafartlw Vanùal'strumpet hoarsr, "I win havr one more grapple with 
That shakes 01<1 systems witlJ a thul1ùcr- the man 
fit. Charles Stuart: whom the boy o'ercame, 
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I, per- X or couhl tlw)' but for thio;; same proph- 
ecy, 
This inward feeling of the glorious enù. 


The man stands not in a\\"
 of. 
challcl', 
Am onl' raised \11' by tlH' Almighty arm 
To witlH'SS SUlllC great truth tu all the 
wurld. 
Rouls Ilestilll'd to o'prh'ap tIll' vulgar lot, 
..\11\1 moulll thc worIù unto the 
chellle 
of nod, 
J I.we a fore-consciou
ness of their high 
doom, 
A\S men ,He known to shiver at the hr:lI'Ì 
\\,11\'11 thc cold shadow of some coming 
ill 
Cl'reps slowly o'pr thrir spirits nnawares. 
Hath Goocllt.'ss power of prophecy than 
III ? 
] [ow else conltl men whom God hath 
call1'll to sway 
Earth's rncltler, and to steer the bal'k of 
Tnl th, 
Beating a
aillst the tempest tow'rd her 
port, 
Bear all the mean and bU7 Ûng griev- 
alll'CS, 
The petty martyrdoms, wherewith Sin 
stri ,'e8 
To w!'ary out the tethered hope of Faith, 
The snCl'rs, the ullrecoglliÚng look of 
frit'lllls, 
"
ho worship the dead corpse of old king 
Custom, 
"llCre it (loth lie in state within the 
( 'hu r(' h, 
Stridng to covt'r up the mighty 'ocean 
""ith a man's palm, anù IIlilking even 
the truth 
Lie for thf'rn, hulding np the glass re- 
Yf'rs('(l, So they two turne<l together; one to 
To makt' the hope of man seem farther dit>, 
ofl' { . I Figlltingfor frepcIom on the hloody fieltl ; 

Iy God! wllPn I rf'ad o'pr tllf' hitter lives I The other, far more happy, to bf'coml' 
Of n1l'n whose eager hearts were quite A name earth wear
 forevl'r next Ilf'r 
too great hf'art; 
To beat helwath the crampf'd mode of One of the fpw that have a right to rank 
the (lay, \\ïth th!' true Makl'rs: for his 
pirit 
And see tIlI'm mocked at by the world wrought 
thl')" love, Order from Chaos; prov('d that right 
Haggling with pn'jlHlice for penny- di,.ine 
worths Dwplt onl v in the pxrpllencl' of tru tit; 
Of that rd.onn whirh thcir har(l toil will An(i far \
.ithin old Darkness' hostile 
make linl's 
The common birthright of the age to Ad\panct'd allli pitched the shining tents 
COIllI', - of Light. 
'Yhen I st'e this, spite of my faith In K or shall the gratpful )[use forgf't to 
God, tell, 
I malTel how their hearts bear up so That - not the Il'ast among his many 
long; I claims 


"Deem me riot fund; but in my 
warnwr youth, 
Ere my heart's bluom was soiled and 
brushed away, 
I haù great dreams of mighty things to 
come; 
Of COIllIUl'st, whether ùy the sword or 
pcn 
I knew not; Imt some COJltjut'st I would 
ha Vt', 
Or else swift dpatlt: now wisp!" grown in 
}'I'ar8, 
I finù youth's dreams are but the flut- 
tcrings 
Of those strong wings whereon the soul 
shall soar 
In aft!'r timt' to win a Rtarrv throne; 
AmI SO I cherish them, for tÏlt'Y wt're lots, 
\rhich I, a boy, cast ill the hdm of 
Fate. 

 ow will I draw them, since a man' 
 
right haud' 
A\ right halHl guiùed by an earnest 
oHI, 
\\ïth a true instinct, takes the golden 
In"Ïze 
From out a thousand blanks. \\
hat 
men call luck 
Is the prt'rogative of valiant soul
, 
The fealty life pays its rightful ki!1!Ss. 
The hf'lm is shaking now, and I will :-;tay 
To pluck my lot forth; it were sin to 
ilee!" 
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To df'athless honor - he was :
\[ILTON'S 
friend, 
A man not second among those who 
Ii \' ed 
To show us that thf' poet's lyre demands 
Au arm of tougher sinew thau the sword. 


A CHIPPEWA LEGEND." 


åÀ)'HVÒ. p.iv P.Ot leaL Ài)'HV ÈUTLV Táðf! 
å.À)'oS" l)è Ut),r;tV. 
.Æ::KHYLUS, Prom. Vinet. 197. 198. 


THE old Chief, fe
ling now wellnigh 
his elHl, 
Called his two eldest children to his side, 
And gave them, in few words, his partillg 
charge! 
".My son and daughter, me ye see no 
more. 
The happy Ìllmting-grounds await me, 
crreen 
With 
hange of spring and summer 
through the year: 
But, for rt'memLrance, after I am gone, 
Be kind to little Shel'lllah for my sake: 
Weakling he is and young, ant! knows 
not yet 
To set the trap, or draw the seasoned 
bow; 
Therefore of both your loves he hath 
more nepd, 
And he, who needeth loye, to love hath 
right; 
I t is not like our furs and stores of corn, 
'Vhereto we claim sole title hv our toil, 
But the Great Spirit plants'it in our 
hearts, 
And waters it, and gives it sun, to be 
The common stock and heritage of all: 
Therefore be kind to Sheemah, that 
YOllrselvf's 
J\Iay not be left deserted in your need." 


Alone, be
ide a lake, their wigwam 
stood, 
Far from the other dwellings of their 
tribe; 
And, aftPl' many moons, the lonf'liness 
,y paried the f'lùpr hrother, and he said, 
"\Vhy :-;hould I dwell here all alone, 
shut out 
From the free, natural joys that fit my 
age? 
.. For the leading inridents in this tale I 
am inrlehtecl to the very valnal,le "Algic 
Researches "of Henry R. 
choolcraft. Esq. 


Lo, I am tall and strong, well skilled to 
hunt, 
Patient of toil and hunger, and not yet 
Have spell the. ùanger which I dared not 
look 
Full in the face; what hinders me to be 
A lHigh
y 
rave and Chief among my 
km? 
So, taking up his arrows and his bow, 
As if to hunt, he journeyed swiftly on, 
Until he gained the wigwams of his 
triLe, 
"
here, choosing out a bride, he soon 
forgot, 
In all the fret and bustle of new life, 
rrhe little Sheemah and his father's 
charge. 
Now when the sister found her brother 
gone, 
And that, for many days, he came not 
back, 
She wept for Sheemah more than for 
herself . 
For Love bides longest in a woman's 
hea rt, 
And flutters many times before he flies, 
And then doth perch so nearly, that a 
word 
l\Iay lure him back, as swift and glad as 
light; 
And Duty lingers even when Love is 
gone, 
Oft looking out in hope of his return; 
And, after Duty hath been ùriven forth, 
Then Selfishness creeps in the last of all, 
'Varming her lean hands at the lonely 
heart h, 
And crouching o'er the embers, to shut 
out 
'Vhatever paltry warmth and light are 
left, 
'Vith avaricious greed, from all beside. 
So, for long months, the sister hunted 
wide, 
And cared for little Sheemah tenderly; 
But, daily more and more, the loneliness 
Grew wearisome, and to herself she 
sighecl, 
"Am I not fair? at least tlle glassy pool, 
That hath no cause to flatter, tells me so; 
But, 0, how flat and meaningless the tale, 
Unlf'ss it tremble on a lover's tongue! 
Beauty hath no true gJass, except it be 
In the sweet privacy of loving eyes." 
Thus ùt-emeù she illly, and forgot the 
lore 



A CIIIPPE'VA LEGEXD. 


53 


Late in the Spring, when all the ice 
was gOJ1(', 
The ehler Lrother, fishing in the lakp, 
"(;pon whose edge his father's wigw:lm 
stooll, 
Heard a low moaning noise upon the 
shore: 
Half likp a child it seemed, half like a 
wolf, 
And straightway there was sonu.thing in 
his heart 
left alone within the That saill, "It is thy brother Sheemah's 
voice. .. 
So, paddling swiftly to the hank, he saw, 
"'Ïthin a little thicket close at hawl, 
A child that seemed fast changing to a 
wolf, 
From the neck downward, gray with 
:-;haggy hair, 
That still crept on and upward as he 
looked. 
The face was turned away, but well he 
and the ja.y's knpw 
That it was Sheemah's, even his broth- 
er's face. 
Then with Ids trembling hands he hid 
his eyes, 
And bowpd his head, so that he might 
not Sf>P 
The first look of his brother's eyes, and 
crif'II, 
" 0 Sheemah! 0 my brother, speak to 
111(' ! 
Dost thou not know me, that I am thy 
brot he"? 
Come to 111f, little Sheemah, thou s11<11t 
d Wp 11 
"Tith me hpnrf'forth, and know no care 
or want!" 
SIlf'f'mah was silent for a space, as if 
'T were I.lard to summon up a human 
VOIce, 
And, wlwn he spake, the sound was of 
a wolfs: 
"I knuw thee not, nor art thou what 
thou say'st; 
I have none other brethren than the 
wol\"('s, 
And, till thy lwart be changed from 
what it is, 
and starving than I Thou ar
 n,
t worthy to be calleJ their 
km. 


"\Vhich 81H' had learned of nature and the 
woolls, 
Tha.t 1)(.aut)"s chief reward is to ibwlf, 
And th.1.t the eyes ot Love rctlt'ct alone 
The inwarll f;
irness, whidl is hlurred 
an (I lost 
l"nless kept clear and white by Duty's 
carr. 
So she wrnt forth and sought the haunts 
of 1I1cn, 
And, hein
 wedded, in her household 
ca res, 
Roon, like th(' elder brother, fluitt, forgot 
The littl(' 
heemah and her father's 
charge. 


Bu t Slwemah, 
lodue 
'Yaited aJ7d' waited, with a shrinking 
heart, 
Thil1kingeach rustle was his sister's step, 
Till hope grew less and le:3s, and then 
went out, 
And every sound was changed from hope 
to fcar. 
Few sound
 there were :-the dropping 
of a nut, 
The squirrcl's chirrup, 
harsh scrpam, 
Autumn's sad remnants of blithe Sum- 
mer's cheer, 
Heard at long intervals, seeme(l but to 
make 
The drp;ulful void of silpnce sil('l1ter. 
Soon what sma.ll store his sÍ::;ter left was 


gOIl(', 
AmI, through the Autumn, he made shift 
to live 
On roots and berries, gathered in much 
fear 
Of wolvps, whose ghastly howl he heard 
ofttimes, 
Hollow and hungry, at the clp<ul of night. 
But "'
inter came at last, and, whell the 
snuw, 
Thick-heap('(l for gleaming leagues o'er 
hill and plain, 
Spread its un brokpll silence over all, 
Made bol(I by hunger, he was fain to 
gh'an 
()Iore sick at heart than TIuth, and all 
alonr) 
After the harvest of the merciless wolf, 
Grim Boaz, who, sharp-ribbed and gaunt, 
yet feared 
A thing more wild 
himself; 


Till, by degrees, tIle wolf and he grew 
fl.icnds, 
.And shan'd togethrr all thr \\ inh'f 
through. 
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Then groaned the other, with a choking 
tougue, 
" Alas! my heart is changed right bit- 
tt'd v . 
'T is shru
nk and paTched within me 
even now!" 
And, looking upward fearfully, he saw 
Gnly a wolf that shrank away and ran, 
Ugly and fierce, to hide alllong the 
woods. 


STANZAS ON FREEDOM. 


:ME
! whose boast it is that ye 
Come of fathers Lrave and free, 
If there breathe on earth a slave, 
Are ye truly free and brave? 
If ye do not feel the chain, 
'Vhen it works a brother's pain, 
ATe ye not base slaves indef'd, 
Slaves unworthy to be freed? 


'Vomen! who shall one day bear 
Sons to breathe New England air, 
If ye hear, without a bluf;h, 
Dee(ls to make the row;ed blood rush 
Like red lava through your veins, 
}'or your sisters now in chains, - 
Answer ! ar
 ye fit to he 
:Mothers of the brave and free 1 


I s true Freedom but to bTeak 
Fetters for OUT own dear sake, 
And, with leathern heads, forget 
That we owe mankind a debt? 
No! true fref'dom is to share 
All the chains our brothf'1's wear, 
And, with heart and hand, to be 
Earnest to make others free! 


They aTe slaves who feaT to speak 
For the faDen and the wf'ak ; 
They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, amI ahuse, 
Rather than in silence shrink 
From the truth they nepds must think; 
They are slaves who dare not be 
In the right with two or three. 


COLUMBUS. 


THE cordage cTcaks and Tattles in the 
wind, 
\Yith whims of sudden hush; tbe reel- 
ing sea 


N ow thumps like solid rock beneath the 
st<'rll, 
N m.v leaps with clumsy wrath, strikes 
short, and, falling 
Crumbled to whispery foam, slips rus- 
tling dm\ïl 
The broad baeks of the waves, which 
jostle and crowd 
To fling themselves upon that uuknO\n1 
shore, 
Their used familiar since the dawn of 
time, 
'Vhither this foreùoomed life is guideù 
on 
To svmyon triumph's hushed, aspiring 
poise 
One glittering moment, then to break 
fulfilled. 


How lonf'ly is the sf'a's perpetual swing, 
The nlf'laneholy wash of endless waves, 
The sigh of some grim monster unde- 
scried, 
Ff'ar.pailltpd on the canvas of the dark, 

hifting on his uneasy pillow of brine! 
Y f't night brings more companions than 
the day 
To this drear waste; new constellations 
burn, 
And fairer stars, with whose calm height 
my soul 
Finds nearer sympathy than with my 
11f'rd 
Of earthen souls, vdIOse vision's scanty 
ring 
:Makes me its prisoner to beat my 'wings 
Against the cold bars of their unbe- 
lif'f, 
Knowing in vain my own free heaypn 
beyon ù. 
o God! this wodd, so crammed with 
eager life, 
That comes and goes and wanders back 
to silence 
Like the idle wind, which yet man's 
shaping mind 
Can make his drudge to swell the long- 
ing sails 
Of highest endeavor, - this mad, un- 
thrift world, 
"\Vhich, every hour, thro\\'s life enouEh 
away 
To make her deserts kind and hospita- 
ble, 
Lets hf'r great df'stillies be waved aside 
By smooth, lip-reverent, formal infi- 
dels, 
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"
ho wl'i
h tllf' (';011 t111')' not believe 
\\ it It glll,l, 
AlIIl fiu,lllO Split ill Jw1as, savt' that 11(', 
j)rivillg a tlul1"r hargain th.Ul Ill' ought, 
Sa.ddle,l his guilù with tou ch,'ap prece- 
dl'llt. 
o Faith! if thou art strong, thine oppo- 
site 
Is mighty also, and the dull fool's sneer 
Hath ofttimps shot chill palsy through 
tlH
 ann 
Just 1irtell to :lI'hieve its crowning dee,l, 
Aud mall,> the 1Ìrm-based heart, that 
wonl,l have quail,'d 
The rack or fa
ot, shudùer like a lpaf 
,rrillkk'il with frost, auù loo
e upun its 
Sh'lll. 
The wid
ptl and the weak, by some dark 
Jaw, 
Have a strange power to shut and rivet 
(IOW11 
Their own hurizon rOUlHI us, to ul1wing 
Our heavP11-aspiring visions, and to blur 
.W'ith surly clouds the Future's gleam- 
ing lwaks, 
Far seen aeross the brine of thankless 
ypars. 
If the chospn sonl could nf'ypr bp alol1P 
In deep mid-silenre, open-doorcJ to GoJ, 
N 0 greatnp
s ever had been dreameJ or 
done; 
Among dull hparti a prophet never 
grrw ; 
The nurse of fun-grown souls is soli- 
tuJe. 


The olJ wor1d is effete; there man with 
man 
Jostles, Rnll, in the brawl for means to 
Ii ve, 
Life is troll uuùerfoot, - Life, the one 
hloek 
Of marble that's vouch,;afed wherefrom 
to carve 
Our great thoughts, white and godlike, 
to shill(> ùown 
The future, Life, the irreùepmable block, 
"\rhieh one o'er-hasty chisel-dint oft 
mars, 
Scanting our room to cut the features 
out 
Of our fun hopf', so forcing us to ('ro\\ n 
"\rith a mf'all hrad the perfect limbs, or 
lpa yp 
The god's face glowing o'cr a satyr's 
t ru 11 k, 
Failure's bi'ief epitaph. 


Y L'R, Europp's \'\"01 'tl 
Itct'ls on to judgnwnt; there the CUI11- 
1111)11 Ul't'tl, 
Losin
 t:IIIl'
 saacd use, to be a bond 
'Twixt jle and Thee, sets cach one 
scowlillgly 
O'er his own ::.elfish hoard at bay; no 
stat(., 
Knit strungly with eternal fibres up 
Of allmell's sl'parate and united \\ eals, 

elf-poiseù and. sole as star
, yet oue as 
light, 
Holùs up a shape of large Humanity 
To which by uatural in
tinct every 
111 an 
Pays loyalty exulting, by which all 

Iuulù their own liws, and fcel their 
pulses tìlll'(1 
\rith the red, fiery blood of the general 
life, 
)Iakin
 tIH'm mighty in peace, as now 
111 war 
They are, even in the flush of victory, 
weak 
Conquerillg that manhooJ which should 
them su bdue. 
-\nd what gift bring I to this untried 
world I 
Shall the sanl{' trage(ly be played anew, 
And the same lurid curtain drop at 
last 
On onf' dread åpsola.tion, OI1P fierce crash 
Of that recoil which on its makers God 
Lets Ignorance and Sin and Hunger 
make, 
Ea.rly or late? Or shall that common- 
wealth 
"....h05e pott'nt unitval1à conC'pntrip f.)1'ce 
Can draw these scattered joints and 
parts of men 
I nto a whole ideal man once morp, 
\\Thich sud
s not from its limbs tlH> life 
away, 
But sends its fiood-tiJe and creates 
itself 
Over again in every citizen, 
Be there built up I For me, I have JlO 
choice; 
I might turn back to other df'stinies, 
For o Ill' sinC'ere key opes all Fortune's 
(lom's ; 
But whoso aJlswers not GmI's earliest 
call 
Forf('its or dulls that farulty supreme 
Of lying upen to his g'pnius 
"\Vhich makes the wise heart certain of 
its euds. 
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Here am I; for what el1l1 God knows, 
not I ; 
Westward still points the inexorable 
soul: 
Here am I, with llO friend but the sad 
sea., 
The beating heart of this great enter- 
prise, 
'Yhich, without me, would stiffen in 
swift death; 
This have I mused on, since IDme eye 
could first 
Among the stars distinguish and with 
joy 
Rest OIl that God-fed Pharos of the 
north, 
On some blue promontory of heaven 
lighted 
That juts far out into the upper sea; 
To this one hope my heart hath clung for 
years, 
As would a foundling to the talisman 
Hung round his neck by hands he knew 
not whose; 
A poor, vile thing and dross to all ùeside, 
Yet he therein can feel a virtue left 
By the sad pressure of a mother's hand, 
And unto him it still is tremulous 
,rith palpitating haste and wet with 
tears, 
The key to him of hope and humanness, 
The coarse shell of life's l1earl, Expect- 
ancy. 
This hope hath been to me for love and 
fame, 
Hath made me wholly lonely on the 
earth, 
Building me up as in a thick-ribbed 
tower, 
'Vherewith enwalled my watching spirit 
burned, 
Conquering its little island from the 
Dark, 
Sole as a scholar's lamp, and heard men's 
steps, 
In the far hurry of the outward world, 
Pass dimly forth and back, sounds heard 
in dream. 
As Ganymede by the eagle was snatched 
IIp 
From the gross sod to be Jove's cup- 
bearer, 
So was I lifted l)y my great design: 
And who hath trod Olympus, from his 
eye 
Fades not tbat broader outlook of the 
gods; 


His life's low valleys overbrow earth's 
clouds, 
.And that Olyn.lpian spectre of the 11ast 
Looms towering up in sovereigullll'lllory, 
Beckoning hi
 soul from meaIler lll'ights 
of doom. 
Had but the shadow of the Thundercl"s 
birù, 
Flashing athwart my spirit, made of me 
A swift-betraying vi
ioll'
 Gauymclle, 
Yet to have greatly dreamed precluùes 
low end::; ; 
Great days lutYe ever such a morning-red, 
On such a hase great futures are built up, 
And aspiration, though not put in act, 
Comes ba
k to ask its plighted troth 
agam, 
Still watches round its grave the unlaid 
ghost 
Of a dead virtue, and makes other hopps, 
Save that implacable one, seem thin and 
bleak 
....\s shadows of bare trees upon the snow, 
Bound freezing there by the ullpitying 
mOOll. 


\Vhile other youths perplexed their man- 
dolins, 
Praying that Thetis would her fingers 
twine 
In the loose glories of her lover's hair, 
.And wile another kiss to keep back day, 
1, stretched beneath the mally-centuried. 
shade 
Of some writhed oak, the wood's Lao- 
coön, 
Did of my hope a dryad mistress make, 
\\Thom I would woo to meet me privily, 
Or unùerneath the stars, or when the 
moon 
Flecked all the forest floor with scattered 
pearls. 
a days whose memory tames to fawning 
down 
The surly fell of Ocean's bristled neck! 
I know not when this hope enthralled 
me fi rst, 
But from my boyhoô'rl up I loyed to hear 
The taIll'it}('-fol'e
ts of the ....\peuuÌlle 
Murmur tl1l'ir hoary ]('gends of the sra, 
\Yhich hearing, I ill vi
.;Íon deal' beheld 
The suddeu diuk of tropic night shut 
down 
0' er the huge whisper of great watery 
wastes, 
The while a pair of herons trailingly_ 
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Flapped inlanil, wlH're some league-wide' But in the markd-plact.'s glare and 
rivpr hurlt'd throng 
The ydlow spoil of unconjpl'Ìurel! realms He sits apart, an pxilp, and his brow 
Far throu
h a gulf's grel'll silpllcc, never A..he:s with the Illockiug mClllory of its 
scarrl'II crown. 
By any but the N orth-winll's hurryillg But to tl)(' spirit seh'ct there is no choif'e ; 
kcpls. IIp cannot say, This will I do, or th:lt, 
Anù not the rillCS alone; all sights anù For the chca.p means putting Heaveu's 
sOlUlIls enlts in l'awll, 
To my worltl-sl'l'king heart paid fealty, Anù bartering his bleak rocks, the free- 
And ('aterell for it as the Cretan bees hold stl'rIl 
Brought honèY to the baby Jupiter, Of dpstiny's first-born, for smoother fieldq 
""ho in hi!; soft hand crushed a violpt, That yield nu crop uf self-ùpnying will ; 
Godlike fo)"enHlsing the rough thunder's A hand is stretched to him from out the 
. gripe; dark, 
Thpn dill I I'lltf'rtain tllf' poet's song, \Vhich grasping without question, he is 
My great Idea's gm'st, and, passing o'er led 
That iron bridge thl' Tuscan huilt to hell, \Vherc thel'e is work that he must ùo for 
I IlPafll Ulyssf's tl'll of mountain-chains God. 
'Vhose adamantine links, his manaclps, The trial still is the strength's comple- 
The western main shook growling, and I11<'Ut, 
still gnawed. And the uncertain, dizzy path that scales 
I broOlh.d 011 the wise A thcllian's tale The shepr heights of suprPIllPst purposes 
Of happy Atlantis, and heard I3jürne's Is steeper to the angel than the chilù. 
kf'el Chances have laws as fixeù as planets 
Crunch the gray pebbles of the Vinland haye, 
shorp: And disappointment's dry and bitter 
For 1 helieved the poets; it is thpy root, 
\Vho utter wisdom from tIH' cpntral dppp, Envy's harsh berries, and the choking 
And, listening to tIll:' inner flow of things, pool 
Speak to the age out of eternity. Of the world's scorn, are the right 
mother-milk 
To the tough hearts that pioneer their 
k inli, 
And brpak a. pathway to those unknown 
realms 
That in the earth's broad shadow lio 
enthrallell; 
Endurance is the crowning quality, 
Alld patieuce all the pas:sion of great 
lH'arts ; 
Thesp are their stay, and when the leaden 
swarm of worhl 
Sets its hani face against their fateful 
thought, 
And brute strcngth, like a scornful con- 
q u{'ror, 
Clangs his huge mace down in the other 
scalp, 
The inspired soul but flings his patience 
in, 
And slowh-that ontwpighs the ponùerous 
gloùp, - 
One faith against a whule earth's un- 
belit.f, 
One soul agaillst the flesh of all man- 
kinù. 


Ah mp ! old hprmitfoò sought for solitude 
111 eaves a11l1 df'sert places of thp earth, 
\rhere their own heart-beat was the only 
stir 
Of living thing that comfortpd the year; 
nut tilt> halli pillar-top of Simeon, 
I II midnight's blankest waste, were pop- 
ulous, 
Matchell with the isolation drear and 
depp 
Of him who pines among the 
men, 
At once a new thought's king anù pris- 
oner, 
Fepling the tnwT life within his lifp, 
Thf' fountain of his spirit's propl1Pcy, 
Sinking away a III 1 wastin
, drop hy eh'op, 
1 n the nngrat('ful salllis or sceptic pars. 
I II. in tIll' palace-aisles of untrod woods 
Doth walk a king; fur him the pent-up 
cell 
""illens heY()Il(l th{' {'irf'lp
 of the stars, 
An(l all the sCl'ptred spirits of the past 
Come thronging in to greet him a;i thl'Íl 
peer; 
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Thus ever seems it when my soul can lwar 
The voice that errs nut; then my tri- 
umph gleams, 
0' er the blank ocean beckoning, aud all 
night 

Iy heart flies on bt'fore me as I sail; 
Far on 1 see my lifelong enterprise, 
'Vhich rose like Gange::; mid the freezing 
snows 
Of a world's solitude, sweep broadening 
do\yn, 
And, gathering to itself a thousand 
strt'mns, 
Grow sacreù ere it mingle with the sea; 
1 see the ullgateù wall of chaos old, 
'V'ith blocks Cyclopean hewn of solid 
night, 
Fade like a wreath of nnreturnillg mist 
Before the irreversible feet of liffht . - 
ð , 
And 10, with what clear omen in the east 
On daY's gray threshold stands the eager 
da wn, 
Like YOllUg Leander rosy from the sea 
G lowing at Hero's lattice ! 


One day more 
These muttering shoalbrains leave the 
helm to me : 
God, let me not in their dull ooze be 
stranded; 
Let not this one frail bark, to hollow 
whh'h 
I have dug out tht' pith aud sinewy heart 
Of my aspiring life's fair trunk, be so 
Cast up to warp and blacken in the sun, 
Just as the opposing wind 'gins whistle 
ofr 
His cl1Pf'k-swollpl1 pack, and from the 
It'aning ma
t 
Fortune's full sail strains forward! 


One poor day!- 
Remem bel' whose and not how short it 
i
 ! 
It is God's day, it is Columbus's. 
A lavish day! One day, with life and 
hpart, 
Is more than time enough to find a world. 
1814. 


ÄN INCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT 
HAMBURG. 


TilE tower of old Saint Nicholas soared 
upward to the skips, 
Like some hugp pif'ce of K ature's make, 
the growth of centuries; 


You could not deem its crowdinO' spires 
a work uf human art, 0 
They 
eenl('d' to struggle ligbtwarù from 
a sturdy living heart. 
Not K ature's self more freely speaks in 
crystal or in 03 k, 
Than, through tll(' pious builder's hand 
in that gray pile she spoke; , 
And as from aeorn sl1l'ings the oak, so, 
frePly amI alone, 
Sprang fr
m his l
eart this hymn to God, 
sung III obeùleut stone. 
I t seemed a wondrous frpak of chance, so 

erfect, yet so rough, 
A wh1ln of Nature crystallized slowly in 
granite tough; 
The thick spires yearned towards the sky 
in quaint harmonious lines, 
And i.n broad sunlight basked and slept, 
lIke a grove of blasted pines. 
N ever did rock or stream or tree lay claim 
with bettcr right 
To all the aùorning sympathies of shadow 
and of light; 
And, in that forest petrified, as forester 
then.> dwells 
Stout Herman, the old sacristan, 501e 
lord of all its bells. 


Surge leaping after surge, the fire roared 
onward red 3S blood, 
Till half of Hamburg lay enO'ulfed be- 
neath the eddying flood; 0 
For miles away the fiery spray poured 
down its deadly rain, 
And back and forth the l)i1lows sucked, 
and paused, and burst again. 
From square to s<J.uare with tiger leaps 
pantt'd the lustful firp, 
The air to leeward shuùdereù with the 
gasps of its desire; 
And church awl palace, which evt'n now 
stood wlwlmed hut to the kllet', 
Lift their black roofs like breakers lone 
amid the whirling sea. 
Up in his tower old Hprman sat and 
watched with quiet look; 
Hi
 soul had tnu.;ted God too long to be 
at last forsook; 
He could not fear, for surely God a path- 
way woul!l unfold 
Through this red sea. for faithful hearts, 
as once he did of old. 
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But scarc('lv can he cross himself, or on 
his goò'd saiut call, 
Befort' the sacrilegious flood 0' er1eaped 
the churchyanl wall ; 
And, ere a pater half was said, mid smoke 
ancl crackling glare, 
His island tower scarce juts its heall 
aboye the wide despair. 
Upon the peril's lh>sperate peak his heart 
stool! up sublime; 
His first thought was for God above, his 
uext was for his chime; 
" Sing now and make your voices heard 
in hymns of praise," cried he, 
" As did the Israclit('s of old, safe walk- 
ing through the ::;ea ! 
"Through this red sea our God hath 
made the pathway safe to shore; 
Our promised land stanl!s full in sight; 
shout now as ne'er before! " 
And as the tower came crushing down, 
the bells, in clear accord, 
Pealed forth the grand old German 
hymn, - "All good souls, prai
e 
the Lord! " 


THE SOWER. 


I SAW a Sower walking slow 
Across the l'arth, frolll east to \\"('st; 
His hair was white as mountaiu 
now, 
His head droopt'd forwanl on his breast. 
'Vith shrivelled hands he flung his seed, 
K or eyer turned to look behind; 
Of sight or sound he took no h('ed ; 
I t seemed he was both dl'af aIllI blind. 


His dim face showed no soul þeneath, 
Yet in my heart I felt a :;tir, 
As if I looked upon the sheath 
That once had clasped Excalibur. 


I heard, as still the seed ht' cast, 
How, crooning to hims('lf, he sung, 
" I sow again the holy Past, 
Thc happy days when I was young. 


"Then all was wlleat without a tare 
Th('n all was righteous, fair, and tn;e ; 
And I am he whose thoucrhtful care 
Shalll'laut the Old ".. orhl in the X ew. 


"The fnlitful germq I scatter frpe, 
""ith busy hand, whilp all men slt'ep; 


Tn Europe now, from spa to sea, 
The nations Lless mc as they reap." 


TlH'n I looke(l back along 11Ïs path, 
_\ml hpard the clash of steel on steel, 
"'hen> man faced man, in deadly wrath, 
\Vhile clanged the tocsin's hurrying peal. 
The sky with burning towns flared red, 
X earer the noisc of fighting roll{>d, 
And brothers' blood, by brotlwrs shed, 
Crept curdling oVel' pavements coM. 
Thf'n marked I bow each gprm of truth 
""hii'll through he dotanI's fingers ran 
\Yas mated ,dth a dragon's tooth 
\Vhence there sprang up an armëd man. 
I !o;houte(l, but he could not hear; 
)[ade signs, but thpse he could not see; 
And still, without a doubt or fear, 
Broadcast he sèattered anarchy. 


Long to my straining ears the blast 
Drought faintly back the words he 
sung: 
"I sow ag,1in the holy Past, 
The happy days when I was young." 


HUNGER AND COLD. 


Rr
TERS two, all praise to you, 
'Yith your faces pinched and blue; 
To the poor man you've been true 
From of old : 
You ('an speak the keenpst word, 
You are sure of being hCal'II, 
:From the point you're never stirred, 
Hunger and Colù! 
Let sleek statesmen temporize; 
Pabipd are their shifts and lit's 
'rh
n th('y meet your bloodshot eyes, 
Grim and buld ; 
Policy you set at naught, 
In t hpir traps yon 'll not be caught, 
You're too honest to be bought, 
Hunger anti Cold! 
Bolt and bar the palace door; 
\\"hilp tll(' mas:; uf men arc poor, 
Naked truth grows more and more 
r neon t rollèd ; 
You 11
Hl Ile\-el' Yt>t, I gues
, 
Any praise for bashfulne!:>
, 
You can visit sans court-dress, 
Hungt'l' and ('olù! 
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',,"hile tht' music fpH and rose, 
A wl the dance l'eeled to its dose, 
'\'he1"e lwr round of costly woes 
}'ashion strolled, 
I l)ebeld with slmddt'ring fear 
"\\T olves' pyes through the windows peer; 
Little dream they you are near, 
Hunger and Cold! 


'Vhen tbe toiler's heart you clutch, 
Conscience is not ,.alued mucb, 
He reeks not a bloody smutch 
On his gold: 
Everything to you defers, 
You are potent reasoners, 
At your whisper Treason stirs, 
Hunger and Cold! 


Rude comparisons you draw, 
'V ords refuse to sate your maw, 
Your gaunt limhs the cobweb law 
Cannot hold: 
Yon're not clogged with foolish pride, 
But can seize a right denied: 
Somehow God is on your side, 
Hunger and Cold! 


Yon respect no hoary wrong 
l\Iore for having triumphed long; 
I ts past victims, llaggard throng, 
From the mould 
You unbury: swords and spears 
"\\T eaker are than poor men's tpars, 
"\Veaker than your silent years, 
Hunger anù Cold! 


Let t1wm guard both hall and bower; 
Through the window you will glower, 
Patient till your rec.koning hour 
Shall be tolled ; 
Cheeks are pale, but hands are red, 
Guiltles
 blood may chanct' be shed, 
But ye must and will be fed, 
Hunger and Cold! 


God has plans man must not spoil, 
Some were made to starve and toil, 
Some to share the wine and oil, 
'Ve are told: 
Devil's theories are these, 
Stifling hope and love amI peace, 
Framed your hideous lusts to please, 
H unger and Cold ! 


Scatter ashes on thy head, 
Tears of burning sorrow shed, 


Earth! and be by Pity led 
To Love's fold; 
Ert> they Ll9ck the very door 
'Vith lean corpses of the poor, 
Aud win hush for naught but gore, 
H unger and Cold ! 
1844. 


THE LANDLORD. 


,V HA T boot your llOuses and your lands 1 
I n spite of close-drawn deed and fence, 
Like water, 'twixt your cheated hands, 
They slip into the graveyard's sands, 
And mock your ownership's pretence. 


How shall you speak to urge your right, 
Choked with that soil for which you 
lust? 
The bit of clay, for whose delight 
You grasp, is mortgaged, too; Death 
might 
Foreclose this very day in dust. 


Fence as you })lease, this plain poor 
mall, 
'Yhose only fields are in his wit, 
'Vho shapes the world, as best he can, 
According to God's higher plan, 
Owns you, anù fences as is fit. 


Though yours the rents, his incomes 
wax 
By right of eminent domain; 
From factory tall to woodman's axe, 
All things on earth must pay their tax, 
To feed his hungry he:H't and brain. 


He takf'
 you from your ea
y-cllair, 
And what he plans that you must 
do' 
Yon sleep'in down! eat dainty fare,- 
lIe mounts his crazy galTt't-stair 
A nd starves, the landlord over you. 


Feeding the clods your idle
se drains, 
You make more green six feet of soil ; 
His fruitful word, like suns anclraius, 
Partakes the seasons' bounteous pains, 
And toils to lighten human toil. 


Your lands; with force or cunning got, 
Shrink to the llwasure of the grave; 
But Death himself abridges not 
The tenur<:'s of- almighty thought, 
The titles of tllP wise and brave. 
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TO A PINE-TREE. 


FAR up on Katahdin thou towprest, 
l'urple- Llue with the distance and 
vast; 
Like a cloud o'er the lowlands thou 
lowerest, 
That hangs poised 011 a lull in the 
bla5t, 
To its fall leaning awful. 


In the storm, like a prophet o'ermad- 
delled, 
Thou singest and tossest thy branches; 
Thy lwart with the terror is gladdened, 
Thou fOI'ebodest the dread avalanches, 
'Vhen whole mountains swoop valc- 
ward. 


In the calm thou o'erstretchest the va.l- 
leys 
'Vith th
ne arms, as if blessings im- 
plormg, 
Like an old king led forth from his pal- 
ace, 
'Vhen his people to battle are pourinO' 
From the city beneath him. 0 


To the 
umberer asleep 'neath thy gloom- 
mg 
Thou dost sing of wild billows in mo- 
tion, 
Till he longs to be swung mid their boom- 
ing 
In the tents of the Arabs of ocean, 
'Vhose fiuned i::;les are their cattle. 


For the gale snatches thee for his lyre, 
'Vith mad hand crashing melody 
frantic, 
'Vhile he pours forth his miaht y de- 
. b 
sire 
To lpap down on the eager Atlantic, 
'V hose arms stretch to his play- 
mate. 


The wild storm makes his lair in thy 
branche
, 
Preying thence on the continent un- 
del" 
Like a li
ll, crouched close on his 
hauneht's 
There awaiteth his leap the fierce 
thu1lller, 
Growling low with impatience. 


Spite of winter, thou kcep'st thy green 
glury, 
Lusty father of Titans past numbt'r! 
The sllu,v-Jlak('s alone make thee hoary, 
.N estling dOðC to thy branches in 
slulllLer, 
.And thee mantling with silence. 


Thou alone know'st the splendor of 
Will ter, 
1\1id thy snow-silvered, hushed pre- 
ci pices, 
II earing crags of green ice groan and 
splinter, 
And then plunge down the muflled 
abysses 
In the quiet of midnight. 


Thou 
lone know'st the glory of summer, 
Gazmg down on thy broad seas of 
forest, 
On thy subjects that send a proud mur- 
mur 
Up to thee, to their sachem, who tow- 
erest 
From thy bleak throne to heaven. 


SI DESCENDERO IN INFERNUM, ADES. 


0, w A
nERIXG dim on the extremest 
edge 
Of God's bright providence, whose 
spiri ts sigh 
Drearily in you, like the winter sedae 
That shivers o'er the dead poolo stiff 
and dry, 
A thin, sad voice, when the bold wind 
roars by 
From the clear North of Duty, - 
Still by cracked arch and broken shaft I 
trace 
That here was once a shrine and holy 
place 
Of the supernal Beauty,- 
A child's play-altar reared of sbmes 
and moss, 
"lth wilted flowers for offering laid 
ac ross, 
Mute recognition of the all-ruling Grace. 


How far are ye from the innocent, from 
those 
".hose hearts are as a little lane serene, 

lllooth-heaped from wall to wall with 
un broke snuws, 
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Or in the summer blithe with lamb- 
cropped green, 
Save the Olle track, where naught 
more rude is seen 
Than the })lump wain at even 
Bringing hOllle four months' sunshine 
bound in sheaves!- 
How far are ye from those! yet who 
believes 
That ye can shut out heaven 
 
Your souls partake its influence, not 
in vain 
N or all unconscious, as that silent lane 
Its drift of noiseless avple-blooll1s re- 
cei ves. 


Looking within myself, I note how thin 
A plank of station, chance, or pros- 
perous fate, 
Doth fence lue from the clutching waves 
of sin;- 
In my own heart I find the worst 
nlan's nlate, 
And see not ilimly the smooth-hingëd 
gate 
That opes to those abysses 
Where ye grope darkly,-ye who never 
knew 
On your young hearts love's consecrating 
dew, 
Or felt a mother's kisses, 
Or home's restraining tendrils round 
you curled; 
Ah, side by side with heart's-ease in 
this world 
The fatal nightshade grows and bitter rue ! 
One band ye cannot break, - the force 
that clips 
And grasps your circles to the central 
light; 
Yours i!:) the prodigal comet's long el- 
li pse, 
Self-exiled to the farthest verge of 
night; 
Yet strives with you no less that in- 
ward might 
No sin hath e'er imbruted; 
The god in you the creed-dimmed eye 
eludes; 
The Law brooks not to have its solitudes 
By bigot feet polluted;- 
Yet they who watch your God-com- 
pelled return 
May see your happy perihelion burn 
Where the calm sun his unfledged 
planets broods. 


'tV ONDROUS and awful are thy silent 
halls, 
o kingdom of the past! 
There lie the bygone ages in their palls, 
Guarded by shadows vast; 
There all is hushed and breathless, 
Save when some image of old error falls 
Earth wor::;hipped once as deathless. 
There sits drear Egypt, mid beleaguer- 
ing sands, 
Half woman and half bea
t, 
The burnt-out torch within her moul- 
dering hands 
That once lit all the East; 
A dotard bleared and hoary, 
There Asser crouches o'er the blackened 
brands 
Of Asia's long-quenched glory. 
Still as a city buried 'neath the sea 
Thy courts and temples stand; 
Idle as forms on wind-waved tapestry 
Of saints and heroes grand, 
Thy phantasms grope and shiver, 
Or watch the 100::;e shores crumbling si- 
lently 
Into Time's gnawing river. 
Titanic shapes with faces blank and dun, 
Of their old godhead lorn, 
Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun, 
'Vhich they misdeem for morn; 
And yet the eternal sorrow 
In their unmonarched eyes says day is 
done 
Without the hope of morrow. 
o realm of silence and of swart eclip!:)e, 
The shapes that haunt thy gloom 

lake signs to us and move their with- 
ered lips 
Acruss the gulf of doom; 
Yet all their sound and motion 
Bring no more freight to us than wraiths 
of ships 
On the mirage's ocean. 
And if sometimrs a moaning wandereth 
From out thy desolate halls, 
If some grilll shadow of thy living death 
Acro!:)s our sunshine falls 
And scares the world to error, 
The eternal life sends forth melodious 
breath 
To chase the misty terror. 
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Thy mighty clamors, wars, and world- 
noised deeds 
Are silent now in dust, 
Gone like a tremble of the huddling 
reeds 
Bt>neath some suddpn guc;t; 
Thy forms and creeds have vanished, 
Tossed out to wither like unsightly weeds 
From the world's garden banished. 
'Vhatever of true life there was in thee 
Leaps in our age's veins; 
'Yield still thy bent and wrinkled em- 
pery, 
And shake thine idle chains;- 
To thee thy dross is clinging, 
For us thy martyrs die, thy prophets see, 
Thy poets still are singing. 
Here, mid the bleak waves of our strife 
and care, 
Float the green Fortunate Isles 
Where all thy hero-spirits dwell, and 
share 
Our martyrdoms and toils; 
The })resent moves attended 
With all of brave and excellent and fair 
That made the old time sl)lendid. 


TO THE FUTURE. 


o LA:SD of Promise! from ,,'hat Pisgah's 
height 
Can I behold thy stretch of peaceful 
bowers, 
Thy golden harvests flowing out of sight, 
Thy nestled homes and sun-illumined 
towers 1 
Gazing upon the sunset's high-heaped 
gold, 
Its crag
 of opal and of chrysolite, 
Its deeps on deeps of glory, that un- 
fold 
Still brightening abysses, 
And blazing precipices, 
"Yhence but a scanty leap it seems to 
heaven, 
Sometimes a glimpse is given 
Of thy more gorgeons realm, thy more 
uDstinted blisses. 


Aud lure out blossoms; to thy bosom 
lea pSt 
As to a mother's, the o'erwearied heart, 
Hearing far off and dim the toiling 
mart, 
The hurrying feet, the curses without 
Dum ber, 
And, circled with the glow Elysian 
Of thine exulting vision, 
Out of its very cares wooes charms for 
peace and slumber. 
To t]lee the earth lifts up her fettered 
hands 
And cries for vengeance; with a pity- 
ing smile 
Thou blessest her, and she forgets her 
bands, 
And 11(>r old woe-worn face a little 
while 
Grows young and noble; unto thee the 
Oppressor 
Looks, and is dumb with awe; 
The eternal law, 
'Vhich makes the crime its own blind- 
fold redresser, 
Shadows his heart with perilons fore- 
boding, 
And he can see the grim-eyed Doom 
From out the trf'lllbling gloom 
Its silent-footed steeds towards his pal- 
ace goading. 


'Vhat promises hast thou for Poets' 
eyes, 
Aw(>ary of the turmoil and the wrong! 
To aU their hopes ,,,hat overjoyed re- 
plies! 
'Yhat undreamed ecstasies for bliss- 
ful song! 
Thy happy plains no war-trump's brawl- 
iu a clanO'or 
Disturbs, and fools the poor to hate 
the poor; . 
The humble glares not on the high with 
angt'r ; 
Love leayes no grudge at less, no greed 
for more; 
In vain strives Self the godlike sense to 
smother; 
From the soul's de(>ps 
It throhs and leaps; 
The nohle 'neath foul rags beholds his 
long-lost brother. 


o Land of Quiet! to t}lY shore the surf 
Of the perturbëd Present rolls and 
sleeps; 
Our storms breathe soft as June upon To thee the 1.1artyr looketh, and his 
thy turf fires 


5 
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Unlock their fangs and leave his 
spirit free; 
To thee the POI
t mid llis toil aspires, 

 And grief and hunger climb aùout his 
knee, 
Welcome as children; thou upholdest 
The lone Inventor by his demon 
haunted; 
The Prophet cries to thee when hearts 
are coldest, 
Anù gazing o'er the midnig
t's 
bleak abyss, 
Sees the drowsed soul awaken at 
thy kiss, 
And stretch its bappy arms and leap up 
disenchan ted. 


Thou bringest vengeance, but so loving- 
kinùly 
The guilty thinks it pity; taught by 
thee, 
Fierce tyrants drop the scourges where- 
with blindly 
Their own souls they were scarring; 
conquerors see 
With horror in their hands the accursed 
spear 
That tore the meek One's side on 
Calvary, 
And from their trophies shrink with 
ghastly fear; 
Thou, too, art the Forgiver, 
The beauty of man's soul to man re- 
vealing ; 
The arrows from thy quiver 
Pierce Error's guilty heart, but only 
pierce for healing. 
0, whither, whither, glory-wingëd 
dreams, 
From out Life's sweat and turmoil 
would ye hear me 1 
Slmt, gates of Fancy, on yonI' golden 
gleams, - 
This agony of hopeless contrast spare 
me! 
Fade, cheating glow, and leave me to 
my night! 
He is a coward, who would bor- 
row 
A charm against the present sorrow 
From thé vague Future's promise of de- 
light: 
As life's alarums nearer roll, 
The ancestral buckl{'r calls, 
Self-clanging from the walls 
In the high temple of the soul; 


'Vhere are most sorrows, there the po- 
et's sphere is, 
To feed !he soul with patience, 
To healÜs desolations 
'Vith words of unshorn truth, with love 
that never wearies. 


HEBE. 


I SAW the twinkle of white feet, 
I saw the flash of robes descelldinO' j 
Before her ran an influence fleet 
That b?wed my heart like barley'bend- 
Ing. 


As, in bare fields, the searchinO' bees 
Pilot to blooms be'\Tond our findi
O' 
J 0' 
I t led me on, by sweet degrees 
Joy's simple honey-cells unbinùing. 
Those Graces were that seemed grim 
Fates; 
'Vith nearer love the sky leaned o'er 
me; 
The long-sought Secret's golùen gates 
On musieal hinges swung before me. 
I saw the brimmed bowl in hi'r grasp 
Thrilling with godhood; like a lover 
I sprang the proflered life to clasp;- 
The beaker fell; the luck was over. 
The Earth has drunk the vintage np; 
'Vhat boots it patch the goblet's splin- 
ters 1 
Can Summer fill the icy cup, 
'Vhose treacherous crystal is but 'Vin- 
ter's? 


o spendthrift haste! await the Goòs; 
Their nectar crowns the lips of Pa- 
tience ; 
Haste scatters on unthankful sods 
The immortal gift ill vain libations. 
Coy Hebe flies from those that woo, 
And shuns the hands woulù seize upon 
her. 
Follow tÌl Y life, and she will sue 
To pour for thee the cup of honor. 


THE SEARCH. 


I .WE
T to seek for Christ, 
And Nature seemed. so fair 
That first the woods and HelJs my youth 
en ticed, 
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Ancl T wa
 sure to find him there: 
Thp t(,111 pIe I forsook, 
...\nd to the soli tude 
Allpgiance paid; but \Vinter came and 
shook 
The crown and purple from my 
wood; 
His snows, 1ike desert sands, with scorn- 
ful drift, 
Besieged the columned aisle and pal- 
acp-gate; 
My Thebps, cut depp with many a sol- 
emn rift, 
But epitaphell her own sepulchred 
state: 
Then I reml'l11hert.a whom I went to seek, 
And blessed hlunt \Vinter for his coun- 
sel bleak. 


Back to the world I turned, 
For Christ, I said, is 1\ ing ; 
So the cramped alley aull the hut I 
spurned, 
As far beneath his sojourning: 
.Mid power and wealth I sought, 
But found no trace of him, 
And all the costly offerings I had 
brought 
"'lth sudden rust and mould grew 
dim: 
I found his tomb, indeed, where, by 
their laws, 
All must on stated days themselyes 
imprison, 

Iocking with brpad a dead creed's grin- 
ning jaws, 
"'ïtless how long the life had thence 
arisen ; 
Due sacrifice to this they set apart, 
Prizing it more than Christ's own living 
heart. 


So from my ff>et the dust 
Of the proud \V orlll I shook; 
Then came dear Love and shared with 
me his crust, 
AmI half my sorrow's burden took. 
Aftpr the \r orld's soft bed, 
I ts rich and dainty fare, 
Like down sPPllled Love's coarse pillow 
to IllV head, 
His cheaÌ} food seemed as manna 
fare; 
Fresh-troddpn prints of bare and bleed- 
ing fef>t, 
Turned to the heedless city whence I 
came, 


Hard by I saw, and springs of worship 
sweet 
Gushed from my cleft heart f:.mitten 
hy the same; 
Love looked me in the face and spake no 
words, 
But straight I kn('w those footprints 
were the Lord's. 


I followed where they led, 
And in a hO\'el rude, 
\Vith naught to fence the weather from 
his hf>ad, 
The King I sought for meekly stood ; 
A naked, hungry child 
Clung round his gracious knef>, 
Anù a poor hunteù slave looked up and 
smiled 
To bless the smile that set him 
free; 
New miraclps I saw his presence do, - 
No more I knew the hovel bare and 
poor, 
The gathered chips into a woodpile 
grew, 
The broken morsel Rwelled to goodly 
store ; 
I knelt and wept: my Christ no more 
I seek, 
His throne is with the outcast and the 
weak. 


THE PRESENT CRISIS. 


'\VHEN a deed is done for Freedom, 
through the broad earth's aching 
breast 
Runs a thrill of joy prophetic, trembling 
on from east to west, 
And the sla\Te, where'er hp cowers, feels 
the sonl within him climh 
To the awful vprge of manhood, as the 
energy sublime 
Of a century bursts full-blossomed on 
the thorny stem of Time. 
Through the wans of hut and palace 
shoots the instantaneous throe, 
'Vhen the travail of the ..\ges wrings 
earth's systems to nlHl fro ; 
At the birth of each new Era, with a. 
rl'cognizing start, 

 ation wildly looks at nation, stanùing 
with mute lips apart, 
...\nd g]arl Trnth's yet mightier man-child 
leaps beneath the Future's heal
t. 
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So the Evil's triumph sendeth, with 
a terror and a chill, 
Under continent to continent, the sensé 
of coming ill, 
And the slave, where'er he cowers, feels 
his sympathies with God I 
In hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to 
be drunk up by the sod, . 
Till a corpse crawls round unburied, 
delving in the nobler clod. 
For mankind are one in spirit, and an 
instinct bears along, 
Round the earth's electric circle, the 
swift flash of right or wrong; 
"\Vhether conscious or unconscious, yet 
Humanity's vast frame 
Through its ocean-sundered fibres feels 
the gush of joy or shame; - 
In the gain or loss of Olle race all the 
rest ha ve equal claim. 
. Once to every man and nation comes the 
moment to decide, 
In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, 
for the good or evil side; 
Some great cause, God's new 
fessiah, 
offering each the bloom or blight, 
Parts the goats upon the left hand, and 
the sheep upon the right, 
And the choice goes by forever 'twixt 
that darkness and that light. 
Hast tllOu chosen, 0 my people, on 
whose party thou shalt stand, I 
Ere the Doom from its worn sandals 
shakes the dust against our land? 
tThough the cause of Evil prosper, yet 
't is Truth alone is strong, 
And, albeit she wander outcast now, I 
see around her throng 
Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to en- 
shield her from all wrong. 
Backward look across the ages and the 
beacon-moments see, 
That, like peaks of some sunk continent, 
jut through Oblivion's sea; 
Not an ('ar in court or market for the 
low foreboding cry 
Of those Crises, God's stf>rn winnowers, 
from whose feet earth's chaff must 
fly; 
Never shows the c1lOice momentous till 
the judgment hath passed by. 
Careless seems the great Avenger ; his- I 
tory's pages but record 


One death-grapple in the darkness 'twixt 
old systems aUlI the 'Y ord ; 
Truth fOlever on the scaffold, 'Vl'ong 
forever on the throne, - 
Yet that scaffold sways the future, and, 
behind the dim unknown, 
Standeth God within the shadow, keep- 
ing watch above his own. 
"r e see dimly in the Present what is 
small and what is great, 
Slow of faith how weak an arm may 
turn the iron helm of fate, 
But the soul is still oracular; amid the 
market's din, 
List the ominous stern whisper from the 
Delphic rave within, - 
"'They enslave their children's children 
who make compromise with Sill." 


Slavery, the earth-born Cyclops, fellest 
of the giant brood, 
Sons of brutish Force and Darkness, who 
have drenched the earth with blood, 
Famished in his self-made desert, blind- 
ed by our purer day, 
Gro})(>s ill yet unblasted regions for his 
miserable prey; - 
Shall we guide his gory fingers where 
our helpless chilùren play 
 
'Then to bide with Trutll is noble when 
we share her wretched crust, 
Ere hi'r cause bring fame and profit, and 
't is prosperous to be just; 
Then it is the brave man chooses, while 
the coward stands aside, 
Doubting in his abject spirit, till his 
f Lord is crucified, 
And the multitude make virtue of the 
faith they had denied. 


Count me o'er earth's chosen heroes,- 
they were souls that stood alone, 
'Vhile the men they agonized for hurled 
the contumelious stone, 
Stood serene, and down the future saw 
the golden beam incline 
To the side of perfect justice, mastered 
by their faith divinf', 
By one man's plain truth to manhood 
, and to God's supreme design. 


By the light of burning heretics Christ's . 
bleeding feet I track, 
Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the 
cross that turns not back, 
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And these mounts of anguish number 
how each g-cnf'rntion learned 
One new word of that grand Credo which 
in propht.t-lwartH hath lmrncù 
Since the first man stooù God-conquered 
with his face to heaven upturned. 


For Humanity sweeps onward: whcre 
to-day the martyr stands, . 
On the morrow crouches Judas with the 
silver in his hands; 
Far in front thc cross stands ready and 
the cracklilw fagots burn, 
While the hooti
g mob of yesterday in 
silcnt awe return 
To gleau up the scattercd ashes into 
History's golden urn. 
'T is as easy to be heroes as to sit the idle 
sla ves 
Of a legendary virtue carved upon our 
fathcrs' graves, 
'Vorshippers of light ancestral make the 
prescnt light a crime; - 
'Vas the 
Ia.yflower launched by cow- 
ards, steered by men behind their 
time 1 
Turn those tracks toward Past or Fu- 
ture, that make Plymouth Rock 
su blime 1 


They were men of present valor, stalwart 
old iconoclasts, 
Uncollvillced by axe or gibbet that all 
virtue was the Past's; 
But we make their truth our falsellOod, 
thinking that hath maùe us free, 
Hoarding it in mouldy l)archments, 
while our tender spirits flee 
The rude grasp of that great Impulse 
which drove them across the sea. 


They have rights who dare maintain 
them; we are traitors to our sirf's, 
Smothering in their holy ashes .Freedom's 
new-lit altar-fires; 
Shall we make their creed our jailer 1 
Shall we, in our haste to slay, 
From the tomhs of the oM prophets steal 
the funeral lamps away 
To light up the martyr-fagots round the 
prophets of to-day? 
\ :K ew occasions tf'ach nf'W duties; Time 
makes ancient good uncouth; 
. They must upward still, and onward, 
\ who would keep abreast oi Truth; 


Lo, before us gleam her camp-fires! we 
ourselves must Pilgrims be, 
Launch our 
layflower, aud steer boldly 
through the desperate wintf'r sea, 
Nor attempt the }'uture's portal with 
the Past's blood-rusted key. 
December, 18-15. 


AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE. 


'YUAT visionary tints the year puts 
on, 
'Vhen falling leaves falter through 
motion less air 
Or numbly cling and shiver to be 
gone! 
How shimmer the low flats and pas- 
hues bare, 
As with her nectar Hebe Autumn fills 
The bowl between me and those <lis- 
tan t hills, 
And smiles and shakes abroad her misty, 
tremulous hair! 


No more the landscape holds its 
wealth apart, 
:?tlaking me poorf'r in my poverty, 
But mingles with my senses and my 
heart ; 
:?tIy own projected spirit seems to me 
In her own reverie the world to 
steep ; 
'T is she that waves to sympathetic 
sleep, 

Ioving, as she is moved, each field and 
hill and tree. 


How fuse and mix, with what un- 
fclt degrees, 
Clasped by the faint horizon's languid 
arms, 
Each into each, the hazy distances J 
The softened season all the landscape 
charms ; 
Those hills, my native village that 
emhay, 
In waves of dreamier purple roll 
away, 
And floating in mirage seem all the 
glimmering farms. 
Farrlistant sounds the hidden chick- 
adee 
Close at my side; far distant sound 
the leaves; 
The fields seem fields of dream, 
where :Memory 
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Wanders like gleaning Ruth; and as 
the shea Yes 
Of wheat and barley waycred in the 
eye 
Of Boaz as the maiden's glow went 
by, 
So tremble and seem remote all things 
the sense receives. 


The cock's shrill trump that tells 
of scattered corn, 
Passed breezily on by all his flapping 
mates, 
Faint and more faint, from barn to 
barn is borne, 
Southward, perhaps to far :Magellan's 
Straits; 
Dimly I catch the throb of distant 
fla iIs ; 
SiIent1y overhead the hen-hawk 
sails, 
With watchful, measuring eye, and for 
his quarry waits. 


The sobered robin, hunger-silent 
now, 
Seeks cedar-berries blue, his autumn 
cheer; 
The squirrel, on the shingly sl1ag- 
bark's bough; 
N ow saws, now lists with downward 
eye and ear, 
Then drops his nut, and, with a 
chipping bound, 
Whisks to his winding fastness 
underground ; 
The clouds Ìike swans drift down the 
streaming atmosphere. 
O'er yon baI'e knoll the pointed 
cedar shadows 
Drowse on the crisp, gray moss; the 
ploughman's call 
Creeps faint as smoke from black, 
fresh-fuITowed meadows; 
The single crow a single caw lets fall; 
And all around me every bush and 
tree 
Says Autumn's here, and Winter 
soon win be, 
Who snows his soft, white sleep and 
silence over all. 


The birch, most shy and ladylike 
of trees, 
Her poverty, as best she may, re- 
trieves, 


Awl hints at her foregone gentili- 
ties 
'Vith some saved relics of her wealth 
of lea yes ; 
'l'he s,vamp-oak, with his royal pur- 
ple on, 
G lares red as blood across the sink- 
iug sun, 
As òne who proudlier to a falling Tor- 
tune cleaves. 


He looks a sachem, in red blanket 
wrapt, 
'Yho, mid some council of the sad- 
garbed whites, 
Erect and stern, in his own memo- 
ries la pt, 
'Vith distant eye broods Over other 
sights, 
Sees the hushed wood the city's flare 
replace, 
The wounded turf heal o'er the rail- 
way's trace, 
And roams the savage Past of his un- 
dwindled rights. 
The red -oak, softer-grained, yields 
all for lost, 
And, with his crumpled foliage stiff 
and dry, 
After the first betrayal of the frost, 
Rebuffs the kiss of the r('}enting sky; 
The chestnuts, lavish of their long- 
hid gold, 
To the faint Summer, beggared now 
and old, 
Pour back the sunshine hoarded 'neath 
her favoring eye. 
The ash her purple dro!)s forgiv- 
ingly 
And sadly, breaking not the general 
hush; 
The maple-swamps glow like a SUll- 
set sea, 
Each leaf a ripple with its separate 
flush. 
All rou
d the wood's edge creeps 
the skirting blaze 
Of busbes low, as when, on cloudy 
days, 
Ere the rain fans, the cautious farmer 
burns his brush. 
O'er yon low wall, which guards 
one unkempt zone, 
'Vhere vines and weeds amI scrub- 
oaks intertwine 
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Safe from the plough, whose rough, 
ùiscordant stolle 
Is massed to one soft gray by lichens 
tine, 
The tangled blackberry, crossed and 
recrossed, weaves 
A prickly network of ensanguined 
leaves; 
Hard by, with coral heads, the prim 
black-alùers shine. 


Pillarillg' with flame this crumbling 
boundary, 
"
hose loose blocks topple 'neath the 
ploughboy's foot, 
,rho, with each sense shut fast ex- 
cept the eye, 
Creeps close amI scares the jay he 
hoped to shoot, 
The woodbine up the elm's straight 
stem aspires, 
Coiling it, harmless, with autumnal 
tirt'S ; 
In the ivy's paler blaze the martyr oak 
stands mute. 


Below, the Charles - a stripe of 
nether sky, 
N ow hid by rounded apple-trees be- 
tween, 
"Those gaps the misplaced sail 
sweeps bellying by, 
N ow flickering golden through a wOOù- 
land sneen, 
Then spreading out, at his next 
turn beyond, 
A silver circle like an inland pond - 
Slips seawarù silently through marshes 
purple and green. 
Dear marshes! vain to him the gift 
of sight 
'Yho cannot in their various incomes 
share, 
From pvery season drawn, of shade 
and light, 
'Yho sees in them but levels brown 
and bare; 
Each change of stonn or sunshine 
scatters free 
On them its largess of ,-aricty, 
For Xature with cheap mcans still works 
hl'r wOIH.lers rare. 


In Spring they lie one broad expansc 
of grt't'n, 
O'er which th(' light willlls run \\ ith 
glimmering feet: 


Here, yellower stripps track out the 
creek unseen, 
Then>, darker growths o'er hidden 
ditches meet. 
AIIII purpler st
ins show where the 
blossoms crowd, 
As if the silent shadow of a cloud 
Hung there becalmed, with the next 
breath to fleet. 


All round, upon the river's slippery 
edge, 
'Vitchillg to deeper calm the drowsy 
title, 
'V hispers anù leans the breeze- 
entaugling sedge; 
Through emerald glooms the lingering 
waters sliùe, 
Or, sometimes wavering, throw back 
the sun, 
And the stiff banks ill eddies melt 
amI run 
Of dimpling light, and with the cun-ent 
seem to glide. 


In Summer 't is a blithesome sight 
to see, 
As, step by step, with measured swing, 
they pass, 
The wide-ranked mowers wading to 
the knee, 
Their sharp scythes panting through 
the thick-set grass; 
Then, stretched beneath a rick's 
shade in a ring, 
Their nooning take, while one 
begins to sing 
A stave that droops and dies 'neath the 
close sky of brass. 


ltleanwhile that devil-may-care, the 
bobolink, 
Remembering duty, in mid-quaver 
stops 
Just ere he swe('ps o'er rapture's 
tremulous brink, 
And 'twixt the winrows most demurely 
drops, 
A decorous _ bird of business, w 110 
provides 
For his brown mate and fledglings 
six be shIes, 
.And looks from right to left, a farmer 
miù his crops. 
Another change suùùues them in 
the l"all, 
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But saddens not; they still show mer- 
rier tints, 
Though sober russet seems to' cover 
all ; 
When the first sunshine through their 
dew-drops glints, 
Look how the yelJow clearness, 
streamed across, 
Redeems with rarer hues the season's 
loss, 
As Dawn's feet there llad touched and 
left their rosy prints. 


Or come when sunset gives its fresh- 
ened zest, 
Lean o'er the bridge and let the ruddy 
thrill, 
'Vhile the shorn sun swells down 
the hazy west, 
Glow opposite ;-the marshes drink 
their fill 
And swoon with purple veins, then 
slow ly fade 
Through pink to brown, as eastward 
moves the shade, 
Lengthening with stealthy creep, of Si- 
mond's darkening hill. 


Latpr, and yet ere 'Vinter wholly 
shuts, 
Ere through the first dry snow the 
runner grates, 
And the loath cart-wheel screams in 
slippery ruts, 
While firmer ice the eager boy awaits, 
Trying each buckle and strap beside 
the fire, 
And until bedtime plays with his 
desire, 
Twenty times putting on and off his new- 
bought skates;- 


Then, every morn, the river's banks 
shine bright 
With smooth plate-armor, treacherous 
and frail, 
By the frost's clinking hammers 
forged at night, 
'Gainst which the lances of the sun 
prevail, 
Giving a pretty emblem of the 
day 
When guiltier arms in ligIlt shall 
melt away, 
And states shall move free-limbed, loosed 
from war's cramI,ing mail. 


And now those waterfalls the ebb. 
ing river 
Twice every day creates on either 
side 
Tinkle, as through their fresh- 
sparred grots they shiver 
In grass-arched channels to the SUll 
denied; 
High flaps in sparkling blue the far- 
heard crow, 
The silvered flats gleam frostily be- 
low, 
Suddenly drops the gull and breaks the 
glassy tide. 


But crowned in turn by vying sea- 
sons three, 
Their winter halo hath a fuller ring; 
This glory seems to rest immova- 
bly, - 
The others were too fleet and vanish- 
ing; 
'W'hen the hid tide is at its highest 
flow, 
O'er marsh and stream one breath- 
less trance of snow 
With brooding fulness awes and hushes 
everything. 
The sunshine seems blown off by 
the bleak wind, 
As pale as formal candles Iit by day; 
Gropes to the sea the river dum band 
blind; 
The brown ricks, snow-thatched by 
the storm in pla.y, 
Show pearly breakers combing o'er 
their lee., 
"'
hite crests as of some just en- 
chan ted sea, 
Checked in their maddest leap and hang- 
ing poised midway. 
But when the eastern blow, with 
rain ashmt, 
From mid-sea's prairies green and roll- 
ing plains 
Drives in his wallowing herds ofbil- 
lows gaunt, 
And the roused Charles remembers in 
his veins 
Old Ocean's blood and snaps his 
gyves of frost, 
Tbat tyrannous si1ence on the shores 
is tóst 
In dreary wreck, and crumbling desola- 
tion reigns. 
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Edgewise or flat, in Druid-1ike de- 
vicE', 
'Vith leaden pools between or guUies 
bare, 
The blocks lie strewn, a bleak Stone- 
henge of ice; 
No life, no sound, to break the grim 
despair, 
Save sullen plunge, as through the 
sedges stiff 
Down crackles ri verward some 
thaw-sapped cliff, 
Or when the close-wedged fields of ice 
crunch here and there. 
But let me turn from fancY-11ic- 
tured scenes 
To that whose pastoral calm before me 
lies: 
Here nothing harsh or TIlgged inter- 
venes ; 
The early e,-ening with her misty dyes 
Smooths off the ravelled edges of 
the nigh, 
Relieves the distant with her cooler 
sky, 
And tones the landscape down, and 
soothes the wearied eyes. 
There gleams my native village, dear 
to me, 
Though higher change's waves each 
day are seen, 
'Vhelming fields famed in boyhood's 
history, 
Sanding with houses the diminished 
green; 
There, in red brick, ,vhich soften- 
ing time defies, 
Stand square and stiff the :Muses' 
factories; - 
How with my life knit up is every well- 
known scene! 
Flow on, dear river! not alone 
rou 
flow 
To outward sight, and through your 
marshes wind. 
Fed from the my;tic springs of long- 
ago, 
Your twin flows silent through my 
world of mind: 
Grow dim, dear marshes, in the 
evening's way! 
Before my inner sight Je stretch 
away, 
And will forever, though these flcshly 
ey(>s grow blind. 


Bcyond the hillock's house-be spot- 
ted swell, 
'Yhere Gothic chapels house the horse 
and chaise, 
'Vhere quiet cits in Grecian tem- 
ples dwell, 
'Vhere Coptic tom b8 resound with 
prayer and praisE', 
Where dust and mud the equal 
year divide, 
There gentle Allston lived, and 
wrought, and died, 
Transfiguring street and shop with 11Ïs 
illumined gaze. 
Virgili1.tm vidi tanIwn, - I have 
seen 
But as a boy, who looks alike on all, 
That I1.1isty hair, that fine U lldine-like 
mlen, 
Tremulous as down to feeling's faintest 
call ;- 
Ah, dear old homestead! count it to 
thy fame 
That thither many times the Paint- 
er came; - 
One elm yet bears his name, a feathery 
tree and tall. 


Swiftly the present fades in mem- 
ory's glow,- 
Our only sure possession is the past; 
The village blacksmith died a 
month ago, 
And dim to me the forge's roaring 
blast; 
Soon fire-new mediævals we shall 
see 
Oust the black smithy from its chest- 
n u t- tree, 
And that hewn down, perhaps, the bee- 
hive green and vast. 


How many times, prouder than 
king on throne, 
Loosed from the village school-dame's 
A's and B's, 
Panting have I the creaky bellows 
blown, 
And watched the pent volcano's red 
increase, 
Then paused to spe the ponderous 
sledgE', brought down 
By tlwt hard arm voluminous and 
hrown, 
From the white iron swarm its golden 
vanishing bees. 
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Dear native town! whose choking 
elms each year 
With eddying dust before their time 
turn gray, 
Pining for rain,- to me thy dust is 
dear; 
It glorifies the eve of summer day, 
And w l1en the westering sun half 
sunken burns, 
The mote-thick air to deepest orange 
turns, 
The westward horseman rides tbrough 
clouds of gold away, 


So palpable, I've seen those unshorn 
few, 
The six old willows at the causey's 
end 
(Such trees Paul Potter never 
dreamed nor drew), 
Through this dry mist their checker- 
ing shadows send, 
Striped, here and there, with many 
a long-drawn thread, 
'Vhere streamed through leafy 
chinks the trem b1ing red, 
Past which, in one bright trail, the 
hangbird's flashes blend. 


Yes, dearer far thy dust than all 
that e'er, 
Beneath the awarded crown of victory, 
Gilded the blown Olympic chariot- 
eer; 
Though lightly prized the ribboned 
parchments three, 
Yet collegissc .fu,vat, I am glad 
That here what colleging was mine 
I had,- 
It linked another tie, dear native town, 
wi th thee! 


Nearer art thou than simply native 
earth, 
:My dust with thine concedes a deeper 
tie. 
A clo
er claim thy soil may well put 
forth, 
Something of kindred more than sym- 
pathy; 
For in thy bounds I reverently laid 
away 
That hlinding anguish of forsaken 
clay, 
That title I seemed to bave in earth and 
sea and sky, 


That portion of my life more choice 
to me 
(Though brief, yet in itself so round 
and whole) 
Than all the imperfect residue can 
be ;- 
The Artist saw his statue of the soul 
Was perfect; so, with one regretful 
stroke, 
The earthen model into fragments 
broke 
And without her the impoverished sea- 
sons roll. 


THE GROWTH OF THE LEGEND. 


A FRAGMENT. 


A LEGEND that grew in the forest's 
hush 
Slowly as tear-drops gather and gush, 
'Vhen a word some poet chanced to 
say 
Ages ago, in his careless way, 
Brings onr youth back to us out of its 
shroud 
Clearly as ulHler yon thunder-cloud 
I see that white sea-gull. It grew and 
grew, 
From the pine-trees gathering a sombre 
hue, 
Till it seems a mere munnur out of the 
vast 
Norwegian forests of the past; 
And it g:rew itself like a true Northern 
pme, 
First a little slender line, 
Like a mermaid's green eyelash, and then 
anon 
A stem that a tower might rest upon, 
Standing spear-straight in the \,"aist- 
deep moss, 
I ts bony roots clutching around and 
across, 
As if they ,,"ould tear up earth's heart 
in their grasp 
Ere the storm should uproot them or 
make them unclasp ; 
Its cloudy boug]1s singing, as suiteth the 
pine, 
To shrunk snow-bearded sea-kings old 
songs of the brine, 
Till they straightened and let their 
staves fall to the floor, 
Hearing waves moan again on the per- 
ilous shore 
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Of Vinland, perhaps, wllile their prow 
groped its way 
'Twixt the frothed gnashing tusks of 
some ship-crunching bay. 


So, pine-like, the legend grew, strong- 
lim bed and tall, 
As the Gypsy chUd grows that eats crusts 
in the hall; 
I t sucked the whole strength of the 
earth and the sky, 
Spring, Summer, Fall, "Tinter, all 
brought it supply; 
'T was a natural growth, and stood fear- 
le5s1y there, 
True part of the landscape as sea, land, 
aud air; 
For it grew in good times, ere the fash- 
ion it was 
To force these wild births of the woods 
under glass, 
And so, if 't is told as it should he told, 
Though 't were sung under Venice's 
moonlight of gold, 
You would hear the old voice of its 
mother, the pine, 
:Murmur sealike and northern through 
every line, 
And the verses should grow, self-sus- 
tained and free, 
Round the vibrating stem of the melody, 
Like the lithe moonlit limbs of the 
parent tree. 
Yes, the pine is the mother of legends j 
what food 
For their grim roots is left when the 
thousand-yeared wood, 
The dim-aisll'd cathedral, whose tall 
arches spring 
Light, !Sinewy, graceful, firm-set as the 
wiug 
From Michael's white shoulder, is hewn 
ami defa.ced 
By iconoclast axes in desperate waste, 
And its wrecks seek the ocean it proph- 
esied long, 
Cassandra-like, crooning its mystical 
song 1 
Then the legends go with them, - even 
yet on the sea 
A wild virtue is left in the touch of the 
tree, 
And the sailor's night - watches are 
thrilled to the core 
"\Yith the lineal offspring of Odin and 
Thor. 


Yes, wh
rever the pine-wood has never 
let in, 
Since the day of creation, the light and 
the din 
Of manifold life, but has safely con- 
veyed 
From the midnight primeval its annful 
of shade, 
And has kept the weird Past with its 
sagas alive 

lid the hum and the stir of To-day's 
busy hive, 
There the legend takes root in the age- 
gathered gloom, 
And its murmurous boughs for their 
sagas find room. 


\Vhere Aroostook, far-heard, seems to 
sob as he goes 
Groping down to the sea 'neath his 
mountainous snows; 
\Vhere the lake's frore Sa.hara of never- 
tracked white, 
\Vhen the crack shoots across it, com- 
plains to the night 
'Vith a long, lonely moan, that leagues 
north ward is lost, 
.Ai; the ice shrinks away from the tread 
of the frost; 
\Vhere the lumberers sit by tbe log-fires 
that throw 
Their own threatening shadows far round 
o'er the snow, 
\Yhen the wolf howls aloof, and the 
wav('ring glare 
Flashes out from the blackness the eyes 
of the bear, 
\Vhen the wood's huge recesses, half- 
lighted, supply 
A canvas where }'ancy her mad brush 
may try, 
Blotting in giant Horrors that venture 
not down 
Through the right-angled streets of the 
brisk, whitewashed town, 
But skulk in the depths of the measure- 
less wood 

Iid the Dark's creeping whispers that 
curdle the bloo(l, 
"\Vhen the eye, glanced in dread o'er the 
shouldt-'r, may drf'am, 
Ere it shrinks to thE' camp-fIre's compan- 
ioning 
lf'am, 
That it saw the fierce ghost of the Red 
l\1an crouch back 
To the shroud of the tree-trullk's invin. 
cible black ;- 
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There the old shapes crowd thick round 
the pine-shadowed camp, 
'Vhich shull the keen gleam of the schol- 
arly lamp, 
And the seed of the legend finds true 
N orland ground, 
While the border-tale's told and the 
canteen flits round. 


A CONTRAST. 


THY love thou sentest oft to mp, 
And still as oft I thrust it back; 
Thy messengers I could not see 
In those who everything did lack, 
The poor, the outcast, and the black. 
Pride held his hand before mine eyes, 
The world with flattery stuffed mine 
ears; . 
I looked to see a monarch's guise, 
Nor dreamed thy love would knock 
for years, 
Poor, na"'ked, fettered, full of tears. 
Yet, when I sent my love to thee, 
Thou with a smile didst take it in, 
And entertain'dst it royally, 
Though grimed with earth, with hun- 
ger thin, 
And leprous with the taint of sin. 
Now every day thy love I meet, 
As o'er the earth it wanders wide, 
With weary step and bleeding feet, 
Still knocking at the heart of pride 
And offering grace, though still de- 
nied. 


EXTREME UNCTION. 


Go! leave me, Priest; my soul would 
be 
Alone with the consoler, Death; 
Far sadder eyes than thine will see 
This crumbling clay yield up its 
breath; . 
These shrivelled hands have deeper stains 
Than holy oil can cleanse away, 
Hands that have plucked the world's 
coarse gains 
As erst they plucked the flowers of 

Iay. 
Call, if thmf canst, to theRe gray eyes 
Some faith from youth's traditions 
wrung; 


This fruitless husk which dustward driel 
Has beena heart once, has been young; 
On this bowed head the awful Past 
Once laid its consecrating 1lands; 
The Future in its purpose vast 
Paused, waiting my supreme com- 
mands. 


But look! whose shadows block the 
door? 
'Vho are those two that stand alo00 
See! on my hands this freshening gore 
"\Vrites o'er again its crimson proof! 
1Yly looked-for death-bed guests are 
met; 
There my dead Youth doth wring its 
hands, 
And tllere, with eyes tllat goad me yet, 
The ghost of my Ideal st
nds! 


God bends from out the deep and says, 
" I gave thee the great gift of life; 
Wast thou not called in many ways 1 
Are not my earth and heaven at strife 1 
I gave thee of my seed to sow, 
Bringest thou me my hundred-fold 1" 
Can I look up with face aglow, 
And answer, "Father, here is gold" ! 


I have been innocent; God knows 
"\Vhen first this wasted life began, 
Not grape with grape more kindly grows, 
Than I with every brother-man: 
N ow here I gasp; what lose my kind, 
"\Vhen this fast ebbing breath shall 
part ? 
"\Vhat bands of love and sprvice bind 
This being to the world's sad heart? 


Christ still was wandering o'er the earth 
"\Yithout a place to lay his head; 
He found free welcome at my hearth, 
He shared my cup and broke my 
bread : 
Now, when I hear those steps sublime, 
That bring the other world to this, 
My snake-turned nature, sunk in slime, 
Starts sideway with defiant hiss. 


Upon the hour when I was born, 
God said, "Another man shall be," 
And the great :Maker did not scorn 
Out of himself to fashion mE'; 
He sunned me with his ripening looks, 
And Heaven's rich instincts in me 
gre \v, 
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As effortless as woodland nooks 
Seml violet
 up ami paint them blue. 


Yes, I who now, with angry tears, 
Am exiled back to brutish cloll, 
Have borne ulHlllellcheù for fourscore 
years 
A spark of thE' eternal God; 
AUtI to what enù? How yield I back 
The trust for such high uses given? 
Ht'i\ven's light hath but revealed a track 
\\
hereby to crawl away from heaveu. 



[('n think it is an awful sight 
To see a soul just set aùrift 
On that drear voyarre from whose night 
The ominous shadows neVE'r lift; 
But 't is more awful to behold 
A helple:o.s infant newly born, 
'Vhos<<' little hands unconscious hold 
The keys of darkness ane! of morn. 


]trine held them once; I flung away 
ThosE' kt'Ys that might have open set 
The gohlt'n sluices of the day, 
But clutch the keys of darkness yet; 
I hear the reapers singing go 
Into God's harvest; I, that might 
'Vith them have chosen, here below 
Grope shuddering at the gates of night. 


o glorious Youth, that once wast mine! 
o high Ideal! all in vain 
Ye enter at this ruined shrine 
""'hpnce worship ne'er shall rise again; 
The bat and owl inhahit hert', 
The snake nests in the altar-stone, 
The sacred vessels moulc1.er nE'ar, 
The image of the God is gone. 


THE OAK. 


'VHAT gnar1ëd stretch, what depth of 
shade, is his! 
There nE't'ds no crown to mark the 
forest's king; 
How in his leaves outshines full sum- 
mer's bliss! 
Sun, storm, rain, dew, to him their 
tribute bring, 
'Vhich he with sueh henignant royalty 
Accepts, as ovcrpayeth what is lent; 
All nat.ure seE'IllS hi!ò; vass'll proud to be, 
Anù cunning only for his oruamcnt, 
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How towers he, too, amid the billowed 
snows, 
An ulllluelled exile from the summer's 
throne, 
'Vhose plain, uncinctured frout more 
kingly shows, 
N ow that the obscuring courtier leaves 
are flown. 
His boughs make music of the \\ inter 
air, 
Jewelleù with sleet, like some cathe. 
dral front 
'Vhere clinging snow-flakes with quaint 
art repair 

rhe dints and furrows of time's en- 
vious brunt. 


How doth his patient strength the ruùe 

larch wind 
Persuade to seem glaù breaths of sum- 
mer breeze, 
And win the soil that fain would be 
unkind, 
To swell his revenues with proud in- 
crease! 
He is the gem; and all the landscape 
wiùe 
(So doth his grandeur isolate the 
sellse) 
Seems but the setting, worthless all be- 
siùe, 
An empty socket, were he fallen 
thence. 


So, from oft converse with life's wintry 
crales, 
Should man learn how to clasp with 
tou
her roots 
The inspiring earth; how otherwise 
avails 
The leaf-creating sap that sunward 
shoots ? 
So every year that falls with noiseless 
flake 
Shoulù fill old scars up on the storm- 
ward side, 
And make hoar age revered for age's 
sake, 
Not for traditions of youth's leafy 
pride> . 
So, from the pinched soil of a churlish 
fate, 
True hearts compel the Rap of stur- 
dier growth, 
So betwpcn earth and heaven stand sim. 
ply great, 
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That these shall seem but their at- 
tendants both; 
For nature's forces with obedient zeal 
,rait on the rooted faith and oaken 
will ; 
As quickly the pretender's cheat they 
feel, 
And turn mad Pucks to flout and 
mock him still. 
Lord! all thy works are lessons; each 
contains 
Some emblem of man's all-containing 
soul; 
Shall he make fruitless all thy glorious 
pains, 
Delying within thy grace an eyeless 
mole 1 
:Make me the least of thy Dodona-grove, 
Cause me some message of thy truth 
to bring, 
Speak but a word through me, nor let 
thy love 
Among my boughs disdain to perch 
and sing. 


AMBROSE. 


NEVER, surely, was holier man 
Than Ambrose, since the wodd began; 
"\Vith diet spare and raiment thin 
He shielded himself from the father of 
sin; 
"\Vith bed of iron and scourgings oft, 
His heart to God's hand as wax made 
soft. 


Through earnest prayer and watchings 
long 
He sought to know 'tween right and 
wrong, 
:Much wrestling with the blessed "\V ord 
To make it vi
lù the sense of the Lord, 
That he might huild a storm-proof creed 
To folù the flock in at their neeù. 
At last he buihl
d a perfect faith, 
Fenced round about with The Lord thus 
snilh: 
To himself he fitted the doorwav's size, 
J\lrtecl the liuht to thp nee(l of his eyes, 
Ana knew, bv a sure :m(l inward sign, 
That the work of his fingers was divine. 
Then Ambrose said, "All those shall die 
The eternal death who bt-'lieve not as I" ; 
And some were boiled, some burned in fire, 


Some sawn in twain, that his heart'& 
desire, 
For the good of men's souls, might be 
sati
fied 
By the drawing of all to the righteous 
side. 


One day, as Ambrose was seeking the 
truth 
I n his 10IJely walk, })e saw a youth 
Resting himself in the shade of a tree ; 
I t had never been granted him to see 
So shining a face, and the good man 
thought 
'T were pity he should not believe as he 
ought. 


So he set himself by the young man's 
side, 
And tIle state of his soul with questions 
tri ed ; 
But the heart of the stranger was hard- 
ened inùeed, 
Nor received the stamp of the one true 
creed ; 
And the spirit of Ambrose waxed sore to 
find 
Such face the porch of so narrow a mind. 
" As each beholds in cloud and fire 
The shape that answers his own desire, 
So each," said the youth, "in the Law 
shall find 
The figure and features of his mind ; 
And to each in his mercy hath God 
allowed 
His several !,il1ar of fire and cloud." 
The soul of Ambrose burned with zeal 
And holy wrath for the young man's 
weal: 
"Believest thou then, most wretched 
youth, " 
Cried he "a diviJual essence in Truth 7 
I fear mr'thy heart h, too cramped with sin 
To take tbe Lord in }1Ïs glory in." 
Now there bubbled beside them where 
they stood 
A fountain of waters sweet anrl good; 
The youth to the streamlet's brink drew 
near 
Savin g "Am brost-', thou maker of 
J , " 
creeds, look ht-'re! 
Six vases of crystal then he took, 
And Sf>t them along the eùge of the 
brook. 
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Ie ..\s into th('se ve
sf'h t11p water T ponr, 
There !'hall oue holll !t.ss, another IIlOn', 
And the watt'r nllchallgt'll, in ('vcry case, 
Shall put on the figure of thc vast' ; 
o thOll, who woultl
t ullity make through 
Mrifl', 
Canst thou fi t thb sign to the \Vater ùf 
Life Y" 
".hpn ..\mhrosc looked up, hp stood alont
, 
The youth allli the stn'am awl the vases 
Wl'n' gune ; 
But he knt'w, by a sense of humbled 
gTa,'e, 
He hacl talked with an angd face to face, 
And felt his hf'art chaug,' inwardly, 
As he fell on his knees bencath the tree. 


ABOVE AND BELOW. 


I. 
o DWELLFTIR in tho ,-alley-land, 
\rho in dcep twilight grope and 
cower, 
'I'i11 the slow mountain's dial-hand 
Shortens to noon's triumphal hour, 
'Vhile ye sit idle, do ye think 
The Lord's great work sits idle too 1 
That light dare not o'erleap the hrink 
Of morn, because 't is dark with YOll ? 
Though yet your valleys skulk in night, 
In God's ripe fields the day is crit>d, 
And rl'apprs, with their sicklt>s bright, 
Troop, singing, down the mountain- 
side: 
Come up, and feel what health thpre is 
In the frank Dawn's delightell eyes, 
As, bending with a pitying kiss, 
The night-shed tears of Earth she 
dries ! 


Thp Lord wants rf'apcrs: 0, mount up, 
Before Ilight comes, anù says, "Too 
latp ! .. 
Stay not for taking scrip or cup, 
The 'laster hung('rs whilc ye wait; 
'T is from these heights alone your eyes 
TIlt' aclvalll"ing sppars of ila.y can sef', 
That o'pr the cast<'rn hill-tops risp, 
'1'0 break your long captivity. 
II. 
Lone watrhf'r on the mountain-height, 
It is right prpeious to 1whold 
Thp first long surf of climhing li,ght 
Flood all the thirsty east with gold; 


nut WP, who in thp [o,hadow sit, 
Know ab.o wlwn tilt' clay is High, 
-=x.t'ing thy shining forphe.ullit 
\\ïth hi'i iU:-'l'irillg l'rol'ht'cy. 
Thou hast thine offi('p ; we have ours; 
Godl:u'ks not early s.'rvil"I' lwn', 
liut what are thine 
leventh hours 
IIi' counts \\ ith us for JIIoruiug' ch('\.'r; 
Our day, for Him, is lon
 t'nou;.dl, 
Awl whf'1I he giveth work to clo, 
Tlw bruisëcl r"(,11 is amply tough 
To picrce the shield of error through. 
But not the lpss ùo thou aspire 
Light's earlier mes
agt'') tu preach; 
Kf'l.'p hack no syllable of fin', 
Plunge dl"Pp the rowels of thy Spt'pdl. 
Y ct Guel dCl'lIls nut thinc al'riNI sight 
:More worthy than our twili
ht dim; 
For IIlppk Oheilienc(', too, is Li
ht, 
And following that is tiu,ling Him. 


THE CAPTIVE. 


IT was past the hour of trysting, 
But she lingercù for him still ; 
Likp a chiltl, thp eag('r strf'amlpt 
Leaped andlauglH>d ailown the hm, 
Happy to he free at twilight 
}'rom its toiling at the mill. 
Thpn the great moon on a sudden 
Ominous, and red R..'i blood, 
Startling as a new crpation, 
0'.>1' the eastf'rn hill-top stood, 
Casting dppp and ùt'eppr shadows 
Through the mystery of the wood. 


Drpad c1ospdl111gP and T'ague anont h("r. 
.And her thoughts turned fearfully 
To her h('art, if tllt're some shelt..r 
From tilt' silpnre thf're might be, 
Likp hare ct'liars lpanin
 inland 
From the blighting of the sea. 
Yet he camp not, and th(' stillnes
 
Dampf'lll'd ronnll hpr like a tomb; 
She could [pel coIJ eyt-'s of spirits 
L()okin
 on hpr throu
h tht' gloom, 
She cimM Iwar tIll' groping foot"t..,1's 
Of some blind, gigantic doom. 
Sucldrnlv th(' 
ilt'ncl' wayrrf'cl 
Likt' ã light mist in till' wineI, 
For a voil'P' brokp gpntly through it, 
Felt like sunshine by the blind, 
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And the dreai1, 1ike mist in sunshine, 
Furled serenely from her mind. 
"Once my love, my love forever, 
Fle:sh or spirit still the same, 
If I missed the hour of trysting, 
Do not think my faith to blame; 
I, alas, was made a captive, 
As from Holy Land I came. 
" On a green spot in the desert, 
Gleaming like an emerald star, 
Where a palm-tree, in lone silence, 
Yearning for its mate afar, 
Droops above a silver runnel, 
Slender as a scimitar, 


"There thou'It find the humble postern 
To the castle of my foe; 
If thy love burn clear and faithful, 
Strike the gateway, green and low, 
Ask to en tel', and the warder 
Surely will not say thee no." 
Slept again the aspen silence, 
But her loneliness was o'er; 
Round her heart a motherly patience 
Wrapt its arms forevermore; 
From her soul ebbed back the sorrow, 
Leaving smooth the golden shore. 
Donned she now the pilgrim scallop, 
Took the pilgrim staff" in haud; 
Like a cloud-shade, flitting eastward, 
'Vandered she o'er sea and land; 
And her footsteps in the desert 
Fell like cool rain on the sand. 


Soon, òeneath the palm-tree's shadow, 
Knelt she at the postern low; 
And thereat she knocketh gently, 
Fearing much the warder's no; 
All her heart stood stiU and 1istened, 
As the door swung backward slow. 
There she saw no surly warder 
With an eye like bolt and bar; 
Through her soul a sense of music 
Throbbed, and, like a guardian Lar, 
On the threshold stood an angel, 
Bright and silent as a star. 
Fairest seemed he of God's seraphs, 
And her spirit, lily-wise, 
Blossomed when he turned upon her 
The deep welcome of his eyes, 
Sending upward to that sunlight 
All its dew for sacrifice. 


Then she heard a voice come onward 
Singing with a raptnre new, 
As Eve heard the songs in Eden, 
Dropping earthward with the dew; 
Wen she knew the happy singer, 
'VeIl the happy song she knew. 
Forward lea.ped she o'er tIle threshold, 
Eager as a glancing surf; 
Fell from her the spirit's languor, 
FeU from her the body's scurf; 
'N eath the palm next dã y some Arabs 
Found a corpse upon the turf. 


THE BIRCH-TREE. 


RIPPLING through thy branches goes 
the sunshine, 
Among thy leaves that palpitate for- 
ever ; 
Ovid in thee a pining Nymph had pris- 
oned, 
The soul once of some tremulous inland 
river, 
Quivering to tell her woe, but, ah! 
dumb, dumb forever! 
While all the forest, witched with slum- 
berous moonshine, 
Holds up its leaves in happy, happy 
silence, 
Waiting the dew, with breath and pulse 
suspended, 
I hear afar thy whispering, gleamy 
islands, 
And track thee wakeful still amid the 
wide- hung silence. 
Upon the brink of some wood-nestled 
lakelet, 
Thy foliage, like the tresses of a Dryad, 
Dripping about thy slim white stem, 
whose shadow 
Slopes quivering down the water's dusky 
quiet, 
Thou shrink'st as on her bath's edge 
would some startled Dryad. 
Thon art the go-between of rustic 10verR ; 
Thy white bark has their secrets in its 
keeping ; 
Reuben writes here the happy name of 
Patience, 
And thy lithe boughs hang murmuring 
and weeping 
Above her, as she steals the mystery 
from thy keeping 
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Thou art to me like my l)('lovëd maidl
n, 
So frankly coy, so full of trembly conn. 
denees ; 
Thy shadow scarc(' seems shade, thy 
pattering leaflets 
Sprinkle their gathered sunshine o'er 
my senses, 
A.nd Nature gives me all her summer 
confidences. 


'Vhether my heart with hope or sorrow 
tremble, 
Thou sympathizest still j wild and un- 
quiet, 
I flinO' me ùown ; thy ripple, like a river, 
Flow
 valieyward, where calmness is, 
anù bv it 

Iy heart is 
fioated down into thEl land 
of quiet. 


AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES 
STANDISH. 


I SAT one evening in my room, 
In that swept hour of twilight 
'Vhen blended thoughts, half light, half 
gloom, 
Throng through the spirit's skylight; 
The flames by fits curled round the bars, 
Or up th(' chinmpy crinkled, 
While embers dropppd like falling stars, 
And in the ashe::; tinkled. 


I sat and mused; the fire burned low, 
And, o'er my senses stealing, 
Crept something of the ruddy glow 
That bloomed on wall and ceiling j 
:My pictures (they are very few, 
The heads of ancient wise men) 
Smoothed down their knotted fronts, 
and grew 
As rosy as excisemen. 


:My antique high-backed Spanish chair 
Felt thrills through wood alllileather, 
That had been strangers since whilere, 
:Mid Andalusian hpather, 
The oak that made its sturdy frame 
His happy arms stretchpd over 
The ox whose fortunate hhle became 
The bottom's polished cover. 


It came out in that famous hark, 
That brought our sires intrepid, 
Capacious as another ark 
For furniture decrepit; 


6 


For, a<; that saved of bird and beast 
.A pair for propagation, 
So has the seed of thes(' increased 
And furnbhed half the nation. 


Kings sit, they say, in slippery seats j 
But those slant precipices 
Of ice the northern voyager meets 
Less slippery are than this is; 
To cling therein would pass the wit 
Of royal man or woman, 
And whatsoe'er can stay in it 
Is more or less than human. 


.. 


I offer to all bores this perch, 
Dear well-intentioned people 
'Vith heads as void as week-day churcb, 
Tongues longer than the steeple; 
To folks with missions, whose gaunt 
eyes 
See golden ages rising, - 
Salt of the earth! in what queer Guys 
Thou'rt fond of crystallizing! 

I V wonder, then, was not unmixed 

\Vith merciful suggestion, 
1Vhen, as my roving eyes grew fixed 
Upon the chair in qurstion, 
I saw its tremhling arms enclose 
A figure grim and rusty, 
\Yhose doublet plain and plainer hose 
\Vere something worn and dusty. 


N ow even such men as Nature forms 
.Merely to fill the street with, 
Once turned to ghosts by hungry worms, 
Are serious things to meet with; 
Your penitent spirits are no jokes, 
And, though I 'm not avers{' to 
A quiet shade, even they are folks 
One cares not to speak first to. 
'Vho knows, thought I, but he has come, 
By Charon kindly ferried, 
To tell me of a mighty sum 
Behind my wainscot buried 1 
There is a buccaneerish air 
About that garb outlandish- 
Just then the ghost drew up his chair 
And said, ".My name is Standish. 
" I come from Plymouth, deadly bored 
\Vith toasts, and songs, and speeches, 
As long and flat as myoId sword, 
.As threadbare as mv breeches: 
They understand us Pilf,rrims ! they, 
Smooth men with rosy faces, 
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Strength's knots and gnarls all pared "N 0, Freedom, no! bloml should not 
away, stain 
And varnish in their places! The hem of thy white vesture. 


"\Ve had some toughness in our grain, 
The eye to rightly see us is 
Not just the one that lights the þrain 
Of drawing-room Tyrtæuses: 
They talk about their Pilgrim blood, 
FJ.'heir birthright high and holy! 
A mountain-stream that ends in mud 
.1\lethinks is melancholy. 


" He had stiff knees, the Puritan, 
That were not good at bending; 
The homespun dignity of nlan 
He thought was worth defending; 
He did not, with his pinchbeck ore, 
His country's shame forgotten, 
Gild Freedom's coffin o'er and o'er, 
\Yhen all within was rotten. 


It These loud ancestral boasts of yours, 
How can they else than vex us 1 
Where were your dinner orators 
When slavery grasped at Texas 1 
Dum b on his knees was everyone 
That now is bold as Cæsar; 
Mere pegs to hang an office on 
Such stalwart mcn as these are." 


"Good sir," I said, "you seem much 
stirrecl ; 
The sacred compromises -" 
" Now God confound the dastard word! 
:My gall thereat arises: 
Northward it hath this sense alone, 
That you, your conscience blinding, 
Shall bow your fool's nose to the stone, 
\Yhen slavery feels like grinding. 


" 'T is shame to see such painted sticks 
In Vane's and \Yinthrop's places, 
To see your spirit of Seventy-six 
Drag humbly in the traces, 
\Vith slavery's lash upon her back, 
And herds of office-holders 
To shout applause, as, with a crack, 
It peels her patient shoulùers. 


" TVe forefathers to such a rout! - 
K 0, hy my faith in God's word! " 
Half rose the ghost, and half drew out 
The ghost of his old broadsword, 
Thí'Il thrust it slowly back again, 
And said, with reverent gesture, 


"I feel the soul in me draw near 
The mount of prophe
yillg ; 
In this ùleak wilderness I ht'ar 
A John the Baptist crying; 
Far in the east I see upleap 
The strf'aks of first forpwarning, 
Anù they who sowed the ligllt shall reap 
The golden sheaves of morning. 
" Child of our travail and our woe, 
I.Jight in our day of f;orrow, 
Through my rapt spirit I foreknow 
The glory of thy morrow; 
I hear great steps, that throug!l the shade 
Draw nigher still and nigher, 
And voices call like that which bade 
The prophet come up higher." 
I looked, no form mine eyes could find, 
I heard the )'('d cock crowing, 
And through my window-chinks the 
wind 
A dismal tune was blowing; 
Thought I, .1\Iy neighbor Buckingham 
Hath somewhat in him gritty, 
Some Pilgrim-stuff that hates all sham, 
And he will print my ditty. 


ON THE CAPTURE OF FUGITIVE 
SLAVES NEAR WASHINGTON. 


LooK. on who will in apathy, and stifle 
they who can, 
The sympathies, the hopes, the words, 
that make man truly man; 
Let those whose hearts are dungeoned 
up with interest or with ease 
Consent to hear with quiet pulse of 
loathsome deeds like these! 


I first drew in New England's air, and 
from her hardy hreast 
Sucked in the tyrant-hating milk that 
will not let me rest; 
And if my words seem treason to the 
dullard and the tame, 
'T is bnt my Bay-State dialect, - our 
fathers spake the same ! 
Shame on the costly mockery of piling 
stone on stone 
To those who won our liberty, the heroes 
dead and gone, 


I 
) 
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""'hile we look coldly on and see law- 
shit'ltletl ruffians slay 
The men who fain would win their own, 
the heroes of to-day! 
Are we plf'd
ed to craven silence? 0, 
fling it to the winù, 
The parchment wall that hars us from 
the least of human kind, 
That makes us cringe and temporize, 
and dumbly stanù at rest, 
"\Vhile Pity's burning flood of words is 
red - hot in the breast ! 


Though we break our fathers' promise, 
we have nobler duties first; 
The traitor to Humanity is the traitor 
most accursed; 

Ian is more than Constitutions; better 
rot bl'lwath the sod, 
Than be true to Church and State while 
we are doubly false to God! 
".. e owe allegiance to the State; but 
deeper, truer, more, 
To the sympathies that God bath set 
within our spirit's core; 
Our country claims our fealty; we grant 
it so, but then 
Before .Man made us citizens, great 
Kature made us men. 


He's true to God who's true to man; 
wherever wrong is done, 
To the humblest and the weakest, 'neath 
the all-behohlillg sun, 
That wrong is also done to us ; and they 
are slaves most base, 
,V hose love of right is for themselves, 
and not for all their race. 


God works for all. Ye cannot hem the 
hope of being free 
""ith parallels of latitude, with moun- 
tain-range or sea. 
Put golden paùlocks on Truth's lips, be 
callous as ye will, 
From soul to soul, o'er an the world; 
leaps one electric thrill. 
Chain down your slaves with ignorance, 
ye can not keep apart, 
'Yith all your ("raft of tyranny, the hu- 
man hf>art fmm heart: 
'Vhen first the Pilgrims landed on the 
Bay Statp's iron sho1"<', 
The word wrnt forth that slavery should 
one day be no more. 


Out from the land of hon,1agf' 't is ùe- 
creeù our slaves shall go, 
.\nd signs to us are ùth:reù, as erst to 
Pharaoh; 
If we are hlilld, their exodus, like Is- 
rael's of yore, 
Through a Reù Sea is doomed to be, 
whose surges are of gore. 
'T is ours to save our brethren, with 
peaee anù lùve to win 
Their darkened h(>arts from error, ere 
they harden it to !:jill ; 
But if before his duty man with listless 
spirit stands, 
Erelong the Great Avenger takes the 
work from out his banùs. 


TO THE DANDELION. 


DEAR common flower, that grow'st 
beside the way, 
Fringing the dusty road with harmless 
gold, 
First pledgp of blithesome May, 
'Vhich children pluck, and, full of pride 
uphold, 
High-hparted buccaneers, o'erjoyed 
that they 
An Eldorado in the grass have found, 
"\Vhich not the rich earth's am:ple 
round 
1tlay match in wealth, thou art more 
df'ar to me 
Than all the prouder summer-blooms 
may be. 
Gold such as thine ne'er drew the 
Spanish prow 
Through the primeval hush of Indian 
seas, 
K or wrinkled the lean brow 
Of age, to rob the lo\'pr's heart of ease; 
'1' is the Spring's largesl;), which she 
scatters now 
To rich amI poor alike, with lavish hand, 
Though most hearts never unùer- 
stand 
To take it at Goa's ,.alue, but pass hy 
The offereù wealth with ullrewarùed 
eye. 
Thou art my tropics and minE' Italy; 
To look at thee unlock<; a warmer clime j 
The eyes thou givðt me 
Are in the heart, anù heed not space or 
time : 
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THE GHOST-SEER. 


Not in mid June the golden-cui- 
rassed bee 
Feels a more summer-like wårm ravish- 
men t 
In the white lily's breezy tent, 
His fragrant Sybaris, than I, when 
first 
From the dark green thy yellow cir- 
cles burst. 


Then think I of deep shadows on the 
grass, 
Of meadows where in sun the cattle 
graze, 
"There, as the breezes pass, 
The gleaming rushes lean a thousand 
ways, 
Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy 
n1ass, 
Or whiten in the wind, of waters blue 

rhat from the distance sparkle 
through 
Some woodland gap, and of a sky 
above, 
\Vhere one white cloud like a stray 
lam b doth move. 


:My childhood's earliest thoughts are 
linked with thee; 
The sight of thee calls back the robin's 
song, 
\Vho, from the dark old tree 
Beside the door, sang clearly all day 
long, 
And I, secure in childish piety, 
Listened as if I heard an angel sing 
With news from heaven, which he 
could bring 
Fresh every day to my untainted 
ears 
\Vben birds and flowers and I were 
happy peers. 


How like a prodigal doth nature seem, 
When thou, for all thy gold, so common 
art! 
Thou teachest me to deem 

Iore sacredly of every human heart, 
Since each reflects in joy its scanty 
gleam 
Of heaven, and could some wondrous 
secret show, 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
And with a child's undoubting wis- 
dom look 
On all these Ii ving pages of God's 
book. 


YE W11O, passing graves by night, 
Glance not to the left nor right, 
Lest a spirit should m"Ìse, 
Cold and white, to freeze your eyes, 
Some weak phantom, which your doubt 
Shapes upon the dark without 
From the dark within, a guess 
At the spirit's deathlessness, 
Which ye entertain with fear 
In your self- huilt dungeon here, 
\Vhere ye sell your God-given lives 
Just for gold to buy JOu gyves,- 
Ye without a shudder meet 
In the city's noonday street, 
Spirits sadder and more dread 
Than from out the clay have fled, 
Buried, beyond hope of light, 
In the body's haunted night! 
See ye not that woman pale 1 
There are bloodhounds on her trail ! 
Bloodhounds two, all gaunt and lean, 
(For the soul their scent is keen,) 
"rant and Sin, and Sin is last, 
They have followed far and fast; 
\Vant gave tongue, and, at her howl, 
Sin awakened with a growl. 
Ah, poor girl! she had a right 
To a blessing from the light; 
Title-deeds to sky and earth 
God O"ave to her at her birth; 
But, before they were enjoyed, 
Poverty had made them void, 
And had drunk the sunshine up 
From all nature's ample cup, 
Lea\Ting her a first-born's share 
In the dregs of darkness there. 
Often, on the sidewalk bleak, 
Hungry, all alone, and weak, 
She has seen, in night Rnd stonn, 
Rooms 0' erflow with firelight warm, 
\Vhich, outside the window-glass, 
Doubled all the cold, alas! 
Till each ray that on her fell 
Stabbed her like an icicle, 
And she almost loved the wail 
Of the hloodhounds on her trail. 
Till the floor becomes her bier, 
She shall frel their pantings near, 
Close upon her very het-'ls, 
Spite of all the din of wheels; 
Shivering on hpl' pallpt poor, 
She shall hear tlwm at the door 
Whine and scratch to be let in, 
Sister bloodhounds, 'Vant and Sin ! 
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Ha.rk ! that rustle of R. dres
, 
Stiff with lavish custliness! 
Here comes one ,\ hose cheek would 
flush 
nut to have Ill'r garment brush 
'naillst the girl whose tingerH thin 
".ove the we,lry hroidery in, 
Bending bJ.ckward frurn her toil, 
Lest hcr tt'ars thc bilk might soil, 
.AlIIl, in midnights chill and murk, 
St.itched her life inh) the work, 
Shaping frum her Litter tbought 
lIe
\I"t' s-pase and forget-me-nut, 

atirizil1g ber despair 
'Vith the cmblems wuven there. 
Little doth the ,yearer heed 
Of the heart-break ill the brede; 
A hyen
L by hcr side 
Skulks, duwn-Iooking, - it is Plide. 
Ht' digs fur hc.' in the (.arth, 
'Vlwre lie all her cla.imi of birth, 
'Vith his foul paws rooting o'er 
Some long- bu ried ancl>stur, 
'Vho, perhaps, a statue won 
By the ill deeds he bad done, 
By the innocent blood he shed, 
By the desolation spread 
O,-er happy vill
lgl'S, 
Blotting uut the smile of peace. 


'I'here walks Judas, he who sold 
Y csterllay his Lord. for gold, 
SolJ nod's prest'nce in his heart 
},'or a proud step in tho mart; 
lIe hath d('alt in flesh and blood; 
At the bank his name is good; 
At the h.lnk, anli only there, 
'T is a marketable \V.ne. 
In his eyes that stealthy gleam 
,\r,li not h'arllt'd of sky or stream, 
nut it has the cold, hard glint 
Of new dollars from the mint. 
Open now your spirit's ey('
, 
Look through that poor clay disguise 
'Vhich has thit'k(>nl'll, day by day, 
Till it keeps all light at hay, 
.And his soul in pitchy gloom 
Gropes ahout its na.rrow tomh, 
:From whose dank anll slimy walls 
Drop by drup the horror faÌls. 
Look! R. serpent lank and cold. 
Hugs his spirit folli on fold; 
From hig h('art, all day anù night, 
It doth suck God's hlf's
l'llli
ht. 
Drink it ,\ ill, and drink it must, 
Till the cup holds naught but dust; 
All day long he hears it his
, 


'Vrithing in its fiendish bliss; 
All night long hl> seeH its eyes 
:Flicker with fuul ecstasies, 
As th(' spirit ebbs away 
Into the d.bsorbing clay. 


'Vho is he that skulks, afraicl 
Of the tnlst he has betrayed, 

huddl'rinq if perchance a gleam 
Of old nohlenpss should htream 
Through the pent, unwholesome room, 
,V here hi3 shrunk soul cowers in 
gloom, 
Hpirit sad beyond the rest 
By more instinct for the best r 
"1' is a poet who was sent 
For a bad world's punishment, 
13y compelling it to see 
Golden glimlJses of To Bl>, 
By cump('lling it to hear 
Sungs that pruve the angels near; 
,rho was sent to be the tongue 
Of the weak and spirit-wrung, 
'Vhence the fiery-wiugpd Despair 
In men's shrinking eyes might flare. 
'T is our hope d.oth fashion us 
To base use or glorious: 
He who might have Leen a lark 
Of Truth's morning, from the dark 
Raining down melodious hope 
Of a freer, broader scope, 
A\spimtions, prophecies, 
Of the spirit's full sunrisE', 
Chose to he a bird of night, 
Th.lt, with eyes rpfusing light, 
Hooted from some hollow tree 
Of the world's idolatry. 
'T is hi'i punishnu'nt to hear 
!t'luttprings of pinions Ileal', 
And his own vain wings to feel 
Drooping down ward to his heel, 
All their grace and import lo
t, 
Burdening his w(>ary ghost: 
.Ever walking by his side 
He mUfo;t set> hi:-\ angel guiùe, 
'Vho at intl'rvals <loth turn 
Looks on him so 8:\(l1y shorn, 
'Vïth SHl'h ever-upw surprise 
Of hushed anguish in lll'r eyes, 
That it seems the light of day 
From around him shrinks away, 
Or drops hlulltf'li from the wall 
Built around him hv his fall. 
Tht'n the m()untain
, who
e white peaks 
Catch the morning's earliest htreaks, 
lIe mu:,t see. whcrp prophets sit, 
Turning ea..,t their faccs lit, 
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\Ylwnre, with footst<,ps beautiful, 
To the parth, yet dim amI dull, 
Thl'Y the gladsome tidings ùring 
or the sunlight's hastt'llillg: 
N t'ver can tlH'se hills of bliss 
Be 0' erclim bed by feet like his! 
But enough! 0, do not dare 
From the next the veil to tear, 
\Yoven of station, trade, or dress, 
:More obscene than nakedness, 
"\Vherewith plausible culture drapes 
j<-'allen K ature's myriad shapes! 
Let us rather love to mark 
How the unextinguished spark 
"'ill shine through the thin disguise 
Of our customs, pomps, and lies, 
And, not seldom blown to flame, 
Vindicate its ancient claim. 


STUDIES FOR TWO HEADS. 


I. 
SOME sort of heart I know is hers,- 
I chanced to feel her pulse one night; 
A brain she has that never errs, 
And yet is never nobly right; 
It does not leap to great results, 
But, in some corner out of sight, 
Suspects a spot of latent blight, 
And, o'er the impatient infinite, 
She bargains, haggles, and consults. 


Her eye, - it seems a chemic test 
And drops upon you like an acid; 
It bitps you with unconscious zest, 
So clear and bright, so coldly placid; 
It holds you quietly aloof, . 
I t holds, - amI yet it does not Will 
you; 
It merely puts you to the I)roof 
And sorts what qualities are in you; 
It smiles, but never brings you nearer, 
It lights, - her nature draws not nigh; 
'1' is but that yours is growing clearer 
To her assays; - yes, try and try, 
You'll get no deeper than her eye. 


Th('re, you are classified: she's gone 
Far, far away into lu.>rself; 
Each with its Latin label on, 
Your poor compoll{'nts, one by onp, 
Are laid upon their proppr shp1f 
In her compact and ordered mind, 
And what of you is left behilld 
Is no more to her than the wind; 


In that clear brain, which, day and 
night, 
No mon'ment of the heart e'er jostles, 
Her frienJs are ranged on left and 
right, - 
Here, silex, horn ùlendp, sienite ; 
There, animal remains and fossils. 


And yet, 0 subtile analyst, 
That canst each property detect 
Of mood or grain, that canst untwist 
Each tangled skein of intellect, 
And with thy scalpel eyes lay bare 
Each mental nerve more fine than air,- 
o brain exact, that in thy scales 
Canst weigh the sun and never err, 
For once thy patient science fails, 
One problem still defies thy art;- 
Thou never canst compute for her 
The distance and diameter 
Of any simrJle human heart. 


II. 
HEAR him but speak, and you will feel 
The shadows of the Portico 
Over your tranquil spirit steal, 
1'0 modulate all joy and woe 
1'0 one subdued, subduing glow; 
Above our squabbling business-hourR, 
Like Phidian Jove's, his beauty lowers, 
His nature satirizes ours; 
A form and front of Attic grace, 
He shames the higgling market-place, 
And dwarfs our more mechanic powers. 


'Vhat throbbing verse can fitly rendpr 
That face so pure, so trembling-ten- 
der? 
Sensation glimmers through its rest, 
It speaks unmanaded by words, 
As full of motion as a nest 
That palpitatps with unfledged birds; 
''1' is likcst to Bethesda's stream, 
Forewarned through all its thrilling 
springs, 
'Vhitp with the angel's coming gleam, 
And rippled with his fanning wings. 
Hear him unfold his plots and plans, 
And larger destinies seem man's; 
You conjure from his glowing face 
The omen of a fairer race; 
'Vith one grand trope he bolJly spans 
The gulf w herpin so many ÜLll, 
'Twixt possibl<> and aeiual ; 
His first swift word, tataria-shod, 
EJLul>erant with conscious Gud, 
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Out of th(' ehoir of planeh hlots 
The prl'
llt earth with all its 
pots, 


IIilm,t,lf un
halen .l
 the sky, 
IIis \\onls, likc \\hirlwillll-;, spin on 
hi.rh 
SJstt'n
 and crepds pf'llult'1l together; 
'T is strallgc as to ß. deaf luan's eye, 
'Yhile tn.I'S uprootf'd splintl"r by, 
Thc llumb turmoil of stonny \\-cather ; 
Lf'SS of iconodast than shapl'r, 
His spirit, saft' hehillli the reach 
Of the tOrIHlIlo of his speech, 
Burns calmly as a glowworm's ta- 
per. 


So h'T('at in speech, but, ah! in act 

o ovcrrun with vt'nuin trouLlt,s, 
Till' co<ust', sharp-conu.'reJ, ugly fact 
Of life collapses all his buhbles : 
Hall he but liveJ in Plato's Jay, 
He might, unless my limey errs, 
I1a\'e sharcd that goMcn voice'g sway 
()' 1'1' LarefooteJ phiJ()
ophers. 
Our nipping dimate hardly suits 
'I'he ripening of iflf'al fruits: 
His theories valllluish us all summer, 
But winter makes him dumb and 
ùumlwr; 
To see him mid Jifl"g u('eclful thincrs 
Is something painfuBy 'lX'wildl>ring ; 
lIt' bel'ms an angel with dipt wings 
Ticil to a mortal \\-iff' an,1 children, 
.And Ly a brother seraph takf'll 
In the act of eatil.., t'ggs aud haron. 
Like a df'ar fount:Jn, his Jesire 
Exults and It.'al's toward the JiO'ht, 
In e\ery ùrop it says ".\:;;pirc!"o 
Stl i\"illrJ' for more ideal Ilf'irrht . 
.And as tl
 fountain , falJilw thell'cE' 
o , 
Crawls h.dUeJ through the common 
gutter, 

o, frolu hi!; sp(,(,I'h's eminence 
II,' 1-.hrinks into the present tf'I;SC. 
(;nkiuged Ly fooli
h breaJ and butter, 


Y ('t smile not, worMling, for in dPPI1s 
Not all of life that's brayc and wbe 
is. 
He stn.w; an ampler future's seetls 
'1' is 
.our fault if no harvt'
t rise
 ; 
Smooth haek the bnet'r; for i:;; it naurrht 
That all Jr., is all!1 has is Bt',mtv's f 
By 
0111 the SOUr!) rrains must be wl:O\wht 
' 1 ' 1 
 
 , 
If> .\c'tual claims onl" f'O,\I"S(,I' th01l"ht 
The Idt.'.LI hath it.-. hight'I' Jutics
 ' 


ON A PORTRAIT OF DA
"TE BY GIOTTO. 


C \
 this l,e thon who, lean and 1'<1.1.., 
With 
u('h illlllJiti,rahll't.Vf' 
Di.lst look upon tho
c wlitÌ1Íng souls in 
L.l1t., 
And nOll'I.adl n'ng('aW't', and p.L!o,'i by 
Unmovcfl, 1-.av.' when thy he.u1 Ly cJrdnce 
Cd
t Lack warù one forhilltlt"n glaure, 
..\ntl saw France
ca, with dÚltl's glee, 
Suhdue and lUount thy wiJJ-horsc knee 
..\nd with proud hanJ..s control its Jiery 
prance? 
\\ïth half-drooped liJs, and smooth, 
round hrow, 
And eye remote, that inlv sees 
J<'air Bca'triee'!) ::il'irit wandf:ring now 
In some 'Sed-lulled Ht'slu'rides, 
Thou IlJOvest through the jarriug strcet, 
St'cludt'd from the noi:o,t> of feet 
By her gift-blo
som ill thy hand, 
Thy branch of IJahll from H01y 
Laud.- 
X 0 trace is here of ruin's fiery sleet. 
Yet there is something round thy lips 
That prophesies the coming doom, 
The soft, gr.ty heralJ-shaùow ere the 
('clips' 
X otcllt's the perfed di.,k with gloom; 
.\ sOIllf'thiug that wouhl hanish thee, 
_\11<1 thine unta.lllpd pun\11f'l' he, 
From IIII'll allli their unworthy fate
, 
Though Florence had not shut her 
gatt.s, 
Aud Gri('f had looseù her clutch and let 
thee free, 
Ah ! he who fo11o\\"s f('arlt.ssly 
Thf' hf'ckouillgs of a poct-h('art 

hall wander, .ulti without the world's 
dpcre p , 
A hanislH'd man in fit'hi al1<1 mart; 
Harclt'r than Florencp' waUs the h.lr 
,rlJÍch with deaf sternness holds him 
far 
From home and friends, till death's 
release, 
.And makl'!' his only prayer fOI" pc
a('('. 
Like thine, scarred \"eteldll of a lifelong 
war! 


OK THE DEATH OF A FR
"D SCHILD. 


DF.\TJI ne,"pr f'ume so ni
h to me before, 

 or ShOWl'tl me his millI' fal'
: oft hadl 
m u
ed 
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Of calm and peace and deep forgetful- 
ness, 
Of folded hands, closed eyes, and heart 
at rest, 
And slumber sound beneath a flowery 
turf, 
Of faults forgotten, and an inner place 
Kept sacred tor us in the heart of 
frit'nds ; 
But these were idle fancies, satisfied 
\V ith the mere hm,k of this great mys- 
tery, 
And dwelling in the outward shows of 
things. 
Heaven is not mounted to on wings of 
dreams, 
Nor doth the unthankful happiness of 
youth 
Aim thitherward, but floats from bloom 
to bloom, 
'Vith earth's warm l)atch of sunshine 
well content: 
'T is sorrow builds the shining ladclf'l' up, 
"\Vhose golden rounds are our calamities, 
"\Vhereon our firm feet planting, nearer 
God 
The spirit climbs, and hath its eyes un- 
sealed. 


True is it that Death's face seems stern 
and cold, 
Vlhen he is sent to summon those we 
love, 
But all God's angels come to us dis- 
guised ; 
Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death, 
One after other lift their frowning 
masks, 
And we behold the seraph's face beneath, 
All radiallt with the glory and the ('aIm 
Of having looked upon the front of God. 
'Vith every anguish of onr earthly part 
'I'he spirit's sight grows clearer; this was 
meant 
"\Vhen Jesus touched the blind man's 
lids with clav. 
Life is the jailer, D
ath the angel sent 
To draw the unwilling bolts and set us 
free. 
He flings not ope the ivory gate of 
Hest, - 
Only the fallen spirit knocks at that, - 
But to benigner regions beckons us, 
To destinies of more rewarded toil. 
In the hushed chamber, sitting by the 
dead, 
It grates on us to hear the flood of life 


\Yhirl rustling onward, senseless of OUI 
looSs. 
The bee hums on; around the blossom ell 
vine 
'Vhirs the light humming-bird; the 
crieket chirps; 
The locu
t's shrill alarum stings the 
ear; 
Hard by, the cock shouts lustily; from 
farm to farm, 
His cheery brothers, telling of the snn, 
Answer, till far away the joyallce dies: 
'Ve never knew before how God had 
fillpd 
The summer air with happy li\'illg 
sounùs; 
All round us seems an overplus of life, 
And yet the one ùear heart lies cold and 
still. 
It is most strange, when the great mir- 
acle 
Hath for our sakes been done, when we 
ha ve had 
Our inwardest experience of God, 
\Vhen with his presence still the room 
expands, 
And is a\ved after him, that naught is 
changed, 
That N atnre's face looks unacknowl- 
edging, 
And the mad world still ùances heedless 
on 
After its butterflies, and gives no sign. 
'T is har<l at first to see it all aright: 
In vain ];'aith blows her trump to smn. 
mon hack 
Her scattered troop: yet, through the 
clouded glass 
Of our own bitter tears, we learn to look 
Undazzled 011 the kindness of God's 
face; 
Earth is too dark, and Heaven alone 
shines through. 


It is no little thillg, when a fresh soul 
And a fresh heart, with their unmeas- 
ured scope 
For good, not gravitating earthward yet, 
But circling in diviner ]wriods, 
Are sent into the world, - no little 
thing, 
'Vhen this un nounded possibility 
Into the outf'r silence is withdrawn. 
Ah, in this world, where every guiding 
thread 
Ends suchlenly in the one sure centre, 
death, 
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The visionary haml of Might-havp-b(>l'n 
Alone can till Dcsire's cup to the briUl ! 
How changed, drar fricn
l, arc thy part 
aIllI thy child's! 
He beJ}(ls ahove thy cradl(> now, or hold
 
His w.u'ning finger out to bp thy guitlt'; 
Thou art the nursling now; he watches 
. thee 
Slow learning, one by one, the secret 
things 
"Thich aJ.e to him used sights of every 
(lay; 
IIt' smiles to see thy wondering glances 
con 
The grass and pebbles of the spirit- 
world, 
To thee miraculous; amI he will teach 
Thy kiwI's their due observances of 
prayer. 
Chiltlren are God's apostles, day by day 
Sent forth to preach of love, and hope, 
and peaee ; 
N or hath thy babe his mission left un- 
done. 
To me, .at least, his going hence hath 
gIven 
S..renel' thoughts and nearer to the skies, 
And opened a new fountain in my hpart 
Fur thee, my friend, and all : and 0, if 
Dt'ath 

Iore near approaches meditatps, and 
cIa::; 1'8 
Evcn now some dearer, more reluctant 
hand, 
God, strengthen thou my faith, that I 
ma y see 
That 't is thine angl'l, who, with loving 
haste, 
IT nto tht> service of the inner shrine, 
Duth waken thy belovëd with a kis::;. 


EURYDICE. 


HEAYEX'S cup held down to me I 
drain, 
The sunshine mounts and spurs my 
brain; 
Bathing in grnsR, with thirsty eye 
I sUI'k the last drop of the ::,ky ; 
"\Yith ('ach hot sense I draw to the lees 
The quickpning out-door inllueIll:es, 
And (>mpty to each radiant comer 

\ supprlHleulum of summer: 
Not, Bacchus, all thy grosser juice 
Could Lring enchantment so profuse, 


Though for itspressf>ach grape-bunchhaù 
The white feet of an Oread. 


Through our coarse art gleam, now aml 
tht'n, 
Thc f..atlll'cs of angelic mpn : 
'X eath tht> lewd RatYI"s veiling paint 
Glows forth the 
ibyl, 
[use, or Saint; 
The dauber's botch no more obscures 
The 111Íghty master's portraitures. 
And who can say what hll'kipr beam 
The hidden glory shall 1'('tlt'em, 
For what chance elUlI the soullllay wait 
To stumblt> on its nobler fate, 
Or why, to his unwarlled abotll', 
Still hy surprises comes the GOll ? 
Some moment, nailed on sorrow's cross, 

lay meditate a whole youth's lo
s, 
SOllie windfall joy, wc know not ,,;hence, 
Retleelll a lif..tinw's rash expt>IlSP, 
Awl, suddenly wise, the soul may mark, 
Stripp('tl of their simulatt'tl dark, 

[ountains of gold that piel'ce the sky, 
Girdling its valleyed poverty. 


I feel ye, chiltlhootl's hopes, return, 
\Vith olden heats my pulses hurn, - 
)[ine be the st>lf-forgetting sweep, 
Tlu! torrent impube swift and wilù, 
"Therewith Taghkanic's rock born chilù 
Dan's gloriously the tlangprous leap, 
And, in his sky-dpscendf'd mootl, 
Transmutt's each (h'op of slughrjsh blood, 
By t01wh of bmvery's simple waud, 
To anwthyst allli diamoutl, 
Proving himst>lf no hastard slip, 
But the true grauite-eratlle,l O1W, 
X ursed with the rock's primeval drip, 
The clou<1-clllhraciu ó mouutain's SOIl ! 


Pray(>r breathed in vain! no wish's sway 
Hehuilùs the vanished yrstt>rday ; 
For plated wan>s of SlwUidd stamp 
\Ve gave the oM AlalMin's lamp; 
'T is we are changt>tl; ah, whither went 
That undesigned ahandonment, 
That wise, 1.lIlqupstionillg content, 
\Vhi..h could erect it:o\ microcosm 
Out of a \\'eptl's l1{'gledetl hlos:.;oUl, 
Coultl call up _\rthur and his peers 
By a low moss's clump of spears, 
Or, ill its shingle trir(>n)l> lauuched, 
Where Charh.s in ::;Ollle green i1Ùet 
hrallcht'd, 
Coultl v{'nture for the gohll'n fleece 
And dmgon.watdlt...1 Ht'slwriJes, 
Or, from its ripple-shattered fate, 
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Ulysses' chances re-cr{'ate ? 
'Vhen, herallling life's 
v(}ry phase, 
'l'here glowed a goddess-veiling haze, 
A plenteous, forewarning grace, 
I.ike that more tender dawn that flies 
}
efore the full moon's ample rise? 
1tlethinks thy parting glory shines 
'rhrough yonder grove of singing pines; 
A t that elm-vista's end I trace 
Dimly thy sad leave-taking face, 
Eurydice ! Eurydice ! 
'rhe tremulous leaves repeat to me 
Eurydice! Eurydice! 
No gloomier Orcus swallows thee 
'rhan the unclouded sunset's glow; 
Thine is at least Elysian woe; 
Thou hast Good's natural ùecay, 
And fadest like a star away 
Into an atmosphere whose 
hine 
\Vith fuller day o'ermasters thiu
, 
Entering defeat as't were a shrine; 
}'or us, - we tm'n life's diary o'er 
To find but one word, - Nevermore. 


SHE CAME AND WENT. 


As a twig trembles, which a bird 
Lights on to sing, then leaves unbent, 
So is my memory thrilled anù stirred;- 
I only know she came and went. 
As clasps some lake, by gusts unriven, 
rrhe blue dome's measureless content, 
So my soul held that moment'sheaven;- 
I only know she came and went. 
As, at one bound, our swift spring heaps 
The orchards full of bloom and scent, 
So clove her JtIay my wintry sleeps;- 
I only know she came and went. 
An angel stood and met my gaze, 
Through the low doorway of my tent; 
TIlE' tf'nt is struck, the vision stays; - 
I only know she came and went. 
0, when the room grows slowly dim, 
And life's last oil is nearly spent, 
One gush of light these eyes will brim, 
Only to think she came and went. 


THE CHANGELING. 


I RAD a little daughter, 
And she was given to me 
To If'ad nw gently backward 
'1.'0 the Hcavcnly Father's knee, 


That I, by the force of nature, 
Might in some "dim wise divine 
The depth of his iniÌnite patience 
To this wayward soul of mine. 
I know not how others saw her, 
But to me she was wholly fair, 
And the light of the heaven she came 
from 
St
lllingf'red and gleamed in her hair; 
For It was as wavy anù gohlen, 
And as many changes took, 
As the shadows of sllu-gilt ripples 
On the yellow bed of a brook. 
To what can ] liken her smiling 
Upon me, her knt'eling lover, 
How it leaped from her lips to her eye- 
Eds, 
And lliml'led her whol1y over, 
Till her outstretc1lf'd hands smiled also, 
And I almost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 
Sendiug sun through her veins to me ! 


She had nef'n with us scarce a twelve- 
month, 
And it hardly sef'med a day, 
'Yhen a troop of wandering angels 
Stole my little daughter away; 
Or perhaps those hea\Tenly Zingari 
But loosed the hampering strings, 
And when they had opened her cage- 
door, 
:My little bird used her wings. 
But they left in her stead a changelinO', 
A little angel child, 0 
That Sel'1l1S like her bud in full blossom, 
And smiles as she JJever 8J11ilt'd ; 
'Ylwn I wake in thp morniuO', I l:iee it 
'Yhere she always used to lie, 
And I feel as weak as a violet 
Alone 'neath the awful sky. 
As weak, yet as trustful also; 
For the whole y{'ar long I see 
All the wonders of faitJlful Nature 
Rtill worked for the love of me ; 
'Yillds wander, and dews drip earthward, 
Hain fal1s, suns rise and set, 
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper 
A poor little violet. 
This child is not mine' as the first was, 
I call1wt sing it to rest, 
I cannot lift it up fathl-'rly 
And bliss it upon my breast; 
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Yet it lies in mv little one's (,1'a(11<- 
.AmI sits in lIiy little OIlt"S chair, 
Anll tht' light of thl' 11l'avl'n she '8 gone to 
Transligurcs its golùen hair. 


THE PIONEER. 


'VUAT man would live coffined with 
b1'ÏI'k allli stOlle', 
I mprisonl',l from the influences of air, 
Anù cr:1lupP,I with bcllish lanùmarks 
everV\\"IH're 
"
hen all l;efol"l' h'im stretches, furrow- 
less amI 10IH', 
The ullmapped prairie none can fence 
or own I 


'Vhat man wouM read and read the 
sl'lfsame faLI's, 
And, like the marbles which the 
windmill grinds, 
Rub smooth forever with the same 
smooth milHls, 
This year retradng last year's, every 
year's, dull traces, 
'Vhen tlwre are woods and un-man- 
stifled places 1 


'Vhat man o'er one old thought would 
pore and pore, 
Shut like a book between its covers 
thin 
For CVf'ry fool to lea,.e his dog's- 
ears iu, 
'Yhen solitude is his, and God forever- 
mon', 
Just for the opening of a paltry door1 
'Vhat man would watch life's oozy 
elenlf'nt 
CrPI'p Lethewarll forever, when he 
mi<rht 
DOWI
 somp great river (!rift beyond 
n1l'n's sirrht 
To wllf're the u71d
thronëd forest's royal 
tent 
Broolls with its hush o'er half a con- 
tinent 1 


'Vhat man with men would push anù 
altt'l'cat(', 
Piedng out crooked means for 
crooked enùs, 
'Vhen he can have the skies and 
wooùs for friends, 


Rnatch ha('k t1Ie ru(lder of llis unt1i
- 
mautll'(l fate, 
And in himself be ruler, churLh, and 
state? 


Cast Imves anll feathers rot in last 
year's nl'st, 
The willgëd hrood, flown thence, 
new dwellings pIau; 
The serf of his own Past is not a 
llIall : 
To changt' ål1l1 change is life, to nlOve 
alHI never rest;- 
K ot what we are, but what we llOpe, 
is best. 


The wiM, frpe woods make no man 
halt or blinù; . 
Cities roh men of eves and hands 
and fpl>t, W 
PatdJing one whole of many incom- 
plete ; 
The general preys upon the individual 
mind, 
And each alone is he] pless as the wind. 


Each man is some man's selTallt; 
every soul 
Is by some other's presence (p.1Ïte 
discrowned ; 
Eat.:h owes the lWXt through all the 
imp<'rfect roullll, 
Yet not with mutuallwlp; each man ii 
his own goal, 
And the whole E'arth must stop to pay 
his tol1. 


Here, life the undiminished man de- 
mands ; 
N <,w faculties stretch out to meet 
npw wants; 
'Vhat Ka.ture asks, that Xature also 
grants; 
Here man i
 lorel, not drudge, of eyes 
amI ft'et and hands, 
And to his life is knit with hourly 
bands. 


Comp out, thpn, from the old thoughts 
and old ways, 
Bl'fore ,"on ha 1"11(>11 to a ('1'\":;;tal coM 
\Yhich .thp 1lI'\\. life can sh"att..r, hut 
1I0t mon hl ; 
Freedom for yon still wait
, still, look- 
ing hackwanl, stays, 
But witlt'ns still the irrdril'\"able 
space. 
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LONGING. 
OF all the myriad mooùs of mind 
That through the soul come thronging, 
'Vhich one was e'er so Jear, so kind, 
So beautiful as Longing? 
The thing we long for, that we are 
For one transcendent moment, 
Before the Present poor anù bare 
Can make its sneering conllllent. 


Stin, through our paltry stir and strife, 
Glows down the wi
hed lù
al, 
And Longing 1ll0ulJs in day what Life 
Carves in the marble Ileal; 
To let the new life in, we know, 
Desire must ope the portal;- 
Perhaps the longing to be so 
Helps make the soul imlllortal. 


Longing is God's fresh heavenward will 
'Vith our poor earthward stridng; 
'Ve quench it that we may be still 
Content with merely living; 
But, would we learn that heart's full 
scope 
Which we are hourly wronging, 
Our lives must climb from hope to hope 
And realize our longing. 


Ah! l('t us hope that to our praise 
Good God not only reckons 
The moments when we tread his ways, 
But when the spirit beckons,- 
That some slight gooJ is also wrought 
Beyond splf-satisfaction, 
When we are simply good in thought, 
Howe' er we fail in action. 


ODE TO FRANCE. 


FEBRUARY, 1848. 


I. 
As, flake by flake, the beetling ava- 
lanches 
Build up their imminent crags of 
noisele
s snow, 
Till some chance thrill the loosened ruin 
launches 
Anù the blind havoc leaps unwm.ned 
below, 
So grew and gathered through the silent 
years 
The madness of a People, wrong by 
wrong. 


There spemec1 no strengtll in the dumb 
toih'r's tear::;, 
No strength in suffering; but the Past 
was strong: 
The brute de::;l'air of trampled centuries 
Leaped up with one hoarse yell and 
sna ppell its ban d s, 
Groped for its right with horny, cal- 
lous hands, 
And stared around for God with blood- 
shot eyes. 
'\Vhat wonder if those palms were all 
too ha r<1 
For nice distinctions, - if that mænad 
thl'Ollg- 
They whose thick atmosphere no bard 
Had shivered with the lightning of his 

n
 . 
Brutes with the memories and desires 
of men, 
""Those chronicles were writ with iron 
pen, 
In the crooked shoulder and the 
forehead low, 
Set wrong to halance wrong, 
And physicked ,yue with woe 1 


II. 
They did as tlwy were taught; not theirs 
the blame, 
If men who sC'attered firebrands reaped 
the flame: 
They trampled Peace beneath their 
sa vage fpet, 
Anù by her golden tresses drew 
:Mercy along the pavement of the 
street. 
o Freedom! Freedom! is thy morning- 
dew 
So gory red? Alas, thy light had 
ne'er 
Shone in upon the chaos of their 
lair! 
They reared to tl1ee such symbol as they 
knew, 
And worshipped it with flame and 
blood, 
A Vengpance, axe in hand, that 
stood 
Holding a tyrant's 11ead up by the clot- 
ted hair. 


III. 
'Vhat wrongs the Oppressor suffere<l, 
these we know; 
These have found piteous voice in song 
and prose; 
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But for the Oppressed, their darkness 
and their \\ 0(>, 
Their grinding centnrips, - what 1\1 use 
hall those 1 
Though hall and palace had nor eyes 
nor ea.rs, 
Hardening a people's heart to senseless 
stone, 
Thou kuewest them, 0 Earth, that 
drank their tears, 
o Heaven, that heard their inarticu- 
late moan! 
They noted down their fetters, link by 
link ; 
Coarse was the hand that scrawled, and 
red the ink; 
Rude was their score, as suits unlet- 
tered men, 
Notched with a headsman's axe upon 
a block : 
'Vhat llJarvt'l if, when came the aveng- 
ing shock, 
'T was Ate, not Urania, held the 
pen ? 


IV. 
'Vlth eye averted, and an anguished 
frown, 
Loathingly glides the :Muse through 
scenes of strife, 
Where, like the heart of Vengeance up 
and down, 
Throbs in its framework the blood- 
muffled knife; 
Slow are the steps of Freedom, but her 
feet 
Turn never hack ward : hers no bloody 
glare; 
Her light is calm, and innocent, and 
sweet, 
And where it enters there is no de- 
spair : 
'K ot first on }mlace and cathpdral spire 
Quivers and gleams that uncollsuming 
fi re ; 
'Yhile these stand black against her 
morning skies, 
The peasant sees it leap from peak to 
peak 
Along his hills; the craftsman's burn- 
ing eyes 
Own with cool tears its influence mother- 
meek ; 
It lights the poet's heart up like a 
star; 
Ah! while the tyrant deemed it still 
afar, 


Anù twined with g01ùen threaùs his 
futile sna.re, 
That swift, con victing glow all round 
him ran ; 
'T was close beside him there, 
Sunrise whose .Memnon is the soul of 
man. 


v. 
o Broker-King, is this thy wisdom's 
fruit 1 
A dynasty plucked out as 't were n 
weed 
Grown rankly in a night, that leaves 
no seed! 
Could eightePIl years strike down no 
deeper root 1 
But now thy vulture eye was turned 
on Spain, - 
A shout from Paris, and thy crown falls 
off, 
Thy race has ceased to reign, 
And thou beeollle a fugitive and scoff: 

lippery the feet that mount by stairs 
of gold, 
And weakpst of all fences one of steel ; - 
Go and keep school again like him of 
01(1, 
The Syracusan tyrant; - thou mayst 
fppI 
Royal amid a birch-swayed commonweal! 


VI. 
Not long can he be ruler who allows 
His time to run before him; thou 
wast naught 
Soon as the strip of gold about thy brows 
'Vas no more emblem of the People's 
thought: 
Vain were thy bayonets against the foe 
Thou hadst to cope with; thou didst 
wage 
'Val' not with Frenchmen merely; -no, 
Thy strife was with the Spirit of the 
Age, 
The invisible Spirit whose first breath 
di vinE' 
Scattered thy frail endeavor, 
And, like poor last year's leaves, 
whirled thee and thine 
Into the Dark forever! 


VII. 
Is here no triumph? Nay, what 
though 
The yellow blood of Trade meanwhile 
should pour 
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Along its arteries a shrunken flow, 
And the idle can vas droop around the 
shore 
 
These do not make a state, 
N or keep it great; 
I think God made 
The earth for man, not trade; 
And where each humblest human crea- 
ture 
Can stand, no more suspicious or afraid, 
Erect and kingly in his right of nature, 
To heaven and earth knit with harmo- 
nious ties, - 
Where I behold the exultation 
Of manhood glowing in thol:ie eyes 
That had been dark for a
es, 
Or only lit with bestial loves and 
rages, 
There I behold a Nation: 
The France which lies 
Between the Pyrenees and Rhine 
Is the least part of France ; 
I see her rather in the soul whose shine 
Burns through the craftsman's grimy 
countenance, 
In the new energy divine 
Of Toil's enfranchised glance. 


VIII. 
And if it be a dream, - 
If the great Future be the 1ittle Past 
'Neath a new mask, which drops and 
shows at last 
The same weird, mocking face to balk 
and blast.,- 
Yet, :Muse, a gladder measure suits the 
theme, 
And the Tyrtæan harp 
Loves notes more resolute and 
sharp, 
Throbbing, as throbs the bosom, hot 
and fast: 
Such visions are of morning, 
Theirs is no vague forewarning, 
The dreams which nations dream come 
true, 
And shape the world anew; 
If this be a sleep, 
Jtfake it long, make it deep, 
o Father, who send est the harvests men 
reap! 
'Vhile Labor so sleepeth, 
His sorrow is gone, 
No longer he weepeth, 
But smileth and steel)eth 
His thoughts in the dawn; 
He heareth Hope yonder 


Rain, lark-likp, 'her fandes, 
His drpaming halHIs wander 
.Mid hcai.t's-ease amI pansies; 
" "r is a dream! 'T is a vil:iioll !" 
Shrieks .Mammon aghast; 
" The ùay's broad derision 
\Vill chase it at låst ; 
Ye are mad, ye have taken 
A slumbering kraken 
For finn land of the Past! " 
Ah ! if he awaken, 
Goù shield us all then, 
If this dream rudely shaken 
Shall cheat him again! 


IX. 
Since first I heard our North-wind 
blow, 
Since first I saw Atlantic throw 
On our fierce rocks his thunderous 
SIlOW, 
I loved thee, Freedom; as ahoy 
The rattle of thy shield at Marathon 
Did with a Grecian joy 
Through all my pulses run; 
But I have learned to love thee now 
Without the helm upon thy gleaming 
brow, 
A maiden mild and undefiled 
Like her who bore the world's redeem- 
ing child; 
And surely never did thine altari 
glance 
With purer fires than now ill France; 
While, in their bright white flashes, 
"TrOna'S shadow, backward cast, 
"T aves c
werinO' o'er the ashes 
Of the dead, Llaspheming Past, 
O'er the shapes of fallen giants, 
His own Ull buried brood, 
'Vhose dead hands clench defiance 
At the overpowering Good : 
And down t.he happy future runs a flood 
Of prophesying light; . 
I t shows an Earth no longer stamed 
wi th blood, 
Blossom and fruit where now we see the 
bud 
Of Brotherhood and Right. 


ANTI -APIS. 


PRAISEST Law, friend 
 vVe, too, love it 
much as they that love it best; 
'T is the deep, augu
t foundation, where- 
on Peace anù Justice rest; 
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On the rock primeval, hidùen in the Bearing up the Ark is ligl1t
ome, golden 
Past its bases 1)(>, Apis hid ",ithi]), 
Block by block the endpavoring Ages 'Vhile we Levites share the offerings, 
built it up to what we see. richer by the people's sin. 
But dig down: the Old unbury ; thou 
shalt fin(lon every stont' 
That each .Age hath carved the symbol 
of what god to them was known. 
Ugly shapes and brutish sometimes, but 
the fairest that they knt'w ; 
If their sight were dim and earth ward, 
yet thpir hope and aim were true. 


Surely as the unconsriou
 npedle feels 
the far-otr loa(l:star draw, 
So strives every gracious nature to at- 
one itself with Jaw; 
And the elder Saints and Sages laid their 
pious framework right 
By a theocratic instinct covered from the 
people's sight. 


As thE'ir gocls were, so their laws were; 
Thor the strong could reave and 
steal, 
So through many a peacpful inlet tore the 
X orseman's .eager keel ; 
But a new law came when Christ came, 
and not blameless, as before, 
Can we, paying him our lip-tithes, give 
our lives and faiths to Thor. 


Law is holy: ay, but what law? Is there 
nothing more di \.ine 
Than the patched-up broils of Congress, 
- venal, full of meat and wine? 
Is there, say you, nothing higher? 
Naught, God save us! that tran- 
sCt'uds 
Laws of cotton tp"\:ture, wove by vulgar 
men for vulgar ends 1 


Did Jt>hovah ask thpir counsel, or sub- 
mit to them a plan, 
Ere hp filleù with lovt's, hopes, longings, 
this aspiring heart of man? 
For their eùict (loes the soul wait, ere it 
swing muml to the polE' 
Of the true, the frep, thp (jo<<l-wineù, all 
that makes it be a soul? 


Give to "Cresar what is Cæsar's? yes, but 
tell me, if you can, 
Is this sn perscri ption Cresar's here upon 
our Lrother man? 
Is not here some othE'r's image, dark and 
sullied though it bp, 
In this fellow-soul that worships, strug- 
gles Goùwarù even as we 'I 


It was not to such a future that the :\Iay- 
flower's prow was turned; 
Not to such a faith tlw martyrs clung, 
exulting as they Lunwù ; 
Not by such laws are men fashioned, 
earnest, simple, valiant, great 
In the household virtues whereon rests 
the uncollquerable state. 


Ah ! there is a higher gospel, overhead 
the God-roof springs, 
And ea<'h glaù, obpdient planet like a 
golden :shuttle sings 
Through the web which Timp is weaving 
in his never-resting 100111,- 
'Yeaving seasons many-colored, bringing 
prophecy to doom. 


Think you Truth a farthing rushlight, 
to be pinched out when you will 
'Vith your (lE'ft official fingers, and your 
politicians' skill? 
Is yoltr God a woodE'n fetish, to be hili- 
den out of sight 
That his block E'yes may not SE'e you ùo 
the thing that is not right? 


But the DE'stinies think not so; to their 
ju(lgment-chamher lone 
Comps no noise of populRr clamor, there 
Fame's tnlmpet is not blown; 
Your majoritiE's they reck not; - that 
yon grant, but then you say 
That vou ditl'pr with them sonwwhat,- 
,,:hich is stronger, you or tht'Y 1 


Law is llOly; but not yonr law, ye who Patif'nt are they as the insects that build 
kepp the tahlE'ts whole islan(ls in the (If'ep; 
'Yllile yp (lash the Law to pieces, shatter They 11\11'1 not the boltell thmlller, but 
it in life aud soul; thcir silent way they keep; 
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Where they have been that we know ; 
where empires towered that were not 
j lIst ; 
Lo! the skulking wild fox scratches in a 
little heap of dust. 
1851. 


A PARABLE. 


SAID Christ our Lord, '" I will go and see 
How the men, my brethren, believe in 
" 
me. 
Re passed not again through the gate of 
birth, 
But made himself known to the children 
of earth. 
Then said the chief priests, and rulers, 
and kings, 
"Behold, now, the Giver of all good 
things; 
Go to, let us welcome with pomp and 
state 
Him who alone is mighty and great." 
'Vith carpets of gold the ground they 
spread 
'Vherever the Son of 
Ian should tread, 
And in palace-chamhers lofty and rare 
They lodged him, and served him with 
kiugl y fare. 
Great orgAns surged through arches dim 
Their jubilant floods in praise of him; 
And in church, and palace, and judg- 
ment-hall, 
He saw his ima.ge high over all. 
Rut still, ".hflrever his steps they led, 
The Lord in sorrow bent clown his head, 
Aud from under the heavy foundation- 
stone
, 
The son of :Mary heard bitter groans. 
And in church, and palace, and judg- 
ment-hall, 
He marked great fissures that l'ent the 
wall, 
And opened wider and yet more wide 
As the living foundation heaved and 
sighed. 


"Have ye founded YOUl' thrones and 
altars, tlwn, 
On the bodies and souls of living mpn ? 
And think ye that building shaH f'lldul'e, 
Which shelters the noble and crushes the 
poor
 


"'Vith gates of silver And bars of gold 
Y e ha ve fenced my sheep from their 
Father's fold; 
I have heard the dropping of their tears 
In lleaven these eighteen hundred years." 
"0 Lord and 'ThIaster, not ours tlle guilt, 
Vie build but as our fathers built; 
Behold thine images, how tllf'Y stand, 
Sovereign and sole, through all our land. 
"Our task is hard, - with sword and 
flame 
To hold thine earth forever the same, 
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep 
Still, as thou leftest them, thy sheep." 


Then Christ sought out an artisan, 
A low-browed, stuntf'cl, haggard man, 
And a motherless girl, whose fingers thin 
Pushed from her faintly want and sin. 


These set he in the midst of them, 
And as they drew back their garment- 
hem, 
For fear of defilement, "Lo, here, It said 
he, 
"The images ye have made of me !" 


ODE 


'WRITTEN FOR THE CELEBRA nON OF 
THE I
TRODUCTION OF THE COCHIT- 
UATE WATER IKTO THE CITY OF 
BOSTON. 



I Y name is 'Vater: I have sped 
Through strange, dark ways, untried 
Lefore, 
By pure desire of fIif'ndsJJip led, 
Cochituate's amhas
a(lor ; 
He sends four royal gifts by me : 
Long life, health, peace, and purity. 


I 'm Cf>res' cup-bearer; I ponr, 
Forflowers and fruits and all their kin, 
Her crystal vintAge, from of yore 
Stored. in old Earth's selectest bin, 
Flora's Falerl1ian ripe, since God 
The ,vine-press of the deluge trod. 


In that filJ' isle whence, iron-wined, 
The N f>W V{ odd's sires their bark 
unmoored, 
The fairies' acorn-cups I fillf'd 
Upon thc toadstool's silver board, 
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And, 'll{'ath ITeTlle'S oak, for Shake- Poured hcre in vain; - that sturdy blood 
speare's sight, 'Vas meant to make the earth more 
Strewed moss aUll. grass with diamonds green, 
bright. Rut in a highf'r, gentler mood 
Than broke this April noon serene; 
Two graves an
 }wre : to mark the place, 
At head and foot, an unhewn stone, 
O'er which the herald lichens trace 
The hlazon of Oblivioll. 


No fairies in the l\Iayflower came, 
A 1)(1, lightsome as I sparkle here, 
For 1\[other nay State, busy dame, 
I've toiled and drudged this many a 
year, 
Throbhed in her engines' iron veins, 
'fwirled myriad 
l'indles for her gains. 


I, too, can weave: the warp I set 
'l'hrough which the sun his shuttle 
th ruws, 
AmI, bright as Xoah saw it, yet 
For you the arching rainLow glows, 
A sight in Para(lise denied 
To unfallell Adam anù his bride. 


"Th('n 'Vinter held me in his grip, 
You seized and 
en t me o'er the wave, 
Ungrateful! in a prison-ship; 
But I forgive, not 101lg a slave, 
For, soon as summer south-winds blew, 
Homeward I fled, disguised as dew. 


For countlesR services I 'm fit, 
Of USP, of pleasure, and of gain, 
But lightly from all bonds I flit, 
K or lose my mirth, nor feel a stain; 
From mill and wash-tub I escape, 
And take in heaven my proper shape. 
So, free myself, to-day, elate 
I corne from far o'er hill and mead, 
An(l here, Cochituate's envoy, wait 
To be your hlithesomp Ganymede, 
And brim yonI' cnps with nectar true 
That never will make slaves of you. 


LINES 


SUGGESTED BY THE GRAVES OF TWO 
E
GLISH SOLDIERS OS CO
CORD 
BArTLE-GROU
D. 


THE same good bloo(1 that now refills 
The dotard Orient's 
hrunk('n veins, 
The same whose vigor w
.stwanl thrills, 
Bursting Xevada's silver chains, 
roufPd here upon the April grass, 
Freckl('d with red the herbage BCW ; 
On repled the hattle's tramp1ing mass, 
Daek to the ash the blueLinl flew. 
7 


These men were brave enough, and true 
To the hired soldier's bull-dog crf'e<l ; 
\Vhat brought them hére they never 
knew, 
They fought as snits the English breed: 
They came three thou
and miles, aud 
died, 
To keep the Past upon its throne; 
Unheard, beyond the ocean tide, 
Their EU31ish mothcr made her moan. 


The turf that covers them no thrill 
Sends up to fire the heart and brain; 
No stronger purpose nerves the will, 
No hope renews its youth again: 
From farm to farm the Concord glides, 
.And trails my fancy with its flow; 
O'erhead the balanced hen-hawk slides, 
Twinned in the river's heaven below. 


Bnt go, whose nay State bo
om stirs, 
Proud of thy birth and neighbor's right, 
"There sleep the heroic villagers 
Borne red and stiff from Concord fight; 
Thought Reuben, snatching down his 
gun, 
Or Seth, as ebberl the life away, 
"That earth(luake rifts would shoot and 
run 
\Vorld-wide from that short April fray 1 


'Vhat then? "ïth heart and hand they 
wrought, 
According to their village light; 
'T was for the Future that they fought, 
Their rustic fa.ith in what was right. 
C pon earth's tragic stage they burst 
l'"nsummoned, in the humble sock; 
Thl'irs the fifth act; the curtain first 
nose ]ong ago on Charles's block. 


Thpir graves have voicf's; if they threw 
Dice charged with fates beyond their 
kt.u, 
Yet to their instincts they were true, 
And had the genius to be men. 
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Fine privilege of Freedom's host, 
Of even foot-soldiers for the Right! - 
For centuries dead, yc are not lost, 
Your graves send courage forth, and 
migh t. 


TO -. 


WE, too, have autumns, when our leaves 
Drop .loosely through the dampened 
aIr, 
'Vhen all our good seems bound in 
sheaves, 
And we stand reaped and bare. 


Our s(>asons have no fixed returns, 
'Vithout our will they come and go ; 
At noon our sudden summer burns, 
Ere sunset all is snow. 


But each day brings 1(>8s summer cheer, 
Crimps more our ineffectual spring, 
And something ear1ier every year 
Our siugillg birds take wing. 


As less the olden glow abides, 
And less the chillier heart aspires, 
With drift-wood beached in past spring- 
tides 
We light our sullen fires. 


By tl1e pinched rushligl1t's starving 
bfam 
'Ve cower and strain our wasted sight, 
To stitch youth's shroud up, seam by 
seam, 
In the long arctic night. 


I t was not so - we once were young - 
'Vhen Spring, to womanly Summer 
turning, 
Her dew-drops on each grass-blade 
strung, 
In the red sunrise burning. 


We trusted then, aspired, be1iev(>d 
That (>Hth could be remade to-mor- 
row; - 
A11, why be ever undeceÏ\Ted 
 
'Vhy give up faith for sorrow 1 


o thou, whose days are yet an spring, 
Faith, hlighted once, is pa::,t retriev- 
ing; 
Experience is a dumb, cleat! thing; 
The victory's in believing. 


FREEDOM. 


ARE we, then, wholly fanen? Can it be 
That thou, .Korth wind, that from thy 
mountains brillgest 
Their spirit to our plains, aud thou, 
11 ue sea, 
'Vho on our rocks thy wreaths of free- 
dom flingest, 
As on an altar, - can it he that ye 
Have wasted inspiration on dl'ad ears, 
Dulled with the too fanIiliar clank of 
chains? 
The people's hèart is like a harp for 
years 
Hung \vhere some petrifying torrent rains 
Its slow-incrusting spray: the stiffened 
chords 
Faint and more faint make answer to the 
tears 
That drip upon them: idle are all words: 
Only a silver plectrum wakes the tone 
Deep buried 'neath that ever-thickening 
stone. 


'Ve are not free: Freedom doth not 
consist 
In musing with our faces toward tl1e 
Past, 
While petty cares, and crawling inter- 
ests, twist 
Their spider-threads alJout us, which at 
last 
Grow strong as iron chains, to cramp 
and bind 
In formal narrowness heart, soul, and 
mind. 
Freedom is recrpat{'ù year by year, 
In hearts whIe open on the Godward side, 
In souls calm-cadenced as the whirling 
sphere, 
In minds tha.t sway the future like a tide. 
No broadest creeds can hold her, and no 
cod es ; 
She chooses men for her august abodes, 
Building them fair and fronting to the 
dawn; 
Yet, when we seek her, we but find a 
few 
Light footprints, leading morn-war(l 
through the dew : 
Before the day had risen, she was gone. 


And we must follow: swiftly runs she on, 
And, if our steps should slacken in de.. 
spair, 
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Half tnrn
 11rr farp, half smiles through 
gol<<It>n hair., 
Forcn>r yit'l<<ling, llevrr wholly won: 
That i
 not love whil'h l'am;t's in the rare 
Two close-linked names 011 fleeting sand 
to tmct> ; 
Freedom g:1Ìned yesterday is no more 
ours. 
:Mpn gather' but dry seeùs of last year's 
Howers ; 
Still there's a charm unhrranted, still a 
gracf', 
Still rosy Hope, the free, the unattained, 
Makes us Possession's languhl hand let 
fall ; 
'T is hut a fragment of ourselves is 
gained, - 
The Future brings us more, but never 
all. 


And, as the finder of some unknown 
realm, 
:Mouuting a summit whence he thinks to 
see 
On either side of him the imprisoning 
sea, 
Beholds, above the clouds that over- 
whelm 
The yallt>y-l.m<<l. peak after snowy peak 
Stretch out of sight, each like a silver 
hf'lm 
Beneath its plume of smoke, sublime 
and bleak, 
And what he thought an island finds to 
be 
A continent to him first oped, - so we 
Can from our height of Freedom look 
along 
A boundless future, ours if we be strong; 
Or if we shrink, better remount our 
ships 
And, fleeing God's express design, trace 
back 
The hero-freighted )Iayfiower's prophet- 
track 
To Europe, entering her blood-red eclipse. 
1848. 


BIBLIOLATRES. 


BOWI
G thyself in dust brfore a Book, 
And thinking the great God is thine 
alone, 
o rash iconoclast, thou wilt not hrook 
'Vhat go<<ls the heathen carves in wood 
and stone, 
As if the 
hepherd who from outer colù 


Leads all his shivpring lamhs to one sure 
fold 
'Vere careful for the faC)hion of hi') crook. 


There is no broken reed so poor antI hasp, 
No rush, the bending tilt of swamp-fly 
blur, 
But he therewith the ravening wolf can 
chase, 
And guide his flock to springs and pas- 
tut'CS new; 
Through ways un looked for, and through 
many lan<<ls, 
Far from the rich folds built with human 
han<<h;, 
The graciolls footprints of his love I 
trace. 


And what art thou, own brother of the 
clod, 
That from his hand the crook would 
snatch away 
And shake instead thy dry anù sapless 
rod, 
To scare the shepp out of the wholesome 
day? 
Yea, what art thou, l)lind, unconverted 
Jl>W, 
That with thv idol-volume's covers two 
'V oulùst make a jail to cool' the Ii villg 
God? 


Thou hear'st not well the mountain 
organ-tones 
By prophet ears from Hor and Sinai 
caught, 
Thinking th(> cisterns of those Hebrew 
brains 
Drew dry the springs of the .All-knower's 
thought, 
:Nor shall thy lips be touched with Ii,'. 
ing fire, 
'Vho blow'st old altar-coals with sole 
d('sire 
To weld anew the spirit's broken chains. 


God is not dumb, that he should 
prak 
no morp ; 
If thou hast wanderings in the wilder. 
nr
s 
And fiml'st not Sinai, 't is thy soul is 
poor; 
There tuwers the mountain of the Voice 
no les
, 
'Vhich whoso 
(>eks shall find, but he 
who bends, 
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Intent on manna still and mortal euds, Heaps its small pitehcr to the ear, 
Sees it not, neither hears its thundered Anù geutly waits the miller's will. 
lore. 


Slowly the Bible of the race is writ, 
And not on paper leaves nor leaves of 
stone; 
Each age, each killlÙ"ed, adds a verse 
to it, 
Texts of despair or hope, of joy or moan. 
'Vhile swings the sea, while mists the 
moun taills shroud, 
'Vhile thunder's surges burst on cliffs of 
cloud, 
Still at the prophets' feet the nations sit. 


Swift slips U mline along the race 
Unheard, and then, with flashing bound, 
Floods the dull wheel with light and 
grace, 
And, laughing, hunts the loath drudge 
round. 


The miller dreams not at what cost 
The . quivering millstones hum and 
w hid, 
N or how for every turn are tost 
Armfuls of diamond and of pearl. 


BEAVER BROOK. 


But Summer cleared my happier eyes 
With drops of some celestial juice, 
To see how Beauty underlies, 
lies the Forevermore each form of use. 


HUSHED with broad sunlight 
hill, 
And, minuting the long day's loss, 
The cedar's shadow, slow and still, 
Creeps o'er its 
ial of gray moss. 


'Varm noon brims full the valley's cup, 
The aspen's leaves are scarce astir; 
Only the little mill sends np 
I ts busy, never-ceasing burr. 


And more ; methought I saw that flood, 
Which now so dull and darkling steals, 
Thick, here and there, with human 
blood, 
To turn the world's laborious wheels. 


No more than doth the miner there, 
Shut in our several cells, do we 
Know with what waste of beauty rare 
Climbing the loose-piled wan that hems }'Ioves every day's machinery. 
The road along the mill-pond's brink, 
From 'neath the arching barberry-stems, 
}'Iy footstep scares the shy chewink. 


Beneath a bony buttonwood 
The mill's red door lets forth the din; 
The whitened miller, dust-imbued, 
Flits past the square of dark within. 


No mountain torrent's strength is here j 
Sweet Beaver, child of fOloest still, 


Surely the wiser time shall come 
\Vhen this fine overplus of might, 
No longer sullen, slow, and dumb, 
Shall leap to music and to light. 


In that new childhood of the Earth 
Life of itself shall dance and play, 
Fresh blood in Time's shrunk veins make 
mirth, 
And labor meet delight half.way. 
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KOSSUTH. TO T.A M A 'R TINE. 


A TIACE of noliles may die out, 
A rovalliut' ma," leave no heir; 
'\ï
è X ature sets no guanls about 
} ler pewter plate and wooden ware. 


nnt they fail not, th(' kingli!.r breed, 
'\110 starry diallems attain; 
To duugl'on, axe, and stakt' succeed 
Heirs of the old heroic strain. 


The zral of 
 ature never cools, 
1\ or is she th wa.rtell of her ends; 
"Theu gapped and dulled her cheaper 
tools, 
Then she a saint anù prophet spenùs. 


L:md of the )[agyars! though it be 
'rhe tyrant may r(-'link his chain, 
Alre:llly thine the victory, 
As the just Future mea
ures gain. 


Thou hast succeeded, thou hast '\':on 
The dt'athly trayail's amplest worth; 
A nation's duty thou hast done, 
Giving a hero to our earth. 


And hE', let come what will of woe, 
Hath saved the lanù he strove to sa\Te ; 
1\ 0 Cossack horde
, no traitor's blow, 
Can qu('nrh the voice shall haunt his 
gra ,.e. 


" I Kossuth am: 0 Future, thou 
That clear'st the just and blott'st the 
vile, 
O'er this small dust in reverence bow, 
Remem be ring w ha t I was erew hile. 


" J wa!; the cho
en trump wh('rí"through 
Our nod sent forth awakpning hreath ; 
Came chains? Came death 1 'rhe strain 
IIp hlew 
Sounds on, outliving chains and ùcath." 


lfH8. 
I DID not praise thf'e when Ule crO\nl, 
',ritched with the moment's inspi- 
ration, 
Vexed thy still ether with hosannas lou(l, 
AmI stamped their dusty adoration; 
I hut looked upward with the rest, 
And, when they shouted Greatest, whis- 
pereù Best. 


They rais('d thee not, hut rose to thee, 
Thpir fickle wreaths about thee tiillg- 
in rr . 
So on SOI

 marble Phæbus the high sea. 
.Might leave his worthless seaweeù 
clinging, 
Bnt pious hands, with reverent care, 

lake the pure limbs once more sub- 
limely b.lre. 


Now thou 'rt thy plain, grand self again, 
Thou art secure from panerrvrie,- 
Thou who gav'st politics an f'pk v strain, 
And actedst Freedom's noblest 
lyric; 
This si(lp the Blessed !sIps, no tree 
Grows green enough to make a wreath 
for thef'. 



or ran hlame cling to thee; th(' snow 
From !m-inish footprints takes no 
staining, 
But, If'aving the gross soils of earth be- 
low, 
Its spirit mounts, the skies regain- 
inr r 
AntI n;
;esentful falls ngain, 
To beautify the worIll with clews nnll 
rain. 


The highpst duty to mere man youch- 
sa fell 
'Yas la.ill on thee, -out of wild 
cha.os, 
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'Vhen the rousf>d popular occan foamed I France is too poor to pay alone 
and chafed, The service of that ample spirit; 
Anù vulture 'Val' from his Imaus Paltry seem low dictatorship atHl throne, 
Snuffed blood, to summon homely If balanced with thy simple merit. 
Peace, They haù to thee been rust and loss; 
And show that only order is release. Thy aim was higher, -thou hast climbed 
a Cross ! 


To carve thy fullest thought, what 
though 
Time was not granted? Aye in 
history, 
Like that Dawn's face which baffled 
Angelo 
Left shapeless, grander for its mys- 
tery, 
Thy great Design shall stand, and day 
Flood its blind front from Orients far 
away. 


Who says thy day is o'er? Control, 
:My heart, that bittf>r first emotion; 
'Vhile men shall reverence the steadfast 
soul, 
The heart in silent self-devotion 
Breaking, the mild, heroic mien, 
Thou 'It need no prop of marble, Lamar- 
tine. 


If France reject thee, 't is not thine, 
But her own, exile that she utters; 
Ideal France, the deathless, the divine, 
'Vill be where thy white pennon 
flutters, 
As once the nobler Athens went 
"Tith Aristides into banishment. 


No fitting metf'wand hath To-day 
For measuring spirits of thy stat- 
ure. 
Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on that lofty nature, 
Bard, who with some (U
inf>r art 
Hast touched the bard's true lyre, a na- 
tion's heart. 


Swept by thy hand, the gladdened 
chorcls, 
Crashf>ù now in discords fierce by 
others, 
Gave forth one note beyond all skill of 
words, 
And chimed togetllCr, 'Ve are broth- 
ers. 
o poem unsurpassed! it ran 
All round the world, unlocking man to If 
man. 


TO JOHN G. PALFREY. 


THERE are who triumph in a losing 
ea use, 
'Vho can put on defeat, as't were a 
wreath 
Unwitheril1g' in the adverse popular 
breath, 
Safe from the blasting demagogue's 
applause; 
'T is they who stand for Freeùom anel 
God's laws. 


And so stanels Palfrey now, as }'Iarvell 
stood, 
Loyal to Truth dethroned, nor could be 
wooed 
To trust the playful tigl'r's velvet 
paws: 
And if the second Charles brought in 
decay 
Of ancient virtue, if it well might 
wring 
Souls that had broadened 'neath a 
nobler day, 
To Sf'e a lose], marketable king 
Fearfully watering with his realm's best 
blood 
Cromwell's quenched bolts, that erst 
had crackcd and flamed, 
Scaring, through all their depths of 
courtier mud, 
Europe's crowned bloodsuckers,- 
how more a"hamed 
Ought we to be, who see Corruption's 
flood 
Still rise o'er last year's mark, to 
mine away 
Our brazen idols' feet of treacherous 
clay! 


o utter degradation! Freedom turned 
Slavery's vile bawd, to cozen and be- 
tray 
To the old lecher's clutch a maiden 
prcy, 
so a loat.hsome pander's fee be 
earneù! 
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Aud wp are silent,-we who daily 
t.'pall 
A soil su h1imf>, at least, "i th heroes' 
gra Vl.:, ! - 
Beckon 110 more, shadcs of the noble 
lIt'ad ! 
Be dumb, ye heaven-touched lips of 
winds allll waves! 
Or hope to rouse some Coptic dullard, 
hid 
Agr
 ago, wrapt stiffly, foM on fold, 
"Pith cerements close, to wither in the 
cohl 
Forever hushed, and sunless pyramid! 


Beauty and Truth, and all that these 
contain, 
Drop not like ripened fruit about our 
feet ; 
'Ve climb to them through years of 
sweat and pain; 
"TitllOut long struggle, none did e'er 
attain 
The down ward look from Quiet's bliss- 
ful seat: 
Though present los.o; may be the hero's 
part, 
Yet none can rob him of the victor 
heart 
"\Vhereby the. broad-realmed future is 
subdued, 
And \Vrong, which now insults from 
triumph's car, 
Sending her vulture hope to raven 
far 
Is made u'nwilling tributary of Good. 


o 
[other State, how quenched thy 
Sinai fires! 
Is thf>re none left of thy stanch 
Iay- 
Hower breed ? 
l' 0 spark alllong the aslws of thy sires, 
Of Virttll"s altar-flame the kindling 
seed ? 
Are thcse thy grpat men, these that 
cringe an(l creep, 
And writhe through slimy ways to 
I}lace and power?- 
How long, 0 Lorù, before thy wrath 
shall reap 
Our frail-stemmpd summer prosper- 
ings in their flower? 
o for one hour of that undaunted 
itOl'k 
That Wf'nt with Vane and Sydney to 
the block! 


o for a whiff of Xaseby, that wouM 
s\\,,('ep, 
\Yith its stern Puritan bt>som, aU this 
(' haff 
FroIn the Lord's threshing-floor! Yet 
more than half 
The victory is attained, when one or 
two, 
Through the fool's laughter and the 
traitor's scorn, 
Besille thy sepulchre can Lide the 
tHorn, 
Crucified Truth, when thou shalt rise 
anew. 


TO W. L. GARRISON. 


.. Somf> time afterward, it was reporter) to me 
by the city ()ffi('ers that they had ferreted out 
the pa}ler and its e(lltor; that his offkc was an 
ol,scure hole, his only visiLle auxiliary a nc,.!\"O 
LIIV, :11111 his supporters a few '"ery insj
l\iti- 
caÎlt persoll
 of all colors." - Letter oj 11. U. 
Otis. 


Ix a small chamber, friendless and un- 
seen, 
Toiled o'er his types one poor, un- 
learned young man; 
The place was dark, unfurllitured, and 
mean. - 
Yet there the freedom of a race began. 


Help came but slowly; surely no man 
vet 
Put iever to the heavy world with 
less: 
""hat nepd of help? He knew how 
tyrps were spt, 
He had a dauntless spirit, and a 
press. 


Such earnf>st nabtrrs are the fi(>ry pith, 
The compact nuc1eus, round which 
systpms grow! 

Ia8s after mass becomes inspired there- 
with, 
And whirls impregnate with the cen- 
tral glow. 
o Truth! 0 Freedom! how are ye 
tin 
horn 
In the nllie staLle, in the mang'
r 
nU
f>d ! 
\Vhat humhlt> hands unbar those gates 
of morn 
Through which the splendors of the 
X t'W Day burst! 
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ON THE DEATH OF C. T. TORREY. 


''"'"hat! sIul.lI onp monk, scarce known 
beyond his cell, 
Front ìtome's far-reaching búlts, and 
r-;corIl her frown 
 
Brave Luther answered YES; that thun- 
der's swell 
Rocked Europe, and discharmed the 
triple crOWIl. 
'Yhatevf>r can be known of earth we 
know, 
Sneereù Europe's wise men, in their 
snail-
hells curled; 
No! said one man in Genoa, and that 
1'0 
Out of the dark created this New 
'N orld. 


'Vho is it will not dare himse1f to trust? 
'Vho is it hath not strength to stand 
alone? 
Who is it thwarts and bilks the inward 
:MU::;T ? 
He and his works, like sand, from 
earth are blown. 


Jrlen of a thousanJ shifts and wiles, 
look here! 
See one straightforward conscience 
put in pawn 
To win a world; see the obedient sphere 
By bravery's simple gravitation drawn ! 
Shall we not heed the lesson taught of 
old, 
And by the Present's lips repeated 
still, 
In our own single manhood to be bold, 
}'ortrt'sseù in conscience and impreg- 
nable will 1 


'Ve stride the rÍ\rer daily at its spring, 
N or, in our childish thoughtlessness, 
foresee 
'Vhat myriaù'vassal streams sball trib- 
ute hring, 
How like an equal it shall greet the 
sea. 


o smaIl beginnings, ye are great and 
strong, 
Based 011 a faithful heart and weari- 
less brnin ! 
Ye build the future fair, ye conquer 
wrOllO' 
Ye earn th
 crown, and wear it not in 
vain. 


,V OE worth the hour when it is crime 
To plead the poor dumb bondman's 
cause, 
'VIU'n all that makes the lleart sublime, 
The glorious throbs that conquer time, 
Are traitors to our cruel laws ! 


He strove among God's suffering poor 
One gleam of brotherhood to :send; 
The dUllgeon oped its hungry door 
1'0 give the truth one martyr more, 
Then shut, - and here behold the 
end! 


o 'Mother State! when this was done, 
No pitying throe thy bosom gave; 
Silent thou saw'st the death-shroud 
spun, 
And now thou givest to thy son 
The stranger's charity, - a grave. 


1\lust it be thus fore\Ter 1 No! 
The hand of God sows not in vain; 
Long sleeps the darkling seed below, 
The seasons come, and change, and go, 
And all the fields are deep witb grain. 


Although our brother lie asleep, 
1.1311's heart still struggles, still as- 
pires ; 
His grave shan quiver yet, while deep 
Through the brave Bay State's pulsei 
leap 
Her ancient energies and fires. 
V{hen hours like this the sensps' gush 
Have stilled, and left the spirit room, 
I t hears amid the eternal hush 
The swooping pinions' dreadful rush, 
That bring the vengeance and the 
doom; - 


Not man's brute vengeance, such as. rends 
"That rivets man to man apart,- 
God doth not so bring round his ends, 
But waits the ripened time, and seuds 
His mercy to the oppressor's heart. 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DR. 
CHANNING. 
I DO not come to weep above thy pall, 
And mourn the dying-out of noble 
powers ; 
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TIH' } )oet's ('1e:1.1"pr eyp ShOH M s('(', in all 
\nd Jiyes unwithered ill itCJ sine" y 
Earth's s",.ming woe, the seed of youth, 
Hcavcu's Jluwcrs. "Then hc who caned it furth is but a. 
name. 


Truth npcrls no champions: in the infi- 
nitp (lrpp 
Of everlasting Soul her strength 
ahhll's, 
From Xature's hcart her mighty pulscs 
leap, 
Throu<'h N atnre's vcins hcr strength, 
u
dying, tides. 


Peace is morc strong than war, and gen- 
UeJl('ss, 
"There fur('(' were vain, ruakes con- 
(1 upst o'er the wa "e ; 
And love livt's 011 and hath a power to 
hlpss, 
" hen they who loved are hidùen in 
the grave. 


The sculpturNI marble brags of death- 
strewn fields, 
And Glory's epitaph is writ in hlood; 
But Alexander now to Plato yicl<ls, 
Clarkson will stanJ where \Vellington 
hath stood. 


I watch t1H
 circle of the eternal years, 
AnlI reaù forever in the storied page 
One lcngthened roll of blood, and wrong, 
and tears,- 
One onward step of Truth from age to 
agc. 


The poor are rrushed; the tyrants link 
their chain; 
The poet sings through narrow dun- 
g<'on-grates; 

Ian's hope lies quenched; - and, lo! 
with st<>a(lfast gain 
Freedom doth forge her mail of ad verse 
fates. 


:Men slay the prophrts; fagot, rack, and 
cross 
:Make up the groaning record of the 
past; 
But Evil's triumphs are her endless loss, 
And sO\oereign Beauty wins t
e soul 
at last. 


No pOWf'r can die that ever wrought for 
Tru th ; 
Thereby a. law of Nature it became, 


Therefore I cannot think thee wholly 
gone ; 
The better part of thee is with us 
still ; 
Thy soul its hampering clay asiùe hath 
thrown, 
Anù only frcpr wrestlps with the Ill. 
Thou livest in thc 1ifp of aU goocl things; 
\Vhat words thou spak'st for Frceùum 
shall not die; 
Thou slcppest not, for now tl1Y Love hath 
wings . 
To soar where hence thy Hope coulù 
harùly fly. 


AmI often, from that other world, on 
this 
Some gleams from great souls gone 
bdore may shin p , 
To shed on struggling hearts a clearer 
bli:,s, 
And clothe the Right with lustre more 
di "inc. 


Tholl art not idle: in thy higher sphere 
Thy spirit bends itself to loving tasks, 
And strength to perfect what it dreamed 
of here 
Is all the crown and glory that it asks. 


For sure, in Heaven's widf' chambers, 
there is room 
For lovp amI pity, and for helpful 
deeds; 
Else were our summuns thither but ß 
doom 
To life more vain than this in clayey 
weeds. 


From off the starry mountain-peak of 
song, 
Thy spirit shows me, in the coming 
time, 
.An earth unwithered by the foot of 
\\TOn er 
A race re
ring its own soul sublime. 
"That war
, what martyr<loms, what 
crimps, may comp, 
Tholl knowest not, nor I; but God 
will leall 
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The prodigal soul from 'Want and sorrow Thou knowest how mu{'!1 a gentle soul 
hOUle, is worth 
And Eden ope her gates to Adam's To teach men what thou art! 
seeù. 


Farewell! good man, g
od angel now! 
this hand 
Soon, like thine own, shall lose its 
cunning too; 
Soon shall this soul, like thine, bewil- 
dereù stand, 
Then leap to thread the free, unfath. 
ollIeù blue: 
"Then that day comes, 0, may this hand 
grow cold, 
Busy, like thine, for Freedom and the 
Right; 
0, may this soul, like thine, be ever bold 
To face dark Slavery's encroaching 
blight! 
This laurel-leaf I cast upon thy bier; 
Let worthier hands than these thy 
wreath in twine; 
Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear,- 
For ns weep rather thou in calm di- 
vine ! 


1842. 


TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD. 


ANOTHEIi star 'neath Time's horizon 
d.ropped, 
To gleam o'er unknown lands and 
seas ; 
Auother heart that beat for freedom 
stoPI)ed,- 
1Yhat mournful words are these! 
o Love Divine, that claspest our tired 
('arth, 
And lullest it upon thy heart, 


His was a spirit that to a11 thy poor 
'f as kind as slumber after Ilail1: 
'Vhy ope so soon thy hea.ven-deep 
Quiet's door 
And call him home again r 
Freedom needs all her poets: it l
 t11t') 
'Yho give her aSl'iratiolls wing
, 
.And to the wiser law of music sway 
Her wild imaginings. 


Yet thou hast caned him,.nor art thou 
unkind, 
o Love Divine, for't is thy will 
That graeious natures leave their love 
behind 
To work for Freedom still. 


Let laurelled marbles 'Weigh on other 
tom bs, 
Let anthems peal for other dead, 
Rustling the ballnered depth of minster- 
glooms 
'Vith their exulting spread. 
His epitaph shall mock the short-li,ed 
stone, 
No 1ichen shan its Hnes efface, 
He needs these few and simple Hnei 
. alone 
To mark his resting-place:- 


"Here 1ies a Poet. Stranger, if to 
thee 
His claim to memory be obsrure, 
If thou wouldst learn how truly great 
was he, 
Go, ask it of the poor." 



TIlE VISIOX OF SIlt L
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TI-IE 'TISIO
 OF SIR LAUKFAL. 


rRELUDE TO PART FIRST. 


OVER his keys the musing organist, 
Bl'ginning doubtfully awl far away, 
First lets hb fingers wander as they list, 
Aud builds a bridge from Dreamland 
for his lay: 
Then, a
 the touch of his loved illstrn- 
ment 
GÏ\'cs hope and fervor, nearer draws 
his thcme, 
First guessed by faint auroral flushes 
sell t 
Along the wavering vista of his ùream, 


K ot only around our infanC'y 
Doth heaven with all its splemlors lie; 
D,tily, with souls that crillgp and plot, 
'V' e 
inais climb auel know it not. 
Onr our manhood ùend the skies; 

\.
aillst our fallen awl traitor lives 
Tlw 
reat winds utter propht't'ies ; 
'Vith our faint hearts the mountain 
stri vps ; 
Its arms outstretched, the druid wood 
'Vaits with its bt']wdidtt'; 
.And to our age's dl'OWS
T blootl 
Still shouts the inspiring sea. 
Earth gets its price for what Earth gives 
us ; 
The heggar is taxeù for a corner to die 
in, 
The priest hath his fee who comes and 
8hrives us, 
,\
 e hargain for the gravt:'s we lie in ; 

t the devil's booth are all things sold, 
l...ach OUlll't' of ùross costs its ouuce of 
gohl ; 
For a cap and bells our lives we pay, 
Bubbles we buy with a whole soul's 
ta
king : 
'T is Ilt'a\'pn alonp thnt is gin.n awa
T, 
'T is OJ
ly God Illay h' had fur the ask- 
mg ; 


No price is set on the la\.ish summpr ; 
June may be had by the poorest cúmer. ) 
And what is so rare as a day in June? 
Then, if ever, come perfect days; 
Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in 
tune, 
And o\'er it softly her warm ear lays: 
"'lwthf'r we look or whether we listen 
'Ve hear life nlUr
mr, or see it glisten;' 
Every clutl ft:'t>ls a stir of might, 
An instinct within it that reaches and 
towers 

\.Jl(l, groping' bliJlùly above it for light, 
Climbs to a soul ill grass and flowers; 
The flush of life may wt'll be :,een 
Thrilling back o\,('r hills anù valleys; 
Tlw cowslip startles in meadows green, 
Thc lmttercup catches the sun in Ïti 
chalir(', --1 
...\.nd there's never a leaf nor a blade too \ 
mean 
To be som.p happy creature's palace; 
The little hird sits at his door in the 
snn, 
.Atilt likp a hlossom among the leaves, 
Awl lets his illumined bping o'errun 
"'ïth the delugp of fiUIlllllt'r itreC'eiv('s; 
His mat
' feels the f>ggs beneath her 
\\"111 g:;;, 
...\.nù the llt"art in her dumb breast flutters 
antI sin
s; 
If e sings to the wide worlù, and she to 
her nest,- 
In the nice ear of Nature which song is 
the best 1 


Now is the high-tidf> of the Yf':tr, 
An(l whate\'cr of lift> hath ehhed away 
Comes flooding llack with a ripl'ly cheer, 
Into ('\'ery bare inlet and creek and 
hay; 
X ow the hf'a..t is so full that a drop 
O\'el'tills it, 
".. e are happy now lwrausp Go-I will
 it; 
No llIattpr how banell the pa
t lllòy 
have been, 
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'T is enough for us now that the leaves 
are green; 
'Ve sit ill the warm shade and feel right 
well 
How the sap creeps up and the blossoms 
swell; 
"\Ye may shut our eyes, but we cannot 
help knowing 
That skies are clear and grass is grow- 
iug ; 
The breeze comes whispering in our ear, 
That dandelions are blossoming near, 
That maize has sprouted, that streams 
are tiowing, 
That the ri vel' is bluer than the sky, 
That the roLin is plastering his house 
harù by; 
And if the breeze kept the good news 
back, 
For other courit'rs we should not lack; 
We could guess it all by yon heifer's 
lowing, - 
And hark! how clear bold chanticleer, 
\Varmeù with the new wine of the year, 
'Tells all ill his lusty crowing! 


Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how; 
Everything is happy now, 
Everytlting is upward striving; 
'T is as easy now for the heart to be true 
, As for grass to be green or skies to be 
blue, - 
'T is the natural way of living: 
"Tho knows whither the clouds have 
fled? 
In the nnscarred heaven they leave no 
wake; 
And the eyes forget the tears they have 
sh ed, 
The heart forgets its sorrow and ache; 
The soul partakes the season's youth, 
And the sulphurous rifts of passion 
he 
and woe 
Lie deep 'neath a silence pure and 
smooth, 
Like burnt-out craters healed with 
snow. 
"That wonder if Sir Launfal now 
Relllem bered the keeping of his vow 1 


PART FIRST. 


1. 
" }\{y golden spnrs now bring to me, 
And bring to me my riclH'st mail, 
For to-morrow I go over land and sea 


In search of the Holy Grail ; 
Shall never a bed for 1l1f' be spread, 
1\ or shall a pillow he under my head, 
Till I bf'gin my vow to keep; 
Here on the ru
hes will I sleep, 
And perchance there may come a vision 
true 
Ere day crpate the world anew." 
Slowly Sir Launfal's eyes grew dim, 
Slumber fell like a cloud on him, 
And into his soul the vision flew. 


II. 
;rhe crows flapped over by twos and 
threes, 
'In the pool drowsed the cattle up to 
_ their knees, 
The little 1,inls sang as if it were 
The one day of summer in all the year, 
Aud the very leaves seemed to sing 011 
the trees: 
The castle alone in the landscape lay 
Like an outpost of winter, dull and 
gray: 
'T was the proudest hall in the North 
Cou 11 tree, 
And never its gates might opened be, 
Save to lord or lady of high degree; 
Summer be
ipged it on every side, 
But the churlish stone her assaults de- 
fied ; 
She could Hot scale the chi]]y wa11, 
Though around it for leagues her pa- 
vilions tall 
Stretched left and right, 
Over the hill,s and out of sight; 
Green and broa(l was every tent, 
AmI out of (-'aeh a murmur went 
Till the breeze fell off at night. 


III. 
drawhridge dropped with a s.udy 
clang, 
And through the dark arch a charger 
sprang, 
Bearing Sir Launfal, tIle maiden knight, 
I n his gilded mail, that f1anwd so bright 
I t seemed the dark castle hall gathered 
all 
Those shafts the fi{>l'ce sun had shot over 
its wall 
In his siege of three hundred summers 
long, 
And, binding them all in one blazing 
sheaf, 
Had cast them forth: so, young and 
strong, 
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Dowx swept the chill wind from the 
moun tain peak, 
From the snow ti ve thousand summers 
old; 
On open wold anù hill-top bleak 
I t had ga.thered all the cold, 
And whirlell it like sleet on the wan- 
derer's cheek; 
It carried a shiver everywhere 
v. From the ullieafed boughs and pastures 
As Sir Launf.ll made morn throu,rh the t barè; 
darksome crate C he little brQ.ok heanl it and built a roof 
lIe W . as 'ware of a. 'leper, crouched by 
 eath which he could house him, win- 
the sanw ter-proof; 
'Vho beggt'd with his hand and moaned All night by the white stars' frosty 
as he sate. gleams 
And a loathill
/o\'er Sir L:umfal came; lIe groillell his arches and matcheù his 
The sunshine went out úf his soul with beams; 
a thrill, I SleIHler awl clear w
re his crysta
 spars 
The flesh 'lleath hi
 armor 'gall shrink 1 4 \..s the lashes of lIght that trull the 
and crawl stars: 
.AnJ millway its Ìeap his hf'art stooJ still He s
ulptured every snmmer Jelig
lt 
Like a froæn waterfall. I n IllS halls and chambers out of sIght; 
:Fur this lUall, so t"oul and {)cnt of staturc, Sometimes his tinklin
 waters slipt 
Haslwcl h,tr:-:hly against his dainty nature, Down through a frost-leaved forest- 
And secm"11 the one blot un the summer crypt, 
mom, - Long, sparkling aisles of steel-stemmed 
So he tosseu him a piece of gold in scorn. tl eps 
Bending to counterfeit a breeze; 

ollletill1t'S the roof 110 fretwork kne\v 
But silvery mosses tha.t downward grew; 
not the gohl from the Homf'tillH's it was carvell in sharp relief 
With tluaint 3.rab{,s(llle
 of ice-fern leaf; 
::)ometimes it was simply 
mooth and 
clt'ar 
For thf> gladness of heaven to shine 
through, and here 
He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops 
-luu hung them thickly with diamond 
drop
, 
That cry
talled tbe beams of moon and 
sun, 
And made a star of every one: 
X 0 mortal buihlt>r's most rare device 
Could match this wintpr-palaee of ice; 
'T was as if eVl'ry image that wirrored 
by 
In his d<'pths serene through the sum. 
mer ùay, 


And lightsome as a locust-leaf, 
Sir LalluÏal tlashed forth in his u11scarreJ 
mail, 
To seek in all climes for the Holy Grail. 


IV. 
It was morning on hill and strcam and 
tree, 
And morning in thc young knight's 
heart; 
Only the castle moodily 
}tehutled the gifts of the snnshine free, 
.\nù gloomed by itst'lf apart; 
'.rhe 
e
oll brimmed all otht'r things up 
}'ull as the rain tills the pitcher-plant's 
cup. 


VI. 


The leper raised 
dust: 
" Better to me the poor man's crust, 
Bf'tter the blessing of the poor, 
'I.'hough I turn 1llt' empty from his ùoor; 
Tlu.t is 110 true alms wIti.oh the hand 
can hold; 
He giYt's nothing but worthless golù 
Who gives frolll a f.Pll
t' of duty; 
Bat he who giVéS but a slender mite, 
Awl giv,'s to that which is out of sight, 
That thread of the all-sustaining 
B
auty 
'Vhich runs throuah all and doth all 
. 0 
Ulllte, - 
The hawl canllot clasp the whole of his 
alms, 
The heart out
tretcheii its {'ager palms, 


}'or a god goes with it and makes it 
store 
fo the soul that was starving in dark- 
ness before." 


PRELUDE TO P.åRT SECQXD. 
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Ear h fle('ting shadow of earth and sky, 
Lt'st the happy model should be lost, 
Had bt'eu l1Iiu1Ï
ked iu fairy lllasoury 
By the eltin builders of the frost. 


\Yîthin the hal1 are song and laughter, 
The cheeks of Christmas glow red and 
jolly, 
And sprouting is (','ery cot"hel and rafter 
'Vith light:somc green of ivy aud holly; 
Through the deep gulf of the chimney 
wide 
'Yallows the Yule-log's roaring tide; 
The broad flame-pennons droop and flap 
And belly ami tug as a Hag in the 
wind; 
Like a locust shrills the imprisoned sap, 
Hunted to death in its galleries Llind ; 
Add swift little troops of silent sparks, 
N ow pausing, now scatteting away as 
in fear, 
Go threading the soot-forest's tangled 
darks 
Like herds of startled deer. 


But the wind without was eager and 
sharp, 
()f Sir Launfal's gray hair it makes a harp, 
And rattles and wrings 
The icy strings, 
Singing, in drt-.ary monotone, 
A Christmas carol of its own, 
'Vhose burden still, as he might guess, 
'Vas-" Shelterless, shelterless, shel- 
terless ! " 
The voice of the seneschal flarell like a 
torch 
As he shouted the wanderer away from 
the porch, 
And he sat in the gateway and sawall 
nigh t 
The great hall. fire, so cheery and hoM., 
Through the window-slits of the cas- 
tle old, 
Build out its piers of ruddy light 
Against the drift of the cold. 


PART SECOND. 


I. 
THERE was never a leaf on bush or tree, 
The bare boughs rattled sl11Hhlerillgly; 
'The river was dumh and could not speak, 
}'or the weav
r 'Vintel' its shroud had 
spun j 


A single crow on the tree-top bleak 
}'roIll his shining feathers shed off the 
cold sun; 
Again it was morning, but shrunk anù 
cold, 
As if her veins were sapless and old, 
Anù sbe rose up decrel,itly 
}'or a last dim look at earth and sea. 


II. 
Sir Launfal turned from his own hard 
gate, 
For another heir in his earldom sate: 
An old, bent man, worn out and fraiÍ, 
He came back from seeking the Holy 
Grail; 
Little he reeked of his earldom's loss, 
No more on his surcoat was blazoned the 
cross, 
But deep in his soul the sign he worf>, 
The badge of the suffering and the poor. 


III. 
Sir Launfal's raiment thin and spare 
'Vas iJlemail .gaillst the barbed air, 
For it was just at the Christmas time; 
So he lUused, as he sat, of a sunnier 
clime, 
And sought for a shelter from cold and 
snow 
In the 1ight and warmth of long-ago; 
He sees the snake-like caravan crawl 
0' er the edge of the desert, black and 
small, 
Then nearer and nearer, till, one hy one, 
He can count the camels in the sun, 
As over the red-hot sand::; they pass 
To where, in its slender uccklaee of grass, 
The little spring laughed and leapt in 
the shade, 
And ,vith its own self like an infant 
played, 
And waved its signal of palms. 


IV. 
"For Christ's sweet sake, I beg an 
alms" ;- 
The happy camels may reach the spriug, 
But Sir Launfal sees only the grewsome 
thing, 
The leper, lank as the rain-blanched 
bone, 
That cowers beside him, a thing as lone 
And white as the ice-isles of Northern 
spas 
In the desolate horror of his disease. 
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v. 
AIHI Sir Launfal sahl, - U I behold in 
thee 
An imagt' of Him who died on the tree; 
Thou also hast had thycl"Ownofthorns,- 
Thou also 11a.."t had the world's buffets and 
scorns, - 
And to thy life were not c1f'nird 
The wounds ill the hands anù feet and 
side: 

li1d :Mary's Son, acknowletlgr me; 
Behold, through him, I give to thee!" 


VI. 
Then the soul of the leper stood up in his 
eyes 
And looked at Sir Lannfal, and 
straightway he 
Remembered in what a hauglltier guise 
H(. had fluug au alms to leprosie, 
'Vhen he girt his young life up in gilded 
mail 
And set forth in search of the Holy Grail. 
The heart within him was ashes aud dust; 
He parted in twain h if; sing1 e ('rust, 
He broke the ice on the streamlet's 
brink, 
AmI gave the leper to eat and drink, 
'T ,..as a mouldy crust of coarse brown 
bread, 
'T wa
 water out of a wooden bowl,- 
Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper 
fed, 
And 't was red wine he drank with his 
thirsty soul. 


,- 


VII. 
As Sir Launfal museù with a downcast 
face, 
A light f:lhone round about the place; 
The leper no longt-'r croucl)(
d at his side, 
nut stoo(l bt'fore him glorified, 
Shining and tall alaI fair and straight 
As the pillar that stood by the Beautiful 
nate, - 
Himself the Gate wher('b,
 men can 
Enter the temple of God 
in )lan. 


VIII. 
His words were shed softer than leaves 
from the pine, 
And they fell on Sir Launfal as snows on 
the brine, 
That mingle their softness and quiet in 
one 


'Vith the sha
 unrest they float.down 
upon; 
And the voice that was calmer thr\u 
silence said, 
" Lo it is I, be not afraid! 
In many climes, without avail, 
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy 
Grail . 
Behold, it Ü/here, -this ('up which thO'1 
Di(l:st fill at the streamlet for me hut now; 
This crust is my body brokf'n for thee, 
This water His blood that died on the 
tr('e ; 
The Holy Supper is kept, indeed, 
In whatso we :-;hare with another's need; 
X ot what we gi\'e, but what we share, - 
For the gift withont the giver i:s bare; 
,rho gin's himself with his alms feeùs 
three, - 
II imsf' If, his hungering neighbor, and 
111C." 


IX. 
Sir Launfal awoke as from a swounò : - 
" The Grail in my castle here is fonnd! 
Hang my idle armor up on the wall, 
Let it be the spider's banquet-hall; 
He must be fenced with stronger mail 
'Yho would seek and find the Holy 
Grail. " 


x. 
The castle gate stands open now, 
And the wanderer is welcome to the 
hall 
As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough; 
K 0 longer scowl the turrets tall, 
The Summer's long siege at last is o'er; 
"
hen the first poor outcast went in at 
the door, 
She entered with him in disguise, 
Anti mastered the fortress by surprise; 
There is no spot she loves so well on 
ground, 
She lingers and smiles there the whole 
year round; 
The meanest st'rf on Sir Launfal's bml 
Has hall and bower at his commalHI ; 
And there's no poor man in the X orth 
Conntree 
But is lord of the earlùom as much as he. 


XOTE.- According to the myUlOlo;;J of the 
Romancers, the 
an GI"tMI, or Holy Grail, W.iS 
the cup out of which Jesus partook of the In..<;t 
supper with his disciples. It was brought into 
England by Joseph of Arimathea, and remained 
there. an object of pilgrimage and adoration. 
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for many years in the keeping of his lineal de- 
sl'cndants. It was incumbent upon those who 
bad {'harge of it to be chaste in thought, word, 
and deed; but one of the keepers having 
broken this condition, the Holy Grail disap- 
pearell. From that time it was a favorite enter- 
})}"ise of the knights of Arthur's court to go in 
search of it. Sir Galahad was at last success- 
ful in finding it. as may be read in the seven- 
teenth book of the Romance of King Arthur. 


Tennrson has made Sir Galahad the subject of 
one of the most eXlluisite of his poems. 
The plot (if I may give that llame to anything 
so slight) of the foregoing poem is my OWll, and, 
to sen"e its Purl,oses, I have enlarged the circle 
of competition in search of the miraculous cup 
in sueh a manner as to include. not only other 
persons than the heroes of the Round Table, 
but also a period of time subsequent to the 
date of King Arthur's rei
 1 
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IT being the 
ommonest m
de of proced- 
ure, I premise a few canùlù remarks 


To THE READER:- 
This trifle, b
gun to please only myself 
nnd my own prl\.at
 fancy, was laid on the 
shelf. But some frIends, who had seen it 
!nduced me, by dint of saying they liked 
It, to put it in print. 1'hat is, havinO' 
come to that very conclusion, I consulted 
th
1ll when it couM ma.ke no confusion. 
For (t!lOugh.in the gentlest of ways) they 
had hmted It was scarce worth the while 
I should doubtless have lu'inted it. ' 
I Legan it, intending a Fable, a frail 
slender thing, rhyme-ywinoed, with a stin
 
!n its tail. But, by addings and alteI
 
lUgs not l)reviously plannell, - digressions 
chance-hatched, li
e birds' eggs in the 
8anrl, - and dawdhngs to suit every whim- 
sey's demand (always freein o the bird 
which I heM in my han(l, for the two 
peI:chell, perhaps out of reach, in the tree), 
- It grew by degrees to the size which you 
see. I was like the oM woman that car- 
ried the calf, and my neighbors, like hers, 
110 doubt, wonder and lanah and when 
my strained arms with th
ir' grown bur
 
then full, I call it my Fable, they call it a 
Lull. 
Having scrawled at fun gallop (as far as 
that goes) in a style that is neither good 
verse nor bad prose, and being a person 
whom nobody knows, some people will 
say I am rather more free with my readers 
than it is becoming to be, that I seem to 
exp
ct them to wait on my leisure in fol- 
10wll1/? wherever I wander at pleasure, 
that, lU short, I take more than a young 
author's. lawful e
se, and laugh in a queer 
'
'ay 
o hke l\Ieplllstopheles, that the pub- 
hc WIll d?
l!t, as they grope through my 
rhythm, d lU truth I am lllakin cr fun at 
them or 'with them. 0 
So the excellent Public is hereby as- 
sured that the sale of my book is already 
secured. For there is not a poet through- 
out the whole land but will purchase a 
copy or two out of hanll, in the fond ex- 
I )f'elation of being amused in it b y seeinO' 
. L ' 0 
liS etters cut up and abusell in it. Now, 
I find, by a pr
tty exact calculation there 
are somethiIlg like ten thousand L
Tlls in 


the nation, of that special variety whom 
the Review and 
Iagazille critics call1nfty 
and trlte, and about thirty thou8an(1 (this 
tribe is increasing) of the kimls who are 
termedfull of prmnise and. pleasing. The 
Puhlic will see by a glance at this sdletl- 
ule, that they cannot expect me to be over- 
sedulous about courting them" since it 
seems I have got enough fuel maùe sure of 
for boiling my pot. 
As for such of our poets as find not 
th.eir na
es mentioned once in my pages, 
wIth praIses or hlames, let them SE
D IY 
THEIn. CARDS, without further DELAY, to 
my fnend G. P. PliTXA
I, Ec;quire, in 
Broadway, where a LIST will be kept with 
the strictest regfU"ll to the day anll the 
hour of reçehoing the card.. 'I'hen, takinO' 
them up as I chance to ha\.e time (that is o 
if their nallles can be twisted in rhyme)' 
I will honestly give each his PROPER PO
 
SITION, at the rate of ONE ArTHOR to each 
NEW JmITION. Thus a PH.E:\IJU:\{ is of- 
ff'red sufficiently HIGH (as the magazines 
say when they tell their best lie) to induce 
bards to CLUB their resources and buy th6 
lla}ance of every editiúll, until they have 
all of them fairly been run through the 
mill. 
.one word to such readers (judicious and 
wIse) as read Looks with something hehind 
the mere eyes, of whom in the country, 
perhaps, there are t\\ 0, incl ulting my
lf, 
gentle reader, and you. All the characters 
sketched in this slight jeu d' esprit, though, 
it may Le, they seem, here and there, 
rather free, and (lrawn from a Mephisto- 
phelian standpoint, are meant to be faith- 
ful, and that is the grantl point, amI none 
but an owl would feel sore at a rub from 
a jester who tells you, without auy !suuter- 
fuge, that he sit
 in Diogenes' tub. 


A PRELDn
ARY KOTE TO THE 
SECO
D EDITIOX, 
tllOugh it well may be reckone(l, of all com- 
position, the species at once most deli,-"ht- 
ful antI healthy, is a thing which lI.lloaU_ 
thor, unless he Le wealthy and willing to 
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pay for that kind of delight, is not, in all 
instances, callfld 011 to write. Though 
there a.re, it is said, who, their spirits to 
cheer, slip in a new title-page three times 
a )"ear, and ill this way S11utt' up an imagi- 
nary savor of that sweetest of ùishes, the 
popular favor, - much as if a starved 
painter should fall to and treat the Ugo- 
lillO inside to a picture of meat. 
Yon remember (if not, pray turn over 
and look) that, in writing the preface which 
ushered my book, I treated you, excel- 
lent Public, not merely with a cool disre- 
gard, but downright cavalierly. Now I 
would not take back the least thing I then 
said, though I thereby could butter both 
siùes of my l)read, for I never could see 
that an author owed aught to the people 
lIe solaced, diverted, or taught; and, as 
for mere fame, I have long ago learned 
that the persons by whom it is finally 
earned are those with whom your verdict. 
weighed not a pin, unsustained by the 
higher court sitting within. 
But I wander from what I intended to 
say, - that you have, namel
', shown such 
a liberal way of thinking, and so much 
æsthetic perception of anonymous worth 
ill the handsome reception you gave to my 
book, spite of some private })iques (having 
bought the first thousand in barely two 
weeks), that I tllink, l)ast a doubt, if you 
measured the phiz of yours most devotedly, 
W ouderful Quiz, you would find that its 
vertical section was shorter, hy an inch 
and two tenths, or 'twixt that and a 
quarter. 
You have watclH
d a child playing - in 
those wondrous years when belief is not 
bound to the eyes and tlle ears, and the 
vision divine is so clear and unmarred, 
that flach baker of pies in the dirt is a 
l)ard 1 Give a knife and a shingle, he fits 
out a fleet, and, on that little mud-puddle 
over the strpet, his invention, in purest 
good faith, will make sail round the globe 
with a puff of his breath for a gale, will 
visit in barely ten minutes, all climes, and 
find Northwestern passages hundreds of 
times. Or, suppose the young Poet fresh 
stored with delights from that Bible of 
childhood, the Arabian Nights, he will turn 
to a crony and cry, "Jack, let '8 play that 
I am a Genius!" Jacky straightway makes 
Aladdin's lamp out of a stone, and, for 
hours, they enjoy each his own supernat- 
ural powers. This is all very pretty and 
pleasant, but then.. suppose our two ur- 
chins have grown into men, and both have 
turned authors, - one says to IJis brother, 
" Let's play we're the American some- 
things or other, - say Homer or Sopho- 
cles, Goethe or Scott (only let them be 


big enough, no matter what). Come, you 
shall be Byron or Pope, which you choose: 
I'll be Coleridge, anù both shall write 
mutual reviews." So they hoth (as mere 
strangers) before many ùays send each 
other a cord of anonymous l)ays. Each, 
piling his epithets, smiles in his sleeve 
to see what his friend can be maùe to 1)6- 
lieve; each, reading the other's unbiassed 
review, thinks-Here 's pretty high praise, 
1mt no more than is true. \Yell, we laugh 
at them both, and yet make no great fuss 
when the same farce is acted to benefit llS. 
Even I, who, if asked, scarce a month 
since, what Fudge meant, SllOUld have an- 
swered, the dear Public's critical judg- 
ment, begin to think sharp-witted Horace 
spoke sooth whpn he said, that the Public 
sO'JnetÍ'Jnes hit tIle truth. 
In reading these lines, you perhaps have 
a vision of a person in pretty good h
alth 
and condition, and yet, since I put forth 
my primary edition, I have l)eell crushed, 
scorched, withered, used up and put down 
(by Smith with the cordial assistance of 
Brown), in all, if you put any faith in my 
rhymes, to the number of ninety-five sev- 
eral times, and, while I am writing, - I 
tremble to think of it, for I may at tl1Ís 
moment l)e just 011 the brink of it, -1\10- 
I y1)dostom, angry at l)eing omitted, has 
l)egun a critique, - am I Ilot to be 
pitied 1. 
N ow I shall not crush tlze'ln since, in- 
deed, for that matter, no pressure I know 
of could render tllelll flatter; nor wither, 
nor scorch them, - no action of fire could 
make either them or tlleir articles drier; 
nor waste time in putting them down- 
I am thinking not their own self-inflation 
will keep them from sinking: for there's 
this contradiction about the whole l)evy, - 
though without the least weight, they are 
awfully heavy. No, my dear honest hore, 
surdo fabulwn narras, they are no more 
to me than a rat in the arras. I can walk 
with the Doctor, get facts from the Don, 
or draw out the Lambish quintessence of 
John, and feel nothing more than a half. 
comic sorrow, to think that they all will 
be lying to-morrow tossed carelessly up on 
the waste-paper shelves, amI forgotten by 
all but their half-dozen selves. Once snug 
in my attic, my fire in a roar, Ilea ve the 
whole pack of them outside the door. 
\Vith Hakluyt or Purchas I wanùer away 
to the black northern seas or barbaric 
Cathay; get .tOll, with O'Shanter, and sober 
me then with that builcler of hrick-kilnish 
* The wise Scandinavians probably called 
their bards by the queer-looking title of !:)cald. 
in a delicate way. as it were, just to hint to the 
world the hut water they always get into. 
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dramas, rare Ben; snuff Herbert, as holy 
R.CI a flower on a grave; with Fletcher wax 
t(>nder, o'er Chapman grow brave; with 
Marlowe or Kyd take a tine poet-rave; in 
Very, most Hebrew of 
axons, tind peace; 
with Lycidas welter on vext Irish seas; 
with \'1 custer grow wild, and climb earth- 
ward again, down by mystical Browne's 
Jacob's-laclder-like brain, to that spiritual 
Pepys (<';otton's version) Montaigne; find 
a new depth in Wordsworth, undreamed 
of before, - that didnely inspired, wise, 
deep, tender, gran(l - bore. Or, out of 
my study} the scholar thrown ofl", 
 ature 
lwhls up her shiehl 'gainst the sneer and 
the scoff; the landscape, forever consoling 
and kind, pours her wine and her oil on 
the smarts of the minù. The waterfall, 
scattering its vanishing gems; the tall 
grove of hemlocks, with moss on their 
f>tem8, likE' plashes of sunlight; the pond 
in the woods, where no foot bitt mine awl 
the bittern's intruùes; these are all my 
kind neighbors, and leave me no wish to 
iiay aught to you all, my poor critics, but 
- pish ! I have buried the hatchet: I am 
twisting an allumette out of one of you 
now, and relighting my calumet. In your 
private rapacities, come when you please, 
I will give you my hand and a fresh pipe 
apiece. 
As I ran through the leaves of my poor 
little book, to take a fond author's first 
tremulous look, it was quite an excitement 
to hunt the errata, sprawletl in as birds' 
tracks are in some kiruls of strata (only 
these made things crookeder). Fancy an 
heir that a father had seen born well-fea- 
hIred and fair, turning suddenly wry-nosed, 
club-footed, squint-eye(l, hair-lipped, wap- 
per-jawed, carrot-haired, from a pri<le be- 
come an aversion, -my case was yet worse. 
A club-foot (by way of a change) in a verse, 


I might have forgiven, an o's being wry, 
a limp in an e, or a cock in an i, - but to 
have the sweet baùe of my brain serve.l in 
pi! I am not queasy-stomac1!ed, but such 
a Thyestean banquet as that was quite out 
of the question. 
In the edition now issued, no pains are 
neglected, and my verses, as orators say, 
stand corrected. Yet some blunders re- 
main of the public's own make, which I 
wish to corn'ct for my personal sake. 
For instance, a c1Iaraeter drawn in pure 
fun amI condensing the traits of a dozen 
in oue, Ims been, as I hear, by some per- 
sons applied to a good friend of nlÏne z 
whom to stab in the side, as we walkeú 
along c1mtting and joking together, would 
not be my way. I can hardly tell whether 
a question will ever arise in which he and 
I should by any strange fortune agree, 
but nleanwhile my esteem for 11Ìm grows 
as I know him, and, though not the best 
judge on earth of a poem, he knows what 
it is he is saying and why, awl is honest 
ami fearless, two good points which I 
have not found so rife I can easily smother 
my love for them, whether on my side or 
t' other. 
For my other ancmymi, you may be sure 
that I know what is meant by a carica- 
ture, and what by a portrait. 'l'here are 
those who think it is capital fUll to be 
spattering their ink on quiet, unquarrel- 
some folk, but the minute the game 
changes sitles and the others begin it, they 
see something savage and horrible in it. 
As for me I respect neither women nor 
men for their gender, nor own any sex in 
a pen. I choose just to hint to some 
causeless unfriends that, as 1ar as I know, 
there are always two ends (and one of 
them hea viest, too) to a staff, and two 
parties also to every gooù laugh. 
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PllænU's, 
itting one day in a laurel- 
tree's shi.ule, 
"
a.'J reminded of Daphne, of whom it 
was madC', 
For th(> god bcing one d.ay too warm in 
his wooing, 
She took to the tree to escape his pur- 
suin
 ; 
Be the eamw what it might, from his 
olli'rs she shrunk, 
And, Gincvra-like, shut herself up in 
a trunk; 
And, though 't was a step into which he 
hatl dri\.ell hpr, 
He somehow or other had never for- 
givell her; 
Her memory he nursed. as a kind. of 
a tonic, 
Something bitter to chew when he'd 
pla
p the Bvronic, 
And. I can't count the obstinate nymphs 
that he hrought over 
Dy a strange kin(l of smile he put on 
when he thought of her. 
U .My rase is like Dido's," he somptimes 
remarked; 
"""hen I last saw my }O\P(', she was 
fairly emharkpcl 
In a laurrl, as sh thought - but (ah, 
how Fate mo('ks!) 
She has folltHl it by this time a vpry 
h:ul h.,x ; 
Let hunters from nw take this saw wlll'n 
they nl>l.d it - 
You 're n
t alway; sure of your game 
when you've t'-t.(>d it. 
Just cOlll'pivp such n change taking place 
in OIW'S mistrps,", ! 
""hat romance wOllltl he left? - who 
I'an tlatt{'r or kiss trt't'S 1 
Anti, for ml'rl'Y's sakI', how could one 
kl'f>p up n tlialogup 
'Vith a dull woollen thing that will live 
and will d.ie .\ log, - 
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 ot to say that thp thought would for- 
ever intrude 
That you've less chance to win her the 
more she is woot11 
Ah ! it went to my hpart, and the mem- 
ory still grieves, 
To see thos(> loved gracf's all taking 
their lea\'es . 
Those charms lJ(>):ond speech, so en- 
chan ting but no'v, 
As they left me forever, each making 
its hough! 
If her tongue had a tang sometimes 
more than was right, 
lIer new bark i
 worse than ten timps 
her old bite." 


Xow, Daphne - before she was hap- 
pily tret'ificd- 
Over all other blossoms the lily had 
d f'i tied, 
And when she expected the god on a 
vi,it 
('T was before he had made his intpn- 
tions pxpli('it), 
Some huds 
he arrangf'd with a vast 
deal of care, 
To look as if artlesslv twinpti inlIer hair, 
"'here they seprn('li, as hI" said, when 
he paid his aJtlrt's<::'('s, . 
Like the tlay breaking through the long 
Ilight of IH>r tresses; 

o whrnpver he wished to be quite irre- 
sistihll>, 
Like a man with ('ight trumps in his 
hand at a whist-tahlt' 
(I feared me at fir
t that the rhyme was 
untwistahh>, 
Though I might ha,.p lllg'!jell in an allu- 
sion to (,ristalwl), - 
He \\ oultl takf' up a lily, and gloomily 
look in it, 
As I shall at the -, when they cut 
uv my booh. in it. 
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'V ell, here, after all the bad rhyme 
I've been spinning, 
I've got back at last to my story's begin- 
ning : 
Sitting there, as 1 say, in the shade of 
his mistress, 
As dull as a volume of old Chester mys- 
teries, 
Or as those pnzzling specimens which, 
in old histories, 
We read of his verses - the Oracles, 
namely, - 
(1 wonder the Greeks should have swal- 
lowed them tamely, 
For one might het safely whatever he 
has to risk, 
They were laid at his door by some 
ancient .Miss Asterisk, 
And so dull that the men who retailed 
them out-doors 
Got the ill name of augurs, because 
they were bores, -) 
First, he mused what the animal sub. 
stance or herb is 
'V ould inùuce a mustache, for yon 
know he's i1nbc'rbis; 
Then he shuddered to think how llÍs 
youthful position 
'Vas assailed by the age of his son the 
physiciau ; 
At some poems he glanced, had been 
sent to him lately, 
And the metre and sentiment puzzled 
him greatly; 
"}'fehercle! I'd make such proceed- 
ing felonions, - 
Have they all of them slept ill the cave 
of Trophonius ? 
Look well to your seat, 't is like taking 
an airing 
On a corduroy mad, and that out of re- 
pairing; 
I t leads one, 't is true, through the 
primitive forest, 
Grand natural features, but then one 
has no rest; 
You just catch a glimpse of some rav- 
ishing distance, 
'Vhen a jolt puts the whole of it out of 
existence, - 
'Vhy not use their ears, if they happen 
to have any?" 
- Here the laurf>l-leavf's murmured the 
name of poor Daphne. 


A terrible thing to be pestered with 
poets ! 
But, alas, she is dumb, and the proverb 
holds good, 
She never will cry till she's out of the 
wood! 
What would n't I give if I never had 
known of her 1 
'T were a kind of relief had I something 
to groan over : 
If I had but some letters of hers, now, 
to toss over, 
I might turn for the nonce a Byronic 
philosopher, 
And bewitch all the flats by bemoaning 
the loss of her. 
One needs something tangible, though, 
to begin on, - 
A loom, as it were, for the fancy to 
spin on ; 
What boots an your grist 1 it can never 
be ground 
Till a breeze makes the arms of the 
windmill go round, 
(Or, if 't is a water-mill, alter the meta- 
phor, 
And say it won't stir, save the wheel be 
well wet afore, 
Or lug in some stuff about water" so 
dreamily," - 
It is not a metaphor, though, 't is a 
simile) ; 
A lily, pe.rhaps, would set my mill 
a-gomg, 
For just at this season, I think, they 
are blowing. 
Here, somebody, fetch one; not very 
far hence 
They're in bloom by the score, 't is but 
climbing a fence; 
There's a poet harù by, who does noth- 
ing but fill his 
'Vhole garden, from one end to t' other, 
with lilif's ; 
A very gooù plan, were it not for sati- 
ety, 
One longs for a weed here and there, 
for variety; 
Though a weeù is no more than a flower 
in disguise, 
'Vhich is seen througl1 at once, if love 
gi ve a man eyes." 


Now tJH
re happpnpd to be among 
Phæhus's followers, 
CI 0, weep with me, Daphne," he A gentleman, one of the omnivorolls 
sighed, "for you know it's swallowers, 
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Who bolt every book that comes out of 
the press, 
Without the least question of larger or 
less, 
"those stomachs are strong at the ex- 
pense of their head,- 
For reading new boo
 is like eating 
new bread, 
One can bear it at first, but by gradual 
sh'ps he 
Is brought to death's door of a mental 
dyspt'psy. 
On a l,revious stage of existence, our 
Hero 
Had ri(ldt'n outside, with the glass be- 
low zero ; 
He had been, 't is a fact you may safely 
rely on, 
Of a ,-ery olii stock a most eminent 
scion - 
A stock all fresh quacks their fierce 
bol uses ply on, 
'Vho stn.tch the new boots Earth's un- 
wil ling to tryon, 
'Vhom humbugs of all shapes and sorts 
kt'ep tllPir eye on 
'Vhose hair'8 in the morta.r of every 
neW Zion, 
'Vho, when whistles are dea.r, go directly 
and buy one, 
""ho think slavery a crime that we 
must not say fie on, 
".ho hunt, if they e'er hunt at all, with 
tht> lion 
(Though they hUllt lions also, whenever 
they spy one), 
""'ho contrive to make every good for- 
tune n wry one, 
And at last choose the hard bed of honor 
to die on, 
'Vhose p N 1Ïgrpe, traced to earth's earli. 
cst YCd.rs, 
Is longer than anything else but their 
f'ars ;- 
In short, he was sent into life with the 
wron'p key 
He unlocked tl1/ door, ancl stept forth 
a poor donkey. 
Though kick,'d and abus('d by his bi- 
ppdal hetters 
Yet he filled no mean place in the king- 
dom of It,ttf'1"S ; 
Far happier than many a literary hack, 
He bore only paper-mill rags 011 his 
hack 
(For it makf>CJ a vast difference which 
side the luill 


One expends on the paper his labor and 
skill) ; 
So, whpn his soul waited a new trans- 
miçration, 
Ami Destmy halanced 'twixt this and 
that station, 

ot having mnch time to expenù upon 
bothel
, 
Remembering he'd had some connec- 
tion with authors, 
And consiùering his four legs had grown 
paralytic, - 
She set him on two, and he came forth 
a critic. 


Through his bahyhood no kind of 
pleasure he took 
In any a.musement but tearing a book; 
For him there was no intenncdiate stage 
From bd.hyhood up to stl"'d.ight-Iaccd 
midtlle age; 
There were years when he did n't wear 
coat-tails behiuù, 
But a boy he could never be rightly de. 
fineù ; 
Like the Irish Good Folk, though in 
length scarce a span, 
From tbe womb he came gravely, a lit- 
tle oM man ; 
""'hile other boys' trousers demanded 
the toil 
Of the motherly fingers on all kinds of 
soil, 
Red, yellow, brown, black, c1aypy, 
gravelly, loamy, 
He sat in the corner and read ViIi 
Romæ. 
He neVer was known to unbend or to 
revel once 
In base, marbles, hockey, or kick up 
the devil oncp; 
He was just one of those who excite the 
benevolence 
Of your oM prigs who sound the soul's 
df'pths \\ ith a ledger, 
..\.nd are on the lookout for some young 
m en to "('dger- 
cate," as they call it, who \\on't be too 
costly, 
And who'll afterward take to the min- 
istry mostly; 
""'ho alwa.y
 wpar spectacles, always 
look bilious, 
Alwa.p
 kt'ep on good terms with each 
'1llrrl "./tlmilia.8 
Throughout the whole parish, Rnd man. 
agl' to rear 
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Ten boys like themselves, on four hun- 
dred a year: 
'Vho, fulfilling in turn the same fearful 
conditions, 
Either pr
ach through their noses, or go 
upon missions. 


In this way our hero got safely to col- 
lege, 
'Yhere he hoIted alike both his com- 
mons and knowledge; 
A reading-machine, always wound up 
anù going, 
He mastered whatever was not worth 
the knowing, 
A ppeareù in a gown, and a vest of black 
sa tin, 
To spout such a Gothic oration in Latin 
That Tully could never have made out a 
word in it 
(Though himself wa
 the model the au- 
thor pr
ferred in it), 
And grasping the parchment which gave 
him in fee 
All the Illy
tic and-so-forths contained 
in A. B., 
He was launched (life is always com- 
pared to a sea), 
'Vith just enough learning, and skill 
for the using it, 
To prove he'd a brain, by forever con- 
fu
ing it. 
So worthy St. Beneùict, piously burn- 
ing 
'Yith the holiest zeal against secular 
learning, 
Nesciensque scienter, as writers express 
it, 
IncloctusquÆ sapienter a Rorna recessit. 


'T would be endless to tell you the 
things that he knew, 
An separate facts, nndpniably true, 
But with him or each other they'd 
nothing to do; 
No power of combining, arranging, dis- 
cerning, 
Digested the masses he learned into 
learning; 
There was one thing in life he had prac- 
Hcal knowledge for 
(And this, you will think, he need scarce 
go to college for),- 
K ot a deed would he do, nor a word 
would he utter, 
Till he'd weighed its relations to plain 
bl'ead and butter. 


'Vhen he lcft Alma l\later, he practised 
his wits 
In compiling the journals' historical 
bits,- 
Of shops broken open, meñ falling in 
fits, 
Great fortunes in England bequeathed 
to poor printers, 
And cold s}leUs, the coldest for many 
past winters, - 
1.
hen, rising by industry, knack, and 
address, 
Got notices up for an unbiassed press, 
"With a mind so well poised, it seemed 
equally made for 
Applause or ahuse, just which chanced 
to he I)aid for : 
From this point his progress was f311id 
and sure, 
To the post of a regular heavy reviewer. 


And here I must say he wrote excel- 
lent articles 
On the Hehraic points, or the force of 
Greek particles, 
They tì11
d up the space nothing else 
was pn'pared for; 
And noùoùy read that which n01Jody 
carpd fOT; 
If any old Look reached a fiftieth edi- 
tion, 
He could fill forty pages with safe eru- 
dition: 
He could gangf> the old books by the old 
set of rules, 
And his very old nothings pleased very 
old fools; 
But give him a new book, fresh out of 
the heart, 
And you put him at sea without com- 
pass or chart, - 
His blunders aspired to the mIlk of an 
art; 
For his lore was engraft, something for- 
eign that grew in him, 
Exhausting the sap of the native and 
true in him, 
So that when a man came with a soul 
that was new in }1Ïm, 
Carving new forms of truth out of Na- 
tlue's old granih', 
New and 01(1 at their birth, like Le 
V f>!Tier's planet, 
Which, to get a true judgmcnt, them- 
selves must create 
In the soul of their critic the measure 
and weight, 
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Being rather themselve! a fresh stand- 
ard of groce, 
To compute their own judge, and assign 
him his place, 
Our reviewt'r would cra\\ I all about it 
awl rounù it, 
And, reportill
 eac,h circumstance just 
as he founù it, 
""ïthout the' IC'Rst maIicf>, - his record 
would be 
Profolluclly æsthetic as that of a flea, 
'Yhich, supping on ".. onlsworth, should 
print, for our sakes, 
Recollections of nights with the Bard of 
the Lakes, 
Or, lodged hy an .Arab guide, ventured 
to renclC'r a 
General view of the ruins at Denderah. 


As I said, he was never precisely un- 
kinù, 
The defl'c,t in his brain was just absence 
of mind; 
If he boastt>d, 't was simply that he was 
se If-matlp, 
A position which I, for one, never gain- 
saicl, 
My respect for my 
Iakcr supposing a 
skill 
In his works which our Hero would an- 
swer but ill ; 
And I trust that the mould which he 
useù may be cracked, or he, 
}lade bold by success, may enlarge 11is 
phylactery, 
And set up a kind of a man-manufac- 
tory, - 
An event which I shudder to think 
about, seeing 
That Man is a moral, 
ccountable being. 
He meant wrII enough, but was stiU 
in the way, 
As a dunce always is, let him be where 
he lIlay ; 
Indeed, they appear to come into exist- 
{'l1ce 
To impl'cle other folks with thcir a,,,,k- 
ward assistance; 
I f you S{ot up a dunce on the very 
 orth 
pole 
.All alone with himself, I l)CIievc, on my 
soul, 
He'd manage to get betwixt somebody's 
shins, 
And pitch him down bodily, all in his 
sin
, 


To the gra'f'e polar bears sitting round 
on the ic(>, 
.All shortening their grace, to be in for 
a 
lice ; 
Or, if he found nobody else there to 
pother, 
'Vhy, one of his legs would just trip up 
the other, 
For tlll're 's nothing we read of in tor- 
turc's inventions, 
Like a well-meaning duncE', with the 
best of in ten tions. 


A terrible fellow to meet" in soci- 
E'ty, 
Not the toast that he buttered was ever 
so dry at tea; 
There he 'J sit at the table and stir ill 
his sugar, 
Crouching close for a spring, all the 
while, like a cougar; 
Be sure uf your facts, of your measures 
and weight
, 
Of your tinn:, - he's as fond as an Arab 
of daÌl's ;- 
You'll be telling, perhaps, in your com- 
ical way, 
Of som('thing you've seen in the course 
of the day; 
.And, just as you're tapering out the 
conclusion, 
You venture all ill-fated classic a11u- 
sion, - 
The girls have all got their laughs readr, 
when, whack! 
The cou,gar comes down on your thun- 
dc'rstruck back! 
You had left out a comma, - your 
Greek's put in joint, 
An(1 poiutecl at cost of your story's 
whol{' point. 
In the course of the evcning, you ven- 
ture on cE'rtain 
Soft speeches to .Anne, in the shade of 
the curtain: 
You tell her your ht>art can be likened 
to on,e flower, 
U And that, 0 most charming of wo- 
men's the s11nOowpr, 
'Vhich turns" - hpre a clear nasal voice, 
to your terror, 
From outside the curtain, says, "That's 
all an {'rror." 
As for him, he's - no matter, he ne'.er 
grew h'nch'r, 
Sitting aftpr a ball, with bis feet on tbe 
fender, 
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Shaping somebody's sweet features out 
of cigar smoke 
(Though he'd willingly grant you that 
such doings are smoke); 
All women he damns with mutabile 
semper, 
And if ever he felt something like love's 
distemper, 
'T was towards a young lady who spoke 
ancient "Mexican, 
And assisted her father in making a lex- 
icon; 
Though I recollect hearing him get 
quite ferocious 
About .Mary Clausum, the mistress of 
Grotius, 
Or something of that sort, - but, no 
more to bore ye 
With character-painting, I '11 turn to 
my story. 
N ow, Apollo, who finds it conven- 
ient sometimes 
To get his court clear of the makers of 
rhymes, 
The genus, I think it is caned, irritab'ile, 
Everyone of whom thinks himself 
treated most shabbily, 
And nurses a - what is it? - immedi- 
cabile, 
Which keeps him at boiling-point, hot 
for a quarrel, 
As bitter as wormwood, and sourer than 
sorrel , 
If any poor devil but look at a laurel; - 
Apollo, I say, being sick of their riot- 
ing 
(Though he sometimes acknowledged 
their verse had a quieting 
Effect after dinner, and seemed to sug- 
gest a 
Retreat to the shrine of a tranquil 
siesta), 
Kept onr Hero at hand, who, by means 
of a bray, 
Which he gave to the life, drove the 
rabble away; 
And if that would n't do, he was sure 
to succeed, 
If he took his review out and offered to 
read ; 
Or, failing in plans of this milùer de- 
scription, 
He would ask for their aid to get up a 
subscription, 
Considering that authorship was n't a 
rich craft, 


To print the "American drama of 
V{itchcraft. " 
"Stay, I 'Bread yon a scene," - but he 
hardly began, 
Ere Apollo shrieked "Help! " and the 
authors all ran: 
And once, when these purgatives acted 
with less spirit, 
And the desperate case asked a remedy 
desperate, 
He drew from !lis pocket a foolscap 
epistle 
As calmly as if 't were a nine-barre1led 
pistol, 
And threatened them all with the judg- 
ment to come, 
Of "A wandering Star's first impressions 
of Rome. " 
"Stop! stop!" with their hands o'er 
their ears, screamed the 
I uses, 
" He may go off and murder himself, if 
he chooses, 
'T was a means self-defence only sanc- 
tioned his trying, 
'T is mere massacre now that the ene- 
my's flying; 
If he's forceù to't again, and we hap- 
pen to be there, 
Give us each a large handkerchief soaked 
in strong ether." 


I called this a "Fable for CIitics " ; 
Jon think it's 

Iore like a display of my rhythmical 
trinkets; 
:My plot, like an icicle, 's slender and 
slippery, 
Every moment more slender, and likely 
to slip awry, 
And the reader unwilling in loco des i- 
pere, 
Is free to jump over as much of my 
frippery 
As he fancies, and, if he's a provident 
skipper, he 
l\Iay have an Odyssean sway of the gales, 
And get safe to port, ere his patience 
qui te fails ; 
:Moreover, although 't is a slender return 
For your toil and expense, yet my papoc 
will hurn, 
And, if )'OU have manfully struggled 
thus far with me, 
You may e'en twist me up, and just 
light YOl
r cigar with me: 
If too angry for that, you can tear me in 
pieces, 
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And my mem1Jra disjccta consign to the 
breezes, 
A fate like great Ratzau's, whom one of 
those borf's, 
""ho beflcad with bad verses poor Louis 
Quatorze, 
Describes (the first verse somehow ends 
with vietoire), 
As dispersant partout et ses 1uembres et 
sa gloire; 
Or, if I werf' over-desirous of earning 
A repute among noodles for classical 
learning, 
I could pick yon a score of allusions, I 
wis, 
As nf'W as the jests of Didaskalos tis; 
Better still, I could make out a good 
solid list 
From recondite authors who do not ex- 
ist, - 
But that would be naughty: at least, I 
could twist 
Something out of Absyrtus, or turn 
your in'luiries 
Aftcr )lilton's prose metaphor, drawn 
from Osiris;- 
But, as Cicero says he won't say this or 
that 
(A fetch, I must say, most transparent 
and flat), 
After saying whate'er he could possibly 
think of, - 
I simply will state that I pause on tbe 
brink of 
A mire, ankle-deep, of ddiberate con- 
fusion, 
Made up of old jumbles of classic alln- 
sion, 
So, when you '
ere thinking yourselves 
to be pitic(l, 
Just conceh'e how much hardcr your 
tecth you'd have gritted, 
An 't were not for the dulness I've 
kindly omitted. 


I'd apologize here for my many di- 
grt>ssion
, 
Were it not that I 'm certain to trip into 
fregh ones 
('T is so hard to escape if you get in 
their mesh once); 
Just reflect, if you plt'ase, how 't is said 
by IIoratills, 
That 
Iæonides nods now and then, and, 
my gracious ! 
It certainly does look a little l)it omi- 
nous 


'Vhen he gets under way with ton 
d' apameibomenos. 
(Here a something occurs which I'll just 
clap a rhyme to, 
And say it myself, ere a Zoilus ha,'e 
time to,- 
Any author a nap like Van 'Vinkle's 
may take, 
If he only contrive to keep readers 
awake 
But he '11 very soon find himself laid on 
the shelf, 
If tMY fall a-nodding when he nOlls 
himself. ) 


Once for all, to return, and to stay, 
will I, nill 1- 
'Vhen Phæbus expressed his desire for 
a lily, 
Our hero, whose homæopathic sagacity 
With an ocean of zeal mixed his drop 
of capacity, 
Set off for the garùen as fast as the 
wind 
(Or, to take a comparison more to my 
mind, 
As a sound politician leaves conscience 
behind), 
And leapcd the low fence, as a party 
hack jumps 
O'er his principles, when something else 
turns np trumps. 


He was gone a long time, and Apollo, 
meanwhile, 
Went over some sonnets of his with a 
file, 
For, of all compositions, he thought 
that the sonnet 
Best repaid all the toil you expended 
upon it ; 
It should rea('h with one impulse the 
en(l of its course, 
And for one final blow collect all of its 
forCl' ; 
K ot a Vf'!1,e should be salient, but each 
one should tend 
'Vith a wa"e-like up-gathering to break 
at thc l'lHi ; 
So, condensing the strrllgth hpre, there 
smoothing a wry kink, 
He was killing the time, whcll up walked 
)[r. D- ; 
.A t a few steps behinù him, a small man 
in glasst's 
'Vent dodging about, muttering, ":Mur- 
derers! a
ses!" 
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From out of his pocket a paper he'd take, 
With a proud look of martyrdom tied to 
its stake, 
And, reading a squib at himself, he'd 
say, "Here 1 see 
'Gainst American letters It bloody con- 
spiracy, 
They are all by my personal enemies 
wri tten ; 
I must post an anonymous letter to 
Britain, 
And show that this gall is the merest 
suggestion 
or spite at my zeal on the Copyright 
question, 
For, on this side the water, 't is prudent 
to }mll 
O'er the eyes of the public their national 
wool, 
By accusing of slavish respect to John 
Bull 
All American authors who have more or 
less 
Of that anti-American humbug - suc- 
cess, 
While in private we're always em- 
bracing the knees 
or some twopenny editor ovpr the seas, 
And licking his critical shoes, for you 
know 't is 
The whole aim of our lives to get one 
English notice; 
]}'Iy American puffs I would willingly 
burn all 
(They're all from one source, monthly, 
weekly, diurnal) 
To get but a kick from a transmarille 
journal! " 


So, culling the gibes of each critical 
scorner 
As if they were plums, and himself were 
Jack Horner, 
He came cautiously on, peeping round 
every rorner, 
And into each hole where a W'('asel might 
pass in, 
Expecting the knife of some critic as- 
sassin, 
'Vho stabs to the heart with a carica- 
ture, 
Not so bad as those daubs of tJle Sun, 
to be sure, 
Yet done with a dagger-o' -type, whose 
vile portraits 
Disperse all one's good and condense all 
one's poor traits. 


Apollo looked up, hearing footsteps 
approaching, 
And sliVl-'ed out of sight the new rhymes 
he was broaching, - 
"Good day, ]\-Ir. D-, I 'm happy to 
meet, 
With a scholar so ripe, and a critic so 
neat, 
Who through Grub Street the soul of a 
gentleman carries; 
What news from that suburb of London 
and Paris 
Which latterly makes such shrill claims 
to monopolize 
The credit of being the New W orId's 
metropolis 1 " 


"Why, nothiug of consequence, save 
this attack 
On my frienù there, behind, by some 
pitiful hack, 
Who thinks every national author a pOol' 
011e, 
That is n't a copy of something that'll 
foreign, 
And assaults the American Dick - " 


" Nay, 't is clear 
That your Damon there's fond of a flea 
in his ear, 
And, if no one else furnished them gra- 
tis, on tick 
He wouM buy some himself, just to Ileal' 
t he old click ; 
'Vhy, I honestly think, if some fool in 
Japan 
Should turn up his nose at the 'Poems 
on 1\lan,' 
Your frienù there by some inward in- 
stinct would know it, 
Volould get it translated, reprinted, and 
show it ; 
As a man might take off a high 8tock to 
exhibit 
The autograph round his own neck of 
the gibbet; 
Nor woulù let it rest so, but fire column 
after column, 
Signed Cato, or Brntus, or something as 
solemn, 
By way of aisplaying his critical crosses, 
And twC'aking that poor transatlantic 
proboscis, 
His broadsidps resulting (tllis last there's 
no douht of) 
In successiw'ly sinking the craft they're 
fired on t of. 


'\ 
I 
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Now nobody knows when an author is 
hit, 
If he don't have a public hysterit'al fit; 
Let him only keep close ill his snug 
garret's dim ether, 
And nobody'd think of his critics-or 
him either; 
If an author have any least fibre of 
worth in him, 
Abuse would but tickle the organ of 
mirth in him; 
All the criti{'s on earth cannot crush 
wi th their ban 
One wortl that's in tune with the nature 
of man. " 


" vYell, perhaps so; meanwhile I have 
brought you a book, 
Into which if you'll just have the good- 
ness to look, 
You may feel so delighted (when once 
you are through it) 
As to deem it not ullworth your while 
to review it, 
And I think I can promise your thoughts, 
if you do, 
A place in the next Democratic Review. " 
"The most thankless of gods you must 
surely have thought me, 
For this is the forty-fourth copy YOll 've 
brought me, 
I have given them away, or at least I 
ha ve tried, 
But I've forty-two left, standing all side 
by side 
(The man who accepted that one copy 
died), - 
From one end of a shelf to the other 
they reach, 
C \Vith tbe author's respects' neatly 
written in each. 
The publisher, sure, will proclaim a Te 
Deum, 
'Vhen lie hears of that order the British 
DIllselllli 
Has sent for one set of what books were 
first printed 
III America, little or big, - for 't is 
hinted 
That this is the first tnIly tangible hope 
he 

as ever had raisC?d for the sale of a copy. 
I ve thought very often't would be a 
good thing 
In all public collections of books, if a 
"ing 


\Vere set off by itself, like the seas from 
the dry lands, 
Marked Lifrratllrc suited to desolatfJ 
is! ft1
ds, 
.And tilled with such books as coulù 
11 ever bt' read 
Save by readers of proofs, forced to do it 
for bread,- 
Such books as one's wrecked on in small 
country-taverns, 
Such as hermits might mortify over in 
ca vprns, 
Such as Satan, if printing had then been 
invented, 
As the climax of woe, would to Job have 
presented, 
Such as Crusoe might dip in, although 
there are few so 
Outrageously cornereù by fate as poor 
Crusoe j 
And since the philanthropists just now 
are ùangi ng 
And gibbeting all who're in favor of 
hanging 
(Though Cheever has proved that the 
Bible and Altar 
\Vere let down from Heaven at the end 
of a halter, 
.And that vital religion would dull and 
grow callous, 
Unrefreshed, now and then, with a sniff 
of the gallows), - 
Anù folks are beginning to think it looks 
odd, 
To choke a poor scamp for the glory of 
God; 
And that Hewho esteemsth(> Virginia reel 
A. bait to draw saints from thcir spiritual 
weal, 
And regards the quadrille as a far greater 
kna\
ery 
Than crushing His African children 
with slavery,- 
Since all who take part in a waltz or 
cotillon 
Are mounted for hell on the Ðevil's own 
pillion, 
\Vho, as every true orthodox Christian 
well knows, 
Approaches the heart through the door 
of the toes, - 
That He, I was saying, whose judgments 
are storcd 
For such as take steps in despite of his 
word, 
Should look with delight on the ago- 
nized prancing 
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Of a wretch who has not the least ground 
for his dancing, 
While the State, standing by, sings a 
verse from the Psalter 
About offering to God 011 his favorite 
halter, 
And, when the legs droop from their 
twitching divergence, 
Sells the clothes to a Jew, and the 
corpse to the surgeons;- 
Now, instead of all this, I think I can 
direct you all 
To a criminal code both humane and 
effectual; - 
I propose to shut up every doer of 
wrong 
'Vith these desperate books, for such 
term, short or long, 
As by statute in such cases made and 
provided, 
Shall be by your wise legislators de- 
cided : 
Thus: - Let murderers be shut, to grow 
wiser and cooler, 
At hard labor for life on the works of 
:Miss- ; 
Petty thieves, kept from flagranteI' 
crimes by their fears, 
Shall peruse Yankee Doodle a blank 
term of years, - 
That American Punch, like the English, 
no doubt, - 
Just the sugar and lemons and spirit 
left out. 


" But stay, here comes Tityrus Gris- 
wo1ù, and leads on 
The flocks whom he first plucks alive, 
and then feeùs on, - 
A loud-cackling swarm, in whose feath- 
ers warm-drest, 
He goes for as perfect a - swan as the 
rest. 


"There comes Emerson first, whose 
rich worùs, everyone, 
Are like gold nails in temples to hang 
trophies on, 
Whose prose is grand verse, while his 
verse, the Lord knows, 
Is some of it pr- No, 't is not even 
prose ; 
I'm speaking of metres; some poems 
have welled 
From those rare depths of soul that have 
ne' er been excelled j 


They're not epics, but that does n't 
matter a pin, 
In creating, the only hard thing's to 
becrin ; 
A grass-blade 's no easier to make than 
an oak ; 
If you've once found the way, you'va 
achieved the grand stroke; 
In the worst of his poems are mines of 
rich matter, 
But thrown in a heap with a crush and 
a clatter; 
N ow it is not one thing nor another alone 
1tlakes a poem, but rather the general 
tone, 
The something pervading, uniting Hle 
whole, 
The before un conceived, unconceivable 
soul, 
So that just in removing this trifle or 
that, you 
Take away, as it were, a chief limb of 
the statue; 
Roots, \vood, bark, and leaves singly 
perfect may be, 
But, cla.pt hodge-podge together, they 
Jon't make a tree. 


"But, to come back to Emerson (\dJom, 
by the way, 
I believe we left waiting), - his is, we 
may say, 
A Greek head on right Yankee shoul- 
ders, whose range 
Has Olympus for one pole, for l' other 
the Exchange; 
He seems, to my thinking (although I'm 
afraid 
The comparison must, long ere this, }laV8 
been made), 
A Plotinus-.Montaigne, where the Egyp- 
tian's gold mist 
And the Gascon's shrewd wit cheek-by- 
jowl coexist; 
All admire, and yet scarcely six convert5 
he's got 
To I don't (nor they either) exactly 
know what; 
For though he builds glorious temples, 
't is oùd 
He leaves never a doorway to get in B 
god. 
'T is refresbing to old-fashioned peop19 
like me 
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he, 
In whose mind all creation is duly re- 
spected 
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& rart
 of himself-just a little pro- 
jl>cted; 
And who '8 willing to worship the btars 
and the SUll, 
A convt'rt to - nothing but Emerson. 
So pcrfcet a balance there is in his 
hC;\ll, 
That IH' talk
 of things sometimes as if 
they were dead; 
Lifl', natun', love, God, and affairs of 
that sort, 
He looks at as merely ideas; in short, 
As if they were f05sils stuck round in a 
caì)inet, 
Of such vast extent that our earth's a 
nwrp dab in it; 
ComposPll just as he is inclined to con- 
jecture hel', 
N allwly, one part pure earth, ninety-nine 
parts pure lecturer; 
You art. fillt.d with delight at his clear 
dt'mollstration, 
Each figure,. word, gesture, just fits the 
occaSiOn, 
'Vith the q nipt precision of science he'11 
sort 'em 
But you can't help suspecting the whole 
a post mortem. 


"Therp are persons, mole-blind to the 
soul's make aull 8t" Ie, 
'Vho insist on a likcnes.-; ttwixt him and 
Car1ylt> ; 
To compare him with Plato would Le 
vastly fair..r, 
Carlyle's the more burly, but E. is the 
ral'l'r ; 
He sees fewer objects, but dearlier, true- 
lier, 
If C.'s as original, E.'R more peculiar; 
1'hat he's more of a man you might say 
of the one, 
Of th(' other he's more of an En1Pt"Son; 
C. 's the 'l'itan, as shaggy of mind as of 
lill1 h, - 
E. the dpar-f>yed Olympian, rapid and 
slim; 
The 0110 '8 two thirds Norseman, the 
other half (
reek, 
\\'here the one's most abounding, the 
other's to spek . 
C.'8 generals rel1uire to be spen in the 
ma 
s,- 
E. 's sppcialties gain if enlarged by the 
glas
 ; 
C. givl>s nature nnd God his own 
the bl ues, 


And rimR common-sense things with 
mystical hues,- 
Eo 1'its in a mystelY calm and intense, 
And looks eoollyaround him with sharp 
common-sense; 
C. shows you how every-day matters 
uni te 
\rith the dim transdiLU'nal recesses of 
night, - 
'Vhile E., in a plain, preternatural way, 
Make:; mysteries matters of mere every 
ùay; 
C. draws all his characters quite à la 
Fuscli - 
He don't sketch their bundles of mus- 
cles and thews illy, 
But he paints with a brush so untamed 
and profuse, 
Thpy S(,Plll nothing but bundles of mus- 
cles aud thews ; 
E. is rather like Flaxman, lines strait 
and severe, 
Ami a colorless outline, but full, round, 
anù clear ; - 
To the nWIl he thinks worthy he frankly 
accords 
The dpsign of a white marble statue in 
words. 
C. labors to get at the centre, and 
then 
Take a rel'koning from t11ere of his ac- 
tions and men; 
E. calmly assumes the said centre as 
gran tell, 
.\nd, given himself, Ims whatever is 
wan ted. 


" He has imitators in scores, who omit 
X 0 part of the man but his wisdom and 
wit, - 
\\Tho go ciLrpfulIy o'er the sky-blue of 
his brain, 
.And whpn he has skimmed it once, 
skim it again; 
If at all tlwy resemble him, you may be 
sure it is 
TIecauRe their shoals mirror his mists 
and obscurities, 
As a mud-puddle seems deep as heaven 
for a minute, 
\\l1ile a cloud that floats o'
r is reflected 
within it. 


C C Thprf> ('omes _, for instance; to 
st't' him's rare sport. 
fits of Treaù in En1t'r
on'!, tracks with leg!i pain- 
fully short; 
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Ho" he jumps, how he strains, and gets 
red in the face, 
To keep step with the mystagogue's 
natural pace! 
He follows as clo
e as a stick to a rock- 
et, 
His fingers exploring the prophet's each 
pocket. . 
Fie, for shame, brother bard; with good 
fruit of your own, 
Can't you let Neighbor Emerson's or- 
chards alone? 
Besides, 't is no use, you 'n not find e'en 
a core,- 
- has picked up all the windfalls be- 
fore. 
They might strip every tree, and E. 
never would catch ' cm, 
His Hesperides have no rude dragon to 
watch 'em; 
When they send him a dishful, and ask 
him to try' ern, 
He never suspects how the sl y rocrues 
b ' 0 
came y em; 
He wonders why 't is there are none 
such his trees on, 
And thinks 'em the best he has tasted 
this season. 


" Yonder, calm as a cloud, Alcott 
stalks in a dream, 
And fancies himself in thy groves, Aca- 
deme, 
'Vith the Parthenon nigh, and the olive- 
trees o'er him, 
And never a fact to perplex him or bore 
him, 
With a snug room at Plato's when night 
comes, to walk to, 
And people from morning till midnight 
to talk to, 
And from midnight till morning, nor 
snore in their listenillg ; - 
So he muses, his face with the joy of it 
glistening, 
For his highest conceit of a happiest 
state is 
'Vhere they'd live upon acorns, and hear 
him talk Watis; 
And indeed, I believe, no man ever 
talked hetter,- 
Each sentence hangs perfectly poised to 
a lettp1' ; 
He seems piling words, bu t there's royal 
dust hid 
In the heart of each sky-piercing pyra- 
mid. 


'Vhile he talks he is great, but goes out 
like a taper, 
If you shut him up closely with pen, ink, 
and paper; 
Yet his fingers itch for 'em from morning 
till l1ight, 
And he thinks he <1o('s wrong if he don't 
always write; 
In this, as in all things, a lamb among 
r men, 
He goes to sure death when he goes to 
his pen. 


"Close behind him is Brownson, his 
mou th vprv full 
'Vith attempting to gulp a Gregorian 
bull; 
W'JlO contrives, spite of that, to pour out 
as he goes 
A stream of transparent and forcible 
prose; 
He shifts quite about, then proceeds to 
expound 
That 't is merely the earth, not himself, 
that turns round, 
And wishes it clearly impressed on your 
mind 
That the weathercock rules and not fol- 
lows the wind; 
Proving first, then as deftly confuting 
each side, 
'Yith no doctrine pleased that's not 
somewhere deuied, 
He lays the denier away on the 
shelf, 
And then-down beside him lies gravely 
himse1f. 
He's the Salt River boatman, who al- 
ways stands willing 
To convey friend or foe without cI1arging 
a shilling, 
And so roml of the trip that, when lei. 
sure's to spare, 
He'11 row himself u1>, if he can't get a 
fare. 
The worst of it is, that his logic's so 
strong, 
That of two sides he commonly choos(
s 
the wrong; 
If there 'is only one, why, he'll split it 
in two, 
And first pummel this half, then that, 
black amI blue. 
That white's white npf'ds no proof, but 
it takes a deep fellow 
To prove it jet-black, and that jet-black 
is J'ellow. 
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He offers the true faith to drink in a 
sievl', - 
'Vhcn it reaches 
70ur lips there's naught 
left to bplievc 
But a. few 
illy- (syllo-, I mean,) -gisms 
that 
'll1at 'em 
Like tadpolf's, o'cljoycd with the muù at 
the bottom. 


"There is "ïllis, all nally and jaunty 
and gay, 
'Vho says his best things in so foppish 
a. way, 
'Vith conceits awl pet phrases so thickly 
o'erlayÎng 'em, 
That one hardly knows whether to thank 
him for saying 'em; 
Over-ornament ruins both poem and 
pros<" 
Just concpive of a 
Il1se with a ring in 
her nosc ! 
His prose had a natural grace of its 
own, 
And enough of it, too, if he'd let it 
alone; 
But he twitehes and jerks so, one fairly 
gets tired, . 
And is forced to forgive where he might 
have admired; 
Yet \\ hencver it slips away free and un- 
laced, 
It runs like a stream with a musical 
was te, 
And gurgles along with the liquidest 
swpep ; - 
'T is not deep as a. river, but who'd 
have it deep 
 
In 0. country where scarcely a village is 
found 
That has 110t its author sub1ime and pro- 
found, 
For some one to be slightly shoal is a 
duty, 
Anù "ïlli
's shallowness makes half his 
beauty. 
His prose \\:inrls alonO' with a blithe, 
1 . 0 
gurg mg error, 
And n'flects all of Heaven it can see in 
its mirror. 
'T is a narrowish strip, but it is not an 
artifice, - 
'T is the true out-of-doors with its genu- 
ine bearty phiz; 
It is :K atur(' herself, and there's some- 
thing in that, 
Since most brains reflect but the crown 
of a hat. 



 0 vohlmr' I know to read unrlr'r a tree, 
:\lon' truly delicious than bis _\ l' Abri, 
\\ïth the 
hadows of leaves tiowÎng over 
your hook, 
Like ripplc-shades netting the bed of a 
brook. 
\Vith J une c
ming softly your shoulder 
to look over 
Breezes waiting t
 turn every leaf of 
your book ovcr, 
And :Nature to criticise still as you 
read, - 
The page that bears that is a rare one 
indeeù. 


"He'8 so innate a cockm'y, that had 
he been born 
'Vhere plain bear-skin'8 the only full- 
dress that is worn, 
He'd have given his own such an air that 
you'd say 
'T had Leen made by a tailor to lounge 
in Broadway. 
His nature's a glass of champagne with 
the foam 011 't, 
As tender as Eletcher, as witty as Beau- 
mont; 
So his Lest things are done in the flush 
of the moment, 
If he wait, all is spoiled; he may stir it 
and shake it, 
But, the fixed air once gone, he can never 
remake it. 
He might be a marvel of easy delightful- 
ness, 
If he would not sometimes leave the rout 
of sprightflllness; 
And he ought to let ScIipture alone- 
't is self-slaughter, 
For nobody likes inspiration-and-water. 
He'd have heen just the fellow to sup at 
the 
lermaid, 
Crackin
 jokes at rare Ben, with an eye 
to the barmaid, 
His wit running up a.q Canary ran 
down, - 
The topmost blight bubble on the waye 
of The Town. 


"Here comes Parker, the Orson of par- 
sons, a man 
"Thorn the Church undertook to put un- 
der her ban 
\The Church of Socinus, I mean),- his 
opinions 
Being So- (ultra) -cinian, they I5hocked 
the Socinians; 
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They be1ieved - faith, I 'm puzzled - I 
think I may call 
Their belief a believing in nothing at 
all, 
Or something of that sort; I know they 
all went 
For a general union of total dissent: 
He went a step farther; without cough 
or hem, 
He frankly avowed he believed not in 
them ; 
And, before he could be jumbled up or 
prevented, 
From their orthodox kind of di8sellt he 
dissented. 
There was heresy here, you perceive, for 
the right 
Of privately judging means simply that 
light 
Has 11ee11 granted to me, for deciding 011 
you; 
And in happier times, before Atheism 
grew, 
The deee! contained clauses for cooking 
you too, 
N ow at Xerxes and Knut we all laugh, 
yet our foot 
With the same wave is wet that mocked 
Xerxes and Rnut, 
And we an entertain a sincere private 
notion, 
That our Thus far! will have a great 
weight with the ocean. 
'T was so with our liberal Christians: 
they bore 
With sincerest conviction their chairs to 
the shore ; 
They brandished their worn theological 
birches, 
Bade natural progress keep out of the 
Churches, 
And expected the lines they had drawn 
to prevail 
'Vith the fast-rising tide to keep out of 
their pale; 
They had formerly dammed the Pontifi- 
cal See, 
And the same thing, they thought, 
would do nicely for P. ; 
But he turned up his nose at their mur- 
muring amI shamming, 
And cared (shall I say 1) not a d- for 
thpir damming; 
So they first read him out of their 
church, and next minute 
Turned round and declared he had never 
been in it. 


But the ban was too small or the man 
was too hig, 
For he reeks 110t their bells, books, and 
candles a fig 
(He don't look like a man who would 
stny treated shabhily, 
Sophroniscus' son's head o'er the fea- 
tures of Rabelais) ;- 
He bangs and bethwacks them, - their 
backs he salutes 
With the whole tree of knowledge torn 
up by the roots; 
His sermons with satire are plenteous
y 
verj uiced, 
And he talks in one breath of Confut- 
zee, Cass, Zerduscht, 
Jack Robinson, Peter the Hermit, Strap, 
Dathan, 
Cush, Pitt (11ot the bottomless, that 
he's no faith in), 
Pan, Pillicock, Shakespeare, Paul, 
Toots, Monsieur Tonson, 
Aldebaran, Alcandcr, Ben Khorat, Ben 
J 011son, 
Tboth, Richter, Joe Smith, Father Paul, 
J uùah Monis, 
1\Iusæus, 1\luretus, hem, - p. Scorpio- 
nis, 
1\Iaccabee, 1\Iaccaboy, 1\Iac -1\Iac - ah ! 
1\Iachia velli, 
Condorcet, Count d'Orsay, Conder, Say, 
Ganganelli, 
Orion, O'Connell, the Chevalier D'O, 
(See the Memoirs of Sully,) TO 1ra", the 
great toe 
Of the statue of Jupiter, llOW made to 
pass 
For that of Jew Peter by good Romish 
brass, 
(Y ou may add for yourselves, for I find 
it a bore, 
All the names you have ever, or not, 
beard before, 
And when you've done that-why, in- 
vent a few more.) 
His hearers can't tell you on Sunday 
beforehand, 
If in that day's discourse they'll be 
Bibled or Koraned, 
For he's seized the idea (by]Üs mar- 
tyrdom fired) 
That all men (not orthodox) may be 
inspired; 
Yet though wisdom profane with his 
rreed he may weave in, 
He makes it quite clear what he does n't 
believe in, 
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While some, who decry him, think all 
Kingdom Come 
Is a sort of a, kiml of a, species of 
Hum, 
Of which, as it were, so to speak, not a 
crumb 
Would be left, if we did n't keep care- 
fully mum, 
And, to make a clean breast, that 't is 
perfectly plain 
That all kinds of wisdom are somewhat 
profane; 
Now P.'s creed than this may be lighter 
or darker 
But in one thing, 't is clear, he has 
faith, namely - Parker; 
And this is what makes him the crowd- 
drawing preacher, 
There's a background of god to each 
hard-working feature, 
Every word that he speaks has been 
fieril v fllrnaced 
In the blast of a life that has struggled 
in earnest: 
There he stands, looking more like a 
plough man than priest, 
If not dreadfully awkward, not graceful 
at least, 
His gestures all downright and same, Ü 
you will, 
As of brown-fisted Hobnail in hoeing a 
drill, 
But his periods fall on you, stroke after 
stroke, 
Like the blows of a lumberer felling an 
oak, . 
You forget the man wholly, you're 
thankful to meet 
'Vith a preacher who smacks of the 
field and the street, 
And to hear, yon 're not o\'er-particular 
whence, 
Almost Taylor's profusion, quite Lati- 
mer' 8 sense. 


Your topmost Parnassus he may set his 
hl'el on, 
But no warm applauses come, peal fol- 
lowing peal on, - 
He's too smooth and too polished to 
hang any zpal on : 
U nqualifieJ merits, I '11 grant, if you 
choose, he has 'em, 
But he lacks the one merit of kindling 
enthusiasm; 
If he stir you at all, it is just, 011 my 
soul, 
Like being stirred up with the very 
North Pole. 


"He is very nice reading in summer, 
but Í'll,ter 
Nos, we don't want extra freezing in 
_ winter; 
Take him up in the depth of July, my 
ad vice is, 
\Vhen you feel an Egyptian devotion to 
ices. 
But, deduct all you can, there's enough 
that's right good in him, 
He has a true soul for field, river, and 
wood in him; 
And his heart, in the midst of brick 
walls, or where' er it is, 
Glows, softens, and thrills with the ten- 
derest charities- 
To you mortals that delve in this trade- 
ridden planet? 
No, to old Berkshire's hills, with their 
limestone and granite. 
If you're one who Ù" loco (add loco 
here) dcsipis, 
You will get of his outermost heart (as 
I 9uess) a piece; 
But you d get deeper down if you came 
as a precipice, 
And would break the last seal of its in- 
ward est foun tain, 
If you only could palm yourself off for 
a mountain. 
Mr. Quivis, or somebody quite as dis- 
cerning, 
Some scholar who's hourly expecting 
his learning, 
Calls B. the American \V ordsworth ; 
but \V ordsworth 
Is worth near as much as your whole 
tunrful herd's worth. 
No, don't be absurd, he '8 an excellent 
Bryant; 
stands in But, my friends, you'll endanger the 
life of your client, 


"There is Bryant, as quiet, as cool, 
and as dignified, 
As a smooth, silent iceberg, that never 
is ignified, 
Save when by reflection 't is kindled 0' 
nights 
'Vith a semblance of flame by the chill 
Northern Lights. 
He may rank (Griswold says so) first 
bard of your nation 
(There '8 no dou ht that he 
supreme ice-olation), 
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By attempting to stretch him up into a 
giall t : 
If you choose to compare him, I think 
there are two per- 
-sons fit for a parallel-Thompson and 
Cowper; * 
I don't mean exactly, - there '8 some- 
thing of each, 
There's 1'. 's love of nature, C. '8 pen- 
chant to preach; 
Just mix up their minds so that C.'s 
spice of craziness 
ShaH balance and neutralize T. 's turn 
for laziness, 
And it gives you a brain cool, quite 
frictionless, quiet, 
'\Vhose internal police nips the buds of 
all riot,- 
A brain like a permanent strait-jacket 
put on 
The heart which strives vainly to burst 
off a button,- 
A brain which, without being slow or 
mechanic, 
Does more than a larger less drilled, 
more volcanic; 
He's a Cowp.er condensed, with no 
craziness bitten, 
And the advantage that 'Vordsworth 
before him haù written. 


U But, my dear little bardlings, don't 
prick up your ears 
N or suppose I would rank you and Bry- 
ant as peers; . 
If I call him an iceberg, I don't mean 
to say 
There is nothing in that which is grand 
in its way; 
He is almost the one of your poets that 
knows 
How much grace, strength, and dignity 
lie in R.epose ; 
If he sometimes fall short, he is too 
wise to mar 
His thought's modest fulness by going 
too far ; 
'T would be wen if your authors should 
all make a trial 
Of what virtue there is in severe self- 
denial, 


.. To demonstrate quickly and easily how per- 
-versely absurd 't is to sound this name 
Cowper, 
As people in general call him named s'llper, 
I remark that he rhymes it himself with 
horse-trooper. 


And measure their writings by Hesiod's 
stafl
 
\Vhich teaches that all has less value 
than half. 


"There is YÇhittier, whose swelling 
anù vehf'ment heart 
Strains the strait-breasted drab of the 
Quaker apart, 
And reveals the live 1\1an, still supreme 
and erect, 
Underneath the bemummying wrappers 
of sect; 
There was ne'er a man born who had 
more of the swing 
Of the true lyric bard and all that kind 
of thing; 
And I1Ïs failures arise (though perhaps 
he don't know it) 
From the Vf>rY same cause that has 
made him a poet, - 
A fervor of mind which knows no sep- 
aration 
'Twixt simple excitement and pure in- 
spiration, 
As my Pythoness erst sometimes erred 
from not knowing 
If 't Wf're I or llwre wind through her 
tripod was blowing; . 
Let his mind once get head in its fa- 
vorite direction 
And the ton-ent of verse bursts the dams 
of reflection, 
'Vhile, borne with the rush of the metre 
along, 
The poet may chance to go right or go 
wrong, 
Content with the whirl and delirium of 
song; 
Then his grammar's not always correct, 
nor his rhymes, 
And he '8 prone to repeat his own lyrics 
sometimes, 
Not his best, though, for those are 
struck off at white-heats 
'Vhen the heart in his breast like a trip- 
hammer beats, 
And can ne'er be repeated again any 
more 
Than they could have been carefully 
plotted before: 
Like old what's-his-name there at the 
hattle of Hastings 
<'Vho, however, gave more than mere 
rhythmical bastings), 
Our Quaker leads oft metaphorical 
fights 
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For reform and whatever they call hu- 
man rights, 
Both singing and striking in front of 
the war, 
And hitting his foes with the mallet of 
Thor; 
Anne haec, one exclaims, on beholding 
his knocks, 
V 
tis fit ii tui, 0 leather-clad Fox' 
Can that be thy son, in the battle's mid 
din, 
Preaching brotherly love and then driv- 
ing it in 
To the brain of the tough old Goliah of 
sin, 
With the smoothe
t of pebbles from 
Castaly's spring 
Impressed 011 his hard. moral sense with 
a sling 1 
"All honor and praise to the right- 
healted hard 
'Vho was true to The Voice when such 
service was hard, 
'Vho himself was so free he dared sing 
for the slave 
'Vhen to look but a protest in silence 
was bra ,re . 
All honor and. pr
ise to the women and 
men 
'Vho spoke out for the dumb and the 
down-trodden then! 
I neeù not to name them, already for each 
I see History preparing the statue and 
niche; 
They were harsh, but shall you be so 
shocked. at hard words 
'Vho llave beaten your pruning-hooks 
up into swords, 
'Vhose reward.s and hurrahs men are 
surcr to gain 
By the reaping of men and of women 
than grain 1 
'Vhy should. yon stanrl aghast at their 
fierce word)' \\ ai', if 
You scalp one another for Bank or for 
Tarifff 
Your calling thc>m cut-throats and 
knaves all day long 
DOIl't prove that the use of hard lan- 
guage is wrong; 
\Vhile the \V.orId's heart beats quicker 
to think of such mt'll 
As sign{>d Tyranny's doom with a bloody 
stpel-pen, 
\Vhile on Fourth-of-J ulys beardless ora- 
tor.::; fright one 


""ith hints at Harmodius and Aristo- 
geitun, 
You need not look shy at your sisters 
aud brothers 
\Vho stab with sharp worùs for the free- 
dom of others. - 
No, a wreath, twine' a wreath for the 
loyal R.nd true 
'Vho, for sake of the many, dared stand 
with the few, 
:N ot of blood-spattered laurel for ene- 
mics braved, 
But of broad, peaceful oak-leaves for 
ci tizens saved ! 


" Here comes Dana, abstractedly loi- 
tering along, 
Involved ill a paulo-post-future of song, 
Who'll be going to write what'11 never 
be writtcn 
Till the Muse, ere he think of it, gives 
him the mitten, - 
\Vho is so well aware of hew things 
should be done, 
That his own works displease him before 
they're b{>gun, - 
'Vho so well all that makes up good 
poetry knows, 
That the best of his poems is written in 
prose ; 
All saddled and bridled stood Pegasua 
waiting, 
He was booted and spurred, but he loi- 
tered debating; 
In a very grave question his soul was 
immerseù, - 
\Vhich foot in the stirrup he ought to 
put first; 
And, while this point and that he jUùi- 
cially dwelt on, 
He, somehow or other, had written 
Paul Felton, 
\Vbose beauties or faults, whichsoever 
you see there, 
You'll allow only genius could hit upon 
either. 
That he once was the Idle man none 
will deplorE', 
Rut I fear hewill never be anything mOrE>; 
fhe ocean of song heaves and glitters 
before him, 
The depth and the vastness and longing 
sweep o'er him, 
He knows every breaker and shoal on 
the chart, 
He has the Coast Pilot and so on by 
heart, 
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Yet he spends his whole life, like the 
man ill the fable, 
In lean1Ïng to swim 011 his library- 
taLle. 


U There swaggers John Neal, who has 
wasted ill ..Maine 
The sinews and chords of his pugilist 
brain, 
'Vho might have been poet, but that, 
ill its stead, he 
Preferred to believe that he was so 
already; 
Too hasty to wait till Art's ripe fruit 
shou
d drop, 
He must pelt ùown an unripe and 
colicky crop; 
'Vho took to the law, and had this 
sterling plea for it, 
I t required him to quarrel, and paid 
him a fee for it; 
A man who's made less than he might 
have, because 
He always has thought himself more 
than he was,- 
'Vho, with very gooù natural gifts as a 
bard, 
Broke the strings of his lyre out by 
striking too hard, 
And cracked half the notes of a truly 
fine voice, 
Because song drew less instant attention 
than noise. 
Ah, men do not know how much strength 
is in poise, 
That he goes the farthest who goes far 
enough, 
And that aU beyond that is just bother 
and stuff. 
No vain man mature
, he makes too 
much new woocl; 
His blooms arc too thick for the fruit 
to be good; 
'T is the modest man ripens, 't is he 
that a('hie\'{'
, 
Just what's nee(led of sunshine and 
shade he receives; 
Grapes, to mellow, require the cool dark 
of their leaves; 
Neal wants balance; he throws his mind 
always too far, 
'Vhisking out flocks of comets, but never 
a star ; 
He has so much muscle, and loves so to 
show it, 
That he strips himself naked to prove The 
he's a poet, 


And, to show I}e could leap Art's wide 
di tch, if}} e tried, 
Jumps cleau o't'r it, anù into the hedge 
t' other side. 
He has strength, but there's nothing 
about him in keeping; 
One gets sllrelier onward by walkinO' 
than leaping; 0 
He has used I1Ís own sinfws himself to 
distress, 
Anù had done vastly more had he done 
vastly less ; 
In letters, too soon is as bad as too late ; 
Could he only have waited he might 
have been great; 
But he plumped into Helicon up to the 
waist, 
And muddied the stream ere he took bis 
first taste. 


"There is Hawthorne, with genius 
so slnillkiug and rare 
That J011 hardly at first see the strength 
that is there; 
A frame f::.O robust, with a nature so 
sweet, 
So earnest, so graceful, so solid, so fif'et, 
Is worth a descent from Ol}mpus to 
meet; 
'T is as if a rough oak that for ages bad 
stood, 
'Vith his gnarled bony branches like 
ribs of the wood, 
Should bloom, after cyc1E's of struggle 
and seathe, 
"Tith a single anemone trembly and 
rathe; 
His strength is so tender, his wilùness 
so meek, 
That a suitable parallel sets one t<' 
se(>k, - 
He's a John Bunyan Fouqué, a Puritan 
Tieck; 
"....hen Nature was shaping him, clay was 
not granted 
For making 
o full-sized a man as she 
wan ted, 
So, to fill out her model, a little she 
spared 
From some finer-grained stuff for a 
woman prepareù, 
And she could not have hit a more ex- 
cellent plan 
For making him fully and perfectly 
man. 
success of her scheme gave her so 
much delight, 
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That she tried it again, shortly after, in 
Dwight; 
Ouly, whilt> she was kneading and Sh.l1'- 
illg the clay, 
She sang to her work ill her sweet child- 
ish \\ay, 
And found, when she'd put the last 
tonch to his ::;oul, 
That the music had somehow got mixed 
with the whole. 


" Here's Cooper, who's written six 
volulllps to :ihow 
He's as goud as a lord: well, let's 
grant that he 'g so ; 
If a pers
n }Jrefer that description of 
praise, 
"Phy, a coronet's certainly cheaper than 
bays; 
But he need take no pains to couyince 
llS he's not 
(As his enemies &'1.y) the American Scott. 
Choose any twelve men, and let C. read 
aloud 
That one of his novels of which he's 
most prOlul, 
And I 'J lay any bct that, without ever 
qnittillg 
Their box, they'd be all, to a man, for 
a('(1 uitting. 
He has drawn you one character, though, 
that is new, 
One wildHow('r IH>'S plucked that is wet 
with the dew 
Of this frE'sh "\Vestern worM, and, the 
thillg not tu mince, 
He has 
lone naught but copy it HI ever 
SllJce; 
His Indians, with proper respect be it 
sa ill, 
Are just X atty llumpo, daubed over 
with reel 
ì And his very Long Toms are the sa.me 
uscful Kat, 
Higged up in duck pants amI a sou'- 
wester hat 
(Though OlIel' in a Coffin, a good chancE! 
was found 
To hav.> slippl'ef the old fellow away 
UlHlergroun(l). 
All his other nlton-fiO'ures are clothes 
. 0 
upon stlek,.." 
The dernière c/umisc of a man in a fix 
(As a captain lwsilogetl, when his O'arri- 
,
 b 

on s small, 
Sets up caps upon poles to he secn o'er 
the wall) ; 


And the Womf'n he draws from one 
moùel Jon't vary, 
All sappy as ul<ll'lcs a;1ù 1Iat as a prai- 
rie. 
\Yhcll a character's wanteù, he goes to 
the task 
As a coop..r would do in composing a 
ca
k ; 
He picks out the staves, of their quali- 
ties l1l'cdful, 
Just hoops them together as tight as is 
needful, 
And, if the best fortune should crown 
the attempt, he 
Has made at the most bomething 
wooùen and cmpty. 
,. Don't suppose I would underrate 
Cooper'::; ahilities; 
If I thought you'ù do that, I should 
feci very ill at ea
to ; 
The men who have given to one charac- 
t<,r life 
Anù objN,tive existence are not very 
rifE' ; 
You Ulay n um bel' them all, both prose- 
writers and singers, 
\\ïthout o,.erruuning the bounds of 
your fingers, 
6\n.l K atty won't go to oblivion quicker 
Than ,,\(1:.11118 the parson or Primrose the 
vicar. 


" Thf're is one tIling in Cooper I like, 
too, and that is 
That on manuf'r.; he lectures his coun- 
trymen gratis; 
X ot l'recis(oly so either, becausE', for a 
ral"itv 
lIe is pail for his tickets in unpopu- 
larity. 
X ow he may overcharge his American 
pidun>s, 
But JOU '11 #!rant there's a good deal of 
truth in hi
 strictures; 
...\nd I honor tl1(' lllall who is willing to 
sink 
Half his 111'(>s(>nt repute for the frecdom 
to think, 
.\ml, when he has thought, be his cause 
strong or weak, 
'fill risk t' other half for the freeùom to 
speak, 
Caring naught for what vcng<,ance the 
mob has ill store, 
Let that mob be the uI'pcr tCll thou:)óln<I 
or 10\\ ere 
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"There are trut11s you Americans 
need to be told, 
And it never 'n refute them to swagger 
and scold; 
John Bull, looking o'er the Atlantic, in 
choler 
At your aptness for trade, says you wor- 
shi p the dollar; 
But to scorn such eye-doUar-try 's what 
very few do, 
And John goes to that church as often 
as you do. 
No matter what John says, don't try to 
outcrow him, 
'T is enough to go quietly on and out- 
grow him; 
Like most fathers, Bull hates to see 
Number One 
Displacing himself ill the mind of his son, 
And detests the same faults in himself 
he'd neglected 
'Vhen he sees them again in l1Ïs child's 
glass reflected; 
To love one another you 'l'e too like by 
half; 
If he is a bull, you're a pretty stout calf, 
And tear your own pasture for naught 
but to show 
What a nice pair of horns you're begin- 
ning to grow. 
" There are one or two things I should 
just like to hint, 
For you don't often get the truth told 
you in print; 
The most of you (this is what strikes all 
beholders) 
Have a mental and physical stoop in the 
shoulders; 
Though you ought to be free as the 
winds and the waves, 
Yon've the gait and the manners of 
runaway slaves; 
'l'hough you brag of your New 'Y orId, 
you don't half believe in it ; 
And as much of the Old as is possible 
weave in it ; 
Your goddess of freedom, a tight, buxom 
girl, 
With lips like a cherry and teeth like a 
pearl, 
With eyes bold as Herè's, and hair float- 
ing frre, 
And full of the sun as the spray of the 
sea, 
Who can sing at a husking or romp at a 
shearing, 


Who can trip through the forests alone 
without fearillg, 
""\\"'110 can drive home the cows with a 
song through the grass, 
Keeps glancing aside into Europe's 
cracked glass, 
Hides her red hands ill gloves, pinches 
up her lithe waist, 
And makes herself wretched with trans.. 
marille taste; 
She loses IWf fresh country charm when 
she takes 
Any mirror except her own rivers and 
lakes. 


"Y ou steal Englishmen's books and 
think Englishmen's thought, 
"''ith their salt on her tail your wild 
eagle is caught; 
Y our literature suits its each whisper 
aHd motion 
To what will be thought of it over the 
ocean; 
The cast clothes of Europe your states.. 
manship tries 
And mumbles again the old blarneys and 
lies; - 
Forget Europe wholly, your veins throb 
with blood, 
To which the dull current in hers is but 
mud; 
Let her sneer, let 11er say your experi.. 
ment fails, 
In her voice there's a tremble e'en now 
while she rails, 
And your shore will soon be in the na- 
hue of things 
Covered t11Ïck with gilt drift-wood of 
runaway kings, 
tVhere alone, as it were in a Longfellow's 
"\\T aif, 
Her fugitive !Jieces will find themselvt's 
safe. 
o my friends, thank your God, if Y011 
have onf>, that he 
'Twixt the Old "T orId and you set the 
gulf of a sea; 
Be strong-backed, b.rown-I1anded, up- 
right as your pinrs, 
By the scale of a hemisphere shape your 
designs, 
Be true to yourselves and this new nine- 
teenth age, 
As a statue by Powers, or a picture by 
Pag p , 
Plough, sail, forge, build, carve, paint, 
all things make new, 
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To your own K ew-W orld instincts con- 
trive to he true, 
hCCp :ronr ears open wide to the Future's 
fi rst call, 
TIe whatl'ver you will, but yourselves 
ti rst of åll, 
Stand fronting the dawn on Toil's 
heaven-scaling peaks, 
AmI become my new race of more prac- 
tical Greeks. - 
Hem! your likeness at present, I shuù- 
dcr to tt.U o't, 
Is tlJat you ha\Oc yonr slaves, anù the 
Greek had his helot." 


She always keeps asking if I don't ob- 
Sf'rve a 
Particular likeness 'twixt her and 
Ii- 
nerva ; 
She tells me my efforts ill verse are 'Iuite 
clever ;- 
She '8 been travelling now, and will be 
worse than ever; 
One woulù think, though, a sharp- 
Righteù noter she'd Lm 
Of all that's worth mentioning over the 
sea, . 
For a woman must surely see well, if 
she try, 
The whole of whose being's a cap- 
ital I : 
She will take an olù notion, anù make 
it her own, 
By saying it o'er in her Sibylline 
tone, 
Or persuade you 't is something tremen- 
dously deep, 
By repeating it so as to put you to 
sleep; 
Anù she well may defy any mortal to 
see through it, 
""'hen once she has mixeù up her ill- 
tinite me through it. 
There is one thing she owns in her own 
single right, 
It is native anù genuine - namely, her 
spite; 
Though, when acting as censor, she 
privatt"ly blows 
A censer of vanity 'neath her own 
nose. " 


Here a gentleman present, who had 
in his attic 
1.10re prpper than brains, shrieked,- 
" The man's a ÜUléltic, 
I'm a capital tailor with warm tar and 
fpathers, 
And will make him a suit that'l1 serve 
in all weathers; 
But we'II argue the point first, I 'm 
willing to reason 't, 
Palaver before conùemnation's but de- 
crnt ; 
So, through my humble person, Hu- 
manity hf'gs 
Of the frienùs of true freedom a loan of 
bad eO'gs." 
But Apollo let one such a look of his 
show forth 
As when 1}iË' "ÚKTL IOlKws, and so forth, 
And the gentleman somehow slunk out 
of the way, 
But, as he was going, gained courage to 
sav - 
"At slavl:ry in the abstract my whole 
soul rehels, 
I am as strongly opposed to 't as anyone 
else. " 
" Ay, no doubt, but whenever I've hap- 
pened to meet 
"ïth a wrong ?,r a crime, it is always 
concrpte, 
Answered Phmbus severely; then turn- 
ing to us, 
U Thc mistake of such fellows as just 
matle tlw fuss 
Is only in taking a l:,'Tf'at husy nation 
For a part of thl'ir pitiful cotton-plan- 
tatioTl. - 
But there conll'S Miranda, Zeus! where 
shall I Hec> to 1 
She has such a penchant for bothering And, 
me too ! 


Here :Miranda came up, and said, 
" Phæbus! you know 
That the infinite Soul has i.ts infinite \\"0(', 
As I ought to know, having lived chef'k 
by jowl, 
Since thr day I was born, with the In- 
finite Soul; 
I myself introduced, I myself, I alonp, 
To my Lanù's better life authors solely 
my own, 
'Vho the sad heart of earth on their 
shoulllcrs ha,-e taken, 
'Vhose works sound a depth by Life's 
quipt unshakcn, 
Such as Shakesprare, for instancc, the 
Bihle, anli Ba('on, 
X ot to mentIon my own works; Time's 
nadir is fleet, 
as for myself, I 'm quite out of 
conceit - " 
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"Quite out of conceit! I 'm en- 
chanted to l1ear it," 
Cried Apollo aside. ""Tho 'd have 
thought she was near it 
 
To be sure, one is apt to exhaust those 
commoùities 
He uses too fast, yet in this case as odd 
it is 
As if Neptune should say to his turbots 
and whitings, 
'I'm as much out of salt as :Miranda's 
own writings' 
('Vhich, as she ill her own happy man- 
ner has said, 
Sound a depth, for 't is one of the func- 
tions of lead). 
She often has asked me if I could not 
find 
A place somewhere near me that suited 
her mind; 
I know but a single one vacant, which 
she 
With her rare talent that way, would fit 
to a T. 
And it would not imply any pause or 
cessation 
In the work she esteems her J)eculiar 
vocation, - 
She may enter on duty to-day, if she 
chooses, 
And remain Tiring-woman for life to 
the 
Iuses." 


(1tIiranda meanwhile has succeeded in 
dr'iving 
Up into a corner, in spite of their 
striving, 
A small flock of tenified victims, and 
there, 
With an I-turn-the-crank-of-the-Uni- 
verse air 
And a tone which, at lpast to my fancy, 
appears 
Not so much to be entering as boxing 
your ears, 
Is unfolding a tale (of herself, I sur- 
mise), 
For 't is dottetl as thick as a peacock's 
with I's). 
Apropos of .Miranda, I '11 rest on my 
oars 
And ùrift through a trifling digression 
on bores, 
For, though not wearing ear-rings in 
more '1najor'll/ln, 
Our ears are kept bored just as if we still 
wore 'em. 


There was one feudal custom worth 
keeping, at least, 
Roasted Lon>s made a part of each we11- 
Ol'dered feast, 
And of all quiet pleasures the very ne 
plus 
'Vas in hunting wild bores as the tame 
ones hunt us. 
Archæologians, I know, who have per- 
sonal fears 
Of this wise application of hounds amI 
of spearB, 
Have trieù to make out, with a zeal 
more than wonted, 
'T was a kiuù of wild swine that our 
ancestors hunted; 
But I 'II never believe that tIle age which 
has strewn 
Europe o'er with cathedrals, and other- 
wise shown 
That it knew what was what, could by 
chance not have ]\:nown 
(Spending, too, its chief time with its buff 
on, no doubt), 
'Vhich beast 't would improve the world 
most to thin out. 
I divide bores myself, in the manner of 
rifles, 
Into two great divisions, regardless of 
trifl es ; - 
There '8 your smooth-bore and screw- 
bore, who do not much vary 
In the ,"..eight of cold lead they respec- 
tively carry. 
The smooth-bore is one in whose essence 
the mind 
Not a corner nor cranny to cling by can 
find; 
You feel as in nightmares sometimes, 
when you slip 
Down a steep slated roof, where there '8 
notJ1Ïng to grip; 
You slide and you slide, the blank hor- 
ror increases,- 
You had rather by far be at once smashed 
to pieces ; 
You fancy a whirlpool below white and 
frothing, 
And finally drop off and light upon- 
nothing. 
The screw-bore has twists in him, faint 
pre(lilections 
For going just wrong in the tritest ùi- 
rections ; 
'Vhen he's wrong he is flat, when he's 
right he can't show it, 



A FA-TILE FOR CRITICS. 


141 


He'll t('l1 you what Snooks said about 
the Ilt'W poet, 
Or how Fogrum was outraged by Ten- 
nyson's Princess; 
He has spent all his spare time and in- 
tellect since his 
Birth in perusing, on each art and 
science, 
Just the books in which 110 one puts any 
re liance, 
And though nemo, we're told, lwris 
omn iblU sllpit, 
The rule will not tit him, however you 
shape it, 
For he h<ls a pt'renllial foison of sappi- 
negs ; 
He has just enough force to spoil half 
your day's happiness, 
Anù to make him a sort of mosquito to 
be wi th, 
But just not enough to dispute or agree 
with. 


These sketches I made (not to be too 
explicit) 
From two honest fellows who made me 
a visit, 
And broke, likp the tale of the Dear and 
the Fiddle, 
:My reflections on Halleck short off by 
the middle; 
I sha' n't now go into the subject mote 
deeply, 
For I notice that some of my readers look 
slpt'p'Iy ; 
I will b.uely ft'mark that, 'mongst civi- 
li7ed nations, 
There'8 none that displays more exem- 
phry patience 
Under all sorts of borinf;, at all sorts of 
hours, 
From all sorts of desperate persons, than 
o u r8. 
X ot to speak of our papers, our State 
legislatures, 
And other such trials for sensitive na- 
turps, 
Just look for a moment at Congress,- 
appalle(l, 
1tly fancy shrinks hack from the phan- 
tom it called; 
'Vhy, there's scarcf>ly a member un- 
worthy to frown 


'N cath what Fourier nicknames the 
Boreal cro\\"n; 
Only think what that infinite bore- 
pow'r could do 
If applied \\ith a utilitarian view; 
Suppose, for example, we shipped it 
with carp 
To Sahara's great desert and let it bore 
there i 
If they held one short session anù did 
nothing else, 
They'd fill the whole waste with Arte- 
sian wells. 
But 't is time now with pen pllOno- 
graphic to follow 
Through some more of his sketches our 
laughing .Apollo: - 


"There comes Harry Franco, and, a.CJ 
he draws near, 
Yon find that's a smile which you took 
for a sneer; 
One half of him contradicts t' other; 
his wont 
Is to say very sharp things and do very 
blunt; 
I1is mann<>r 's as hard as his feelings are 
tender, 
And a sortie he'll make when he means 
to surrender; 
He's in joke half the time when he 
seems to be sternest, 
'Vhen he seems to be joking, be sure 
he's in earnest; 
He has common sense in a way that's 
uncommon, 
Hates humbug and cant, loves his 
friends like a woman, 
Builds his dislikes of cards and his 
friendships of oak, 
Loves a prpjudice better than aught but 
a joke, 
Is half upright Quaker, half downright 
Come-outer, 
Loves Freedom too well to go stark mad 
about hpr, 
Quite artless himself is a lover of Art, 
Shuts you out of his secrets and into his 
heart, 
...\nd though not a poet, yet all must 
admire 
In his lettersof Pinto his skill on the liar. 


"There comes Poe, with his raven, 
.(Tf you call Snook3 an owl, he wiU show by like Barnahy Rud o rre, 
his looks 
That he's morally certain you 're jealous of Three fifths of him gpnius and two 
Snooks.) fifths sheer fudge, 
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'Vho talks like a book 
pen tameters, 
In a way to make people of common 
sense damn metres, 
Who llas written some things quite the 
best of their kind, 
But the heart somehow seems all 
squeezed out by the mind, 
'Vho - But hey-day! 'Yhat's this? 
!tlessieurs :Mathews and Poe, 
You must n't fling mud-balls at Long- 
fellow so, 
Does it make a man worse that his char- 
acter's such 
As to make his friends love him (as you 
think) too much 1 
Why, there is not a bard at this mo- 
ment alive 
More willing than he that his fellows 
should thrive; 
While you are abusing llim thus, even 
now 
He would help either one of you out of 
a slough; 
You may say that he's smooth and all 
that till you're hoarse, 
But remember that elegance also is force; 
After polishing granite as much as you 
will, 
The heart keeps its tough old persis- 
tency still ; 
Deduct all you can, that still keeps you 
at bay; 
Why, he'll live till men weary of 
Collins and Gray. 
I'm not over-fond of Greek metres in 
English, 
To me rhyme's a gain, so it be not too 
jinglish, 
And your moùern hexameter verses are 
no more 
Like Greek ones than sleek IVlr. Pope is 
like Homer; 
As the roar of the sea to the coo of a 
pigeo n is, 
So, compared to your moderns, sounds 
old :Melesigenes ; 
I may be too partial, the reason, per- 
haps, o't is 
That I've heard the old bUnd man re- 
cite his own rhapsoùies, 
And my ear with that music impreg- 
nate may be, 
Like the poor exiled shell with the soul 
of the sea, 
Or as one can't bear Strauss when his 
nature is cloven 


of iambs and I To its deeps within deeps by the stroke 
of Beethoven ; 
But, set that aside, and 't is truth that 
I speak, 
Had Theocritus written in English, not 
Greek, 
I believe that his exquisite sense would 
scarce change a line 
In that rare, tender, virgin-like pastoral 
Evangeline. 
That's 110t anC'ient nor modern, its 
place is apart 
Where time has no sway, in the realm 
of pure Art, 
'T is a shrine of retreat from Earth's 
hubbub and strife 
As quiet and chaste as the author's own 
life. 


" There comes Philothea, her face all 
aglow, 
She has just been dividing some poor 
creature's woe, 
And can't tell which pleases her most, 
to relieve 
His want, or his story to llear and be- 
lieve ; 
No doubt against many deep griefs she 
prevails, 
For her eal' is the refuge of destitute 
tales; 
She knows well that silence is sorrow's 
best food, 
And that talking draws off from the 
heart its black blood, 
So she'11 listen with patience and let 
you unfold 
Your bunùle of rags as 't were pure cloth 
of gold, 
Which, indeed, it all turns to as soon 
as she's touclled it, , 
And (to borrow a phrase from the nur- 
sery) ?n1.tchcd it ; 
She has such a musical taste, she will 
go 
Any distance to hear one who draws a 
long bow; 
She will swallow a wonder by mere 
might and main, 
And thinks it Geometry's fault if she's 
fain 
To considpr things flat, inasmuch as 
they're I)lain; 
Facts with her are accomplished, as 
Frenchmen would say- 
They will prove all she wishes them to 
either way, .- 
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And, as fact lies on this side or that, we 
must try, 
If we're seeking the truth, to find 
wht>re it don't lie ; 
I \Vas telling her once of a rnarvel10us 
aloe 
That for thousands of veal'S had looked 
spindling and s
llow, 
And, though nursed by the fruitfl111est 
powers of mUtl, 
Had ne\"(,1" vouchsafed e'en so much as a 
bud, 
Till its owner remarked (as a sailor, you 
know, 
Often will in a calm) that it never would 
blow, 
For he wished to exhibit the plant, and 
dt>signeù 
That its blowing should help him in 
raising the wÍlHI; 
At last it was told him that if he should 
watt>r 
Its roots with the ùlood of his unmar- 
ried daughter 
<'Vho was born, as her mother, a Cal- 
vinist, saill, 
'Vith 'Villiall1 Law's serious caul on 
hpr head), 
It would blow as the obstinate brpeze 
did when hv a 
Like decree of her father died T phigenia ; 
At tir
t he declared he himself would be 
blowed 
Ere his conscience with such a foul 
crime he would load, 
But the thought, coming oft, grew le
s 
dark than befure, 
And he mused, as each creditor knocked 
at his door, 
If this were but done they would dun 
me no more; 
I told Philothea his stnlggles and 
doubt!;, 
AmI how he considered the ins and the 
outs 
Of the \'isions he had, and the dreadful 
d ),sllepsy, 
How he \wnt to the seër that lh.es at 
Po'keepsie, 
II ow the seë1" ad vised him to sleep on it 
first, 
And to rt>ad his big volume in case of 
the worst, 
Anlt furthf'r ;\\\vised he should pay him 
five dollars 
For writing J1!mn, J1lum, on his wrist- She 
bands and COllal"S j 


Three years and ten day's these dark 
words he had studi('d 
"?'hen the daughter was missed, and the 
aloe hall hmMet\ ; 
I told how he watcheù it grow large and 
more large, 
And wondered how much for the show 
he should charge, - 
She had listened with utter incliffercnce 
to this, till 
I told. how it hloomed, and, discharging 
its pistil 
'Vith an aim the Eumeniùes dictated, 
shot 
The botanical filicide dead on the spot; 
I t had blown, but he reaped not his 
horrible gains, 
For it blew with such force as to blow 
out his brains, 
And the crime was blown also, because 
on the wad, 
'Vhich was paper, was writ ' Visitation 
of God, 
.As well as a thrilling account of the deed 
'Vhich the coroner kindly allowed me to 
read. 


U 'VeU, my friend took tl1Ïs story up 
just. to be SUfe, 
As one might a poor foundling that's 
laid at one's door; 
She com bed it antI washed it and clothed 
it an(l fetl it, 
And as if 't were hpr own child most 
tenderly bred it, 
Laid the scene (of the legend, I mean) 
far away a- 
-mong the green vales underneath Hima- 
la,'a, . 
And by årtist-like touches, laid on here 
anù therf', 

Iade the whole tIling so touching, I 
frankly dpclarf' 
I have reatl it all thrice, and, perhaps I 
am weak, 
But I found every time there were tears 
on my cheek. 


U Thp polf', scipnce tells us, the mag- 
net con troIs, 
But she is a magnet to emi
-ant Poles, 
And folks with a mission that nobody 
knows, 
Throng thickly about her as bees round 
a ro
e ; 
can fill up the carets in such, make 
their scopc 



144 


A FABLE FOR CRITICS. 


Converge to some focus of ratIonal hope, 
Anù, with sympathies fresh as the morn- 
ing, their gall 
Can transmute into honey,- but this is 
not all ; 
Not only for those she has solace, 0, say, 
Vice's desperate nurslillgadrift ill Broad- 
way, 
'Vho c1illgest, witIl all that is left of thee 
human, 
To the last slenùer spar fl.om the wreck 
of the woman, 
Hast thou not found one shore where 
those tired drooping feet 
Could reach firm mother-earth, Olle full 
heart on whose beat 
The soothed head ill silence reposing 
could hear 
The chimes of far childhood throb back 
on the ear? 
All, there'8 many a beam from the foun- 
tain of day 
That, to reach us unclouded, must pass, 
on its way, 
Through the soul of a woman, and hers 
is wide ope 
To the influence of Heaven as the blue 
eyes of Hope; 
Yes, a great heart is hers, one that dares 
to go in 
To the prison, the slave-hut, the alleys 
of si n, 
And to bring into eadI, or to find there, 
some line 
Of the never completely out-trampled 
divine; 
If her lleart at high floods swamps her 
brain now and then, 
'T is but richer for that when the tide 
ebbs agell, 
As, after old Nile has subsided, his 
l)lain 
Overflows with a second broad deluge of 
grai 11 ; 
'Vhat a wealth would it bring to the 
narrow and sonr 
Could they be as a Child but for one lit- 
tle hour ! 


.- "'Vhat! Irving? thricp welcome, 
warm heart and fine brain, 
You bring back the happiest spirit from 
Spain, 
Aud the gravest sweet humor, that ever 
were there 
Since Cervantes met death in his gentle 
despair; 


Nay, don't be emòarrassed, nor look so 
beseeching, - 
I sha' n't run directly against my own 
preaching, 
And, llaving just laughed at their Raph- 
aels aud Dantes, 
Go to setting you up beside matchless 
Cervantes; 
But allow me to speak what I honestly 
feel, - 
To a true l)oet-heart add the fun of Dick 
Steele, 
Throw in all of Addison, ?nin1.ls the 
chill, · 
'Vith the whole of that l)artnersl1ip's 
stock and good-will, 
:Mix well, and while stirring, hum o'er, 
as a spell, 
The fine old English Gentleman, sim- 
Íner it well, 
Sweeten just to yourOWl1 private liking, 
then strain, 
That only the finest and clearest remain, 
Let it stand out of doors till a soul it 
receives 
From the warm lazy sun loitering down 
through green leaves, 
And you'll find a choice nature, not 
wholly deserving 
A name eit.her Ellglbh or Yankec,- 
just Irving. 


" There goes, - but stet nominis 'll1n- 
b1'a, - his name 
You'll be glad enough, some day or 
other, to claim, 
And win al1 crowd ahout him and swear 
that you knew him 
If some English hack-critic should 
chance to l'eview 11im. 
The old ]Jorcos ante ne prnjiciatis 
l\IARGAIUTAS, for him you have verified 
. gratis; 
'Vhat matters his name 1 'Vhy, it may 
be Sylvester, 
Judd, Junior, or Junius, Ulysses, or 
N est01', 
For aught I know or care; 't is enough 
tllat I look 
On the author of (
Iargaret: the first 
Yankee book 
With the soul of Down East in 't, and 
things fartber East, 
As far as the threshold of morning, at 
least, 
'Vhere awaits the fair dawn of the sim- 
ple and true, 
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Of the day t11at comE'S slowly to make 
all things new. 
'T lIas a smack of pine woods, of bare 
field and bleak hill, 
Such as only the breed of the Mayflower 
could till ; 
The Puritan's shown in it, tough to the 
core, 
Such as prayed, smiting Agag on red 
Marston :Moor: 
"ïth an unwilling humor, half choked 
by the drouth 
In brown hollows about the inhospitable 
mouth; 
,yith a soul full of poetry, though it has 
qualms 
About fin1ling a happiness out of the 
Psal ms ; 
Full oftellderness, too, though it shrinks 
in the dark, 
Hamadryad -like, under the coarse, shaggy 
bark; 
That sees visions, knows wrestlings of 
God with the 'Vill, 
And has its own Sinais and thunderings 
still. " 


HerE', - "Forgive me, Apollo, I 
cried, "while I pour 
':My lleart out to my birthplace: 0 10\
ed 
more and more 
Dear Baystate, from whose rocky bosom 
thy sons 
Should suck milk, strong-will-giving, 
brave, such as runs 
In the veins of old Gmylock -who is it 
that dares 
Call thre p(>dler, a soul wrapped in bank- 
books and shares 1 
It is false! She's a Poet! I see, as I 
writE', 
Along the far railroad the steam-snake 
glide white, 
The cataract-throb of her mill-hearts I 
hear, 
The swift strokes of trip-hammers weary 
my par, 
Sledges ring upon anvils, through logs 
the saw screams, 
Blocks swin
 to thrir place, beetles 
dri ve home the beams:- 
It is songs sllch as these that she croons 
to the din 
Of hrr fast-flying shuttles, year out and 
year in, 
'Vhile from l'arth's farthest corner there 
comes not a breeze 


10 


But wafts her the DUZZ of her gold- 
gleaning bees: 
'Yhat though those horn hands have as 
yet found small time 
For painting aud sculpture and music 
arul rhyme 
 
These will come in due order; the need 
that pressed sorest 
'Vas to varuluish the seasons, the ocean, 
the forest, 
To briùle anù harness the rivers, the 
stram, 
Making that whirl her mill-wheel'), this 
tug in hrr team, 
To vassalize old tyrant "Tinter, and make 
Him delve surlily for her on river and 
lake. - 
'Vhen this 'New 'V orld was parted, she 
strove not to shirk 
Her lot in the hdl'ùom, the tough, si- 
lent "
ol'k, 
The hero-share ever, from Herakles down 
To Oùin, the Earth's iron sceptre and 
crown : 
Yes, thou drar, noble :Mother! if ever 
men's praise 
Coulù be claimed for creating heroical 
lays, 
Thou hast won it; if ever the laurel di- 
vine 
Crowned the .:\Iaker and Builder, that 
glory is thine! 
Thy songs are right epic, they tell how 
this rude 
Rock-rib of our earth here was tamed and 
subdued; 
Thou hast written them plain on the 
face of the planet 
In bra\re, deathless letters of iron and 
gmni tt> ; 
Thou hast printed them deep for all 
time; they are set 
From the same runic type-fount an(l 
alphabet 
'Yith thy stout Berkshire hills and the 
arms of thy Bay,- 
They are staves from the burly old :May- 
flower lay. 
If the drones of the Old ,V orId, in queru- 
lous ease, 
Ask thy Art and thy Letters, point 
proudly to these, 
Or, if they deny these are Lettrrs and Art, 
Toil on with the same old invincible 
heart; 
Thou art rearing the pedestal broad- 
based and grand 
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'VIH>reon the fair sl1apes of the Artist 
shall staud, 
.And creating, through labors undaunted 
and long, 
The theme f01' all Sculpture and Paint- 
ing and Song! 


"But my good mother Baystate wants 
no praise of mine, 
She learnpd from her mother a precept 
divine 
About something that butters no pars- 
nips, her fo'de 
J n an other direction lies, work is her sport 
(Though she'll courtpsy anti set her cap 
straight, that she will, 
If you talk about Plymouth and red 
Bunker's hill). 
Dear, notable goodwife! by this time of 
night, 
Her hearth is swept clean, and her fire 
burning bright, 
And she sits in a chair (of home l)lan and 
makp) rocking, 
:Musing much, all the while, as she darns 
on a stocking, 
Whether turkpys will come pretty high 
next Thanksgiving, 
Whether flour '}l be so ùear, for, as sure 
as she's living, 
She will use ryc-and-injun then, whether 
the pig 
By this time ain't got pretty tolerable big, 
And whether to sell it outright will be best, 
Or to smoke hams and shoulders and 
salt down the rest, - 
At this minute, 
he 'dswop all my verses, 
ah, cruel ! 
For the last patent stove that is saving 
of fuel; 
So I '11 just let A polIo go on, for his phiz 
Shows I've kept him awaiting too long 
as it is." 


"If our friend, there, who seems a 
reporter, is done 
With his burst of emotion, why, I will 
.. 
go on, 
Said Apollo; some smiled, and, indeed, 
I must own 
There was something sarcastic, perhaps, 
in his tone;- 


"There's Holmes, who is matchless 
among you for wit; 
A Leyden-jar always full-charged, from His 
which flit 


The elf'ctrical tingles of hit after 
hit; 
In long poems 't is painful sometimes, 
and invites 
A thought of the way the new Telegral)h 
wri tes, 
'Vhich pricks down its little sharp sen- 
tences spitefully 
As if you got more than yon'd title to 
rightfully, 
And you fiud yoursclf hoping its wild 
father Lightuing 
'V ould flame in for a second and give 
you a fl'ight'ning. 
He has }Jerfect sway of what I call a 
sham metre, 
But many admire it, the English pen- 
tameter, 
And Campbell, I think, wrote most com- 
mouly worse., 
'Vith less nerve, swing, and fire in the 
same kind of verse, 
N or e'er achicyed aught in 't so wort11Y 
of praise 
As the tribute of Holmes to the grand 
j,/ arscillaisc. 
You wcnt crazy last year over Bulwer's 
New Timon;- 
\Vhy, if fl., to the day of his dying, 
should rhyme on, 
Heaping verses on verses anù tomes 
n pon tomes, 
He could ne'er reach the best point and 
vigor of Holmes. 
His are just the fine hands, too, to 
weave you a lyric 
Full of fancy, fun, feeling, or spiced 
with satyric 
In a measure so kindly, you doubt if 
the toes 
That are troùden upon are your own or 
your foes'. 


"There is Lowen, who's striving 
Parnassus to climb 
'Vith a whole bale of isms tied together 
with rhyme, 
He might get on alone, spite of bram- 
blps and boulders, 
But he can't with that bundle he has on 
his shoulders, 
The top of the lÜll he will ne'er come 
Iligh reaching 
Till he learns the distinction 'twixt 
singing and preaching; 
lyre has some chords that would 
ring pretty well, 
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But he \1 rathf'r by half make a (lrum 
of the shell, 
And rattle away till he's old as 
le- 
thmmlel1l, 
At the head of a march to the last new 
Jerusalem. 


" There aoes Halleck, whose Fanny's 
o 
a pseudo Don Juan, 
With the wick{,llness out that gave salt 
to the true one, 
He's a wit, though, I hear, of the very 
first order, 
And once made a pun on the words soft 
Recorder; 
Jrlore than this, he's a very great poet, 
1 'm told, 
And has hati his works published in 
crimson and gold, 
'Vith something they call C Illustra- 
tions,' to wit, 
Like those with which Chapman ob- 
scured Holy 'Vrit,. 
'Vhich are said to illustrate, because, as 
I view it, 
Ijke lztcns a non, they precisely don't do 
it. 
Let a ma
 who can write what lúmself 
understamls 
Keep clear, if he can, of designing men's 
hands, 
'Vho bury the sense, if there's any 
worth having, 
And then very honestly call it engrav- 
ing. 
But, to quit badinage, which therejsn't 
much wit in, 
Halleck's better, 1 doubt not, than all 
he has written; 
In his verse a clear glimpse you will 
frequently find, 
J f not of a great, of a fortunate mind, 
'Vhich contrives to be true to its natural 
lovps 
In a world of back-offices, ledgers, and 
stoves. 
'Vhen his heart breaks away from the 
brokers and banks, 
And kneels in his own private shrine to 
give thanks, 
There's a genial manliness in him that 
earns 
Our sincerest resppct (read, for instance, 
his " Burns "), 


· (Cuts rightly called. 'Wooden, as all must 
admit.) 


And we can't but regret (seek excuse 
. wht>re we ma.y) 
That so much of a lUaIl has been ped- 
dled away. 
" But what's that 1 a mass-meeting 1 
No, there come in lots, 
The American Bulwers, Visraelis, and 
Scotts, 
And ill short the American every thing- 
eises, 
Each charging the others with envies and 
jealousies ; - 
By the way, 't is a fact that displays 
what profusions . . 
Of all kinds of greatness bless free mstl- 
tutions, 
That while the Old ,V orld has produced 
barely eight 
Of such poets as all men agree to call 
great, 
And of other great characters hardly a 
score 
(One might safely say less than that 
rather than more), 
\Vith you every year a whole crop is 
b(>gotten, . 
They're as much of a staple as corn IS, 
or cotton; 
'Vhy, there's scarcely a huddle of log- 
huts and shanties 
That has not brought forth its own 
Iil- 
tons and Dantes ; 
I myself know ten Byrons, one Cole- 
ridge, three Shelleys, 
Two Raphaels, six Titians, (I think) one 
A pellps, 
Leonardos and Rubenses plenty as 
Jichens, 
One (but that one is plenty) American 
Dickens, 
A wl101e flock of Lambs, any number of 
Tennysons, - 
In short, if a man has the luck to have 
any sons, 
He may feel pretty certain that one out 
of twain 
'Vill besomev('rygreat prrsonover again. 
There is one inconvenience in all this, 
which lies 
In the fact that by contrast we estimate 
size, · 
.. That is in most cases we do, lmt not an, 
Past a doubt, there are men who are innately 
small, 
Sm-h as Blank, who, without being 'millislled 
a ti We. 
?tIight stand for a type of tIle Absolute LitUe. 
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And, 'Where tile'i"C are none except Ti- 
tans, great stature 
Is only a simple l'l'oce
ding of nature. 
'Vhat puff the straincd sails of your 
praise will you furl at, if 
The calmest degree that you know is 
superlative 
 
At Rome, all whom Charon took into 
his whrrry must, 
As a matter of course, be well issimust 
and CTTirl1'ust, 
A Greek, too, could feel, while in that 
famous boat he t08t, 
That his friemls would take care he was 
to"TOS't anù WTaTost, 
And formerly we, as through grave- 
yards we past, 
Thought the world went from bad to 
worst fearfully fast; 
Let us glance for a moment, 't is well 
worth the pains, 
And note what an average graveyard 
contains; 
There lie levellers levelled, duns done 
up themselves, 
There are booksellers finally laid on their 
shelves, 
Horizontally there lie upright politi- 
cians, 
Dose-a-dose with their patients sleep 
faultless physicians, 
There are slave-drivers quietly whipped 
underground, 
There bool{ binders, done up in boards, 
are fast bound, 
There carel-players wait till the last 
trump be played, 
There aU the choice spirits get finally 
laid, 
There the babe that's unborn is supplied 
wi th a berth, 
There men without legs get their six 
feet of earth, 
There lawyers repose, each wrapped up 
in his case, 
There seekers of office are sure of a 
place, 
There defendant and plaintiff get equally 
cast, 
There shoemakers quietly stick to the 
last, 
There brokers at length become silent 
as 8tO(' ks, 
There stage-drivers sleep without quit- 
ting their nox, 
And so furth and so forth and iO forth 
and so on. 


'Yith this kind of stuff one might end- 
lessly go on ; 
To come to the point, I may safely as- 
sert you 
Will find in each yard every cardinal 
virtue; . 
Each has six truest patriots: four dis- 
coverers of ether, 
'Vho never had thought on 't nor men- 
tioned it either; 
Ten poets, the greatest who ever wrote 
rhyme: 
Two hundred and forty first men of 
their time: 
One person whose portrait just gave the 
least hint 
T ts original had a most horrible squint: 
One critic, most (what do they call 
it 1) suggestive, 
'Vho never llad used the phrase 0 b- or 
subjective: 
Forty fathers of FI'eedom, of whom 
twenty bred 
Their sons for the rice-swamps, at so 
much a head, 
And their daughters for- faugh! thirty 
mothers of Gracchi : 
N on-resistants who gave many a Sl)irit- 
ual lJlack -eye : 
Eight true friends of their kind, one of 
w 110m was a jailer: 
Four captains almost as astounding as 
rfayJor : 
Two dozen of Italy's exiles who shoot 
us his 
Kaisership dai1y, stern pen-and-ink 
Brutnses, 
"\Vho, in Yankee back-parlors, with 
crucified smile, t 
Mount serenely their country's funereal 
pile: 
Ninety-nine Irish heroes, ferocious re- 
bellers 
'Gainst the Saxon in cis-marine garrets 
and cellars, 
Who shake their dread fists o'er the sea 
and all that,-. 
As long as a copper drops into the hat: 
Nine hundred Teutonic republicans 
stark 
From Vaterland's battles just won-in 
the Park, 
· (And at this just conclusion will sure]yar- 
rÍ\'e, . 
That the goodness of earth IS more dead than 
ali\'e.) 
t Not forgetting their tea and their toast, 
thou
h. the while. 
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""'110 the happy profession of martyrdom 
take 
'Yhenever it gives them a chance at a 
steak : 
Sixty-two secon<l 'Vashingtons: two or 
three Jacksons : 
And so many every things-else that it 
racks one's 
Poor nWlllory too much to continue the 
list, 
Esppcially now they no longer exist; - 
I would merely observe that you've 
taken to giving 
The puff.., that belong to the dead to the 
living, 
And that sUlIlphow your trump-of-con- 
temporary-ùoom's tones 
Is tuned after old dedications and tomb- 
stones. .. 


Here the critic came in and a thistle 
presen ted - · 
From a frown to a smile the god's fea- 
turps relented, 
As he stared at his envoy, who, swelling 
with priùp, 
To the g()d's asking look, nothing 
daunted, replied,- 
" You're surprised, I suppose, I was 
abscnt so lung, 
But your godship respecting the lilies 
was wrong; 
I hunteci the garden from one end to 
l' other, 
And got no reward but vexation and 
bother, 
Till, to:.;sed out with weeds in a corner 
to wither, 
This one lily I found and made haste to 
bring hither." 


"Did he think I had given him a book 
to review? 
I ought to haye known what the fellow 
would do," 
:bIuttpretl Phæbus aside, "for a thistle 
wi 11 pass 
Beyond doubt for the queen of all flow- 
ers with an ass; 
He has chospn in just the same way as 
lw 'd choose 
His sppcimens out of the books he re- 
\"ipws ; 


· Turn 'hark now to page - goodness only 
knows what, 
And take a fresh hoM on the threat! of my 
plot. 


And now, as this offrrs an excpllent tpxt, 
111 giv: 'Pill som.
 brief hints on criti- 
t:lSIll next. 
So, musilJg a moment, he turned to the 
crowd, 
.And, clearing his voice, spoke as follows 
aloud: - 


"My friends, in the happier days of 
the ll1u
e, 
'Ve were luckily free from such things 
as reviews. 
Then na.ught cam
 between with its fog 
to make clearer 
The heart of the poet to that of his 
hearer; 
Then the poet brought heaven to the 
people, and they 
Felt that they. too, were poets in hear- 
ing his lay; 
Then the poet was prophet, the past in 
his soul 
Precreated the future, both parts of one 
whole' 
Then for him there was nothing too great 
or too small, 
For onp natural ùeity sanctified all ; 
Then the bard owned no clipper and 
meter of moods 
Save the spirit of silence that hovers and 
broods 
O'er the sea.s and the mountains, the 
riyers and woods; 
He asked not earth's verdict, forgptting 
the clolls, 
His soul soarf'd and sang to an audience 
of 
ods ; 
'1' was fo'r them that ne measured the 
thought and thp linp, 
And shappd for their ,.ision the perfect 
design, 
""ith as glorious a foresight, a balance 
as true, 
As swung out the worlds in the infinite 
blue; 
Then a glory and greatness iuy"ested 
man's heart, 
The uni,.prsa.l, whirh now stands es- 
trangrd an(l apart, 
In the frpe individual mouldpd, was 
Art. 
Then thp 'forms of the .Artist seemecl 
thrillcli with desire 
For something as yet uuattained, fuller, 
highpr, 
As once with her lips, lifted hanùs, amI 
eyes listening, 
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And her whole upward soul in her coun- 
tenance glisteuing, 
Eurydice stood - likp a beacon unfired, 
'Vhich, once touched with flame, will 
leap heav'nwarù inspired - 
And waited with answeri)Jg kindle to 
mark 
The first gleam of Orpheus that pained 
the red Dark. 
Then painting, song, sculpture did more 
than relieve 
The neeù that men feel to create and 
belipve, 
And as, in all beauty, who listens with 
love 
Hears these words oft repeated - ' be- 
yond and above,' 
So these seemed to be but the visible 
sIgn 
Of the grasp of the soul after things more 
di vine; 
They were ladders the Artist erected to 
dim b 
O'er tIle narrow horizon of space and of 
time, 
And we see there the footsteps by which 
men had gained 
To the one rapturous glimpse of the 
ncver
attained, 
As shephpnls could erst sometimes trace 
in the sod 
The last spurning print of a sky-cleaving 
god. 


"But now, on the poet's dis-privacied 
moods 
With do this and do that the pert critic 
in trades ; 
'Vhile he thinks he's been barely fulfill- 
ing his duty 
To interpret 'twixt mpn and their own 
sense of beauty, 
And has striven, while others sought 
honor or pp1f, 
To make his kinù happy as he was him- 
self, 
He finds he's been guilty of horrid 
offences 
In all kinds of moods, numbers, genders, 
and tensps ; 
He's been ob anù subjective, what Kettle 
cans Pot, 
Precisely, atallevpnb:, what he ought not, 
You hare done this, says one judge; 
done that, says another; 
You should have done tll'l.s, grumbles 
"ne ; that, say!'; 't other; 


Never mind what lIe touc11es, one shrieks 
out Taboo! 
And while he is wondering what he shall 
do, 
Since each suggests opposite topics for 
song, 
'fhey all shout together you're 'right! 
and you're wrong I 


"Nature fits all her children with 
sompthing to do, 
He who would write and can't wIite, can 
surely review, 
Can set up a small booth as critic and sell 
us his 
Petty conceit and his ppttier jealousies; 
Thus a lawyer's apprentice, just out of 
his teens, 
\Vill do for the Jeffrey of six maga- 
zin es ; 
Having read Johnson's lives of the poets 
half th rough, 
There's nothing on earth he's not com- 
})etent to; 
He reviews with as much nonchalance as 
he whistles, - 
He goes through a hook and just picks 
out the thistles; 
It matters not whether he blame or com- 
mend, 
If he's bad as a foe, he 'I; far worse as a 
friend: 
Let an author but write what's above his 
'Poor scope, 
He goes to work gravely and twists up a 
rope, 
And, inviting the world to see punish- 
men t done, 
Hangs himself up to bleach in the wind 
and the sun ; 
'T is delightful to see, when a man comes 
along 
Who Ims anything in him 'Pecnliar and 
strong, 
Every cock boat that swim
 clear its fierce 
(pop) gU11<leck at him, 
And make as he pas::;es its luùicrous Peck 
at him - " 


Here :Miranda carne up and began, 
" As to that - " 
A polIo at once seized his gloves, cane, 
and hat, 
And, seeing the place getting rapidly 
clea rl'( I, 
I, too, Rnatched my notes and forthwith 
di:;appeared. 
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ROTICES OF AN INDEPENDENT PRESS. 


[I HA YE 0 bserycrl., reader (bene- or male- 
volent, as it may happen), that it is cus- 
tomary to append to the second editions of 
Look
, and to the second works of authors, 
short sentences commendatory of the first, 
under t he title of .J..\' otices of tile Press. 
These, I have heen given to understand, 
are procurahle at certain established rates, 
payment being matle either in money or 
atlvertising patronage Ly the puhlisher, or 
hy an adequate outlay of servility on tIle 
})art of the author. Consiùering these 
things with myself, amI also that such 
notices are neither intended, nor generally 
believed, to convey any real opiuions, be- 
ing a }J\1rely ceremonial accompaniment of 
literature, and res em hling certificates to the 
virtues of various morhifeml panaceas, I 
conceived that it would be not only more 
economical to prepare a sufficient Humher 
of such myself, but also 1I10re immediately 
subservient to the end in view to prefix 
thf'm to this our primary ellition rather 
than await the contingency of a sf'cont1, 
when they wouM seem to be of small util- 
ity. To delay atta.ching the bobs until the 
second attempt at flying the kite would 
indicate but a slender experience in that 
useful art. Neither has it escaped my 
notice, nor failed to afford me matter of 
reflection, that, when a circus or a caravan 
is ahout to visit Jaalam, the initial step 
is to senti forwarll large and highly orna- 
mentecl hiIl:-; of performance to be hung in 
the bar-room and the post-office. These 
having been sufficiently gazell at, and be- 
ginning to lose their attractiveness except 
for the Hies, antI, trnl
', the boys also (in 
whom I find it impossible to repress, even 
during school-hours, certain oral anll tele- 
graphic communications cou('erning the 
expectefl show), upon some fine morning 
the hawl enters in a gayly painte,l wagon, 
or triumphal chariot, awl with noisy ad- 
vertist'ment, hr m<>ans of hras
, wooll, anll 
slwepskin, makes t}1e circuit of our startle(l 
"illa
e streets. Then, as the exciting 
soumis draw nearer and nearer, do I de- 


siilerate those eyes of Aristarclms, "whose 
looks were as a breeching to a boy." 
Then do I perceive, with vain regret 
of wasted opportunities, the advantage 
of a pancratic or pantec1mic ellucation, 
since he is most reverenced by my little 
subjects who can throw the cleanest sum- 
merset or walk most securely upon the 
revolving cask. The story of the Piell 
Piper becomes for the first time crel1iLle 
to llle (albeit confirmed by the Hameliners 
dating their legal instruments from the 
period of his exit), as I behold how those 
strains, without pretence of magical po- 
tency, bewitch the pUl)illary legs, nor 
leave to the pedagogic an entire self-con- 
trol. For these reasons, lest my kingly 
prerogative should suffer diminution, I 
}>rorogue my restless commons, whom I 
follow into the street, chiefly lest some 
mi
chief may chance befall them. After 
the manner of such a band, I spnll forward 
the following notices of domestic mamlf.lc- 
tnre, to make hrazen proclamation, not 
unconscious of the advantage which will 
accrue, if our little craft, cymbilla tuttilis, 
shall seem to leave port with a clipping 
breeze, ami to carry, in nautical vhrase, a. 
bone in her mouth. N e\"erthele
s, I h:1. \"e 
chosen, as being more Nluitable, to pre- 
pare some also sufficiently objurgator
r, 
that readers of every taste may fiUlI a llish 
to their palate. I have mOllellen them 
upon actually existing specimf'ns, pre- 
served in m\" own cahinet of natural curios- 
ities. One;in particular, I hatl copietl with 
tolerable exactness from a notice of one 
of my own disconrses, which. fmm its su- 
perior tone ann appearance of vast experi- 
ence, I conclu(lell to have heen writtf'J1 by 
a man at least three hunared years of age, 
though I Tf'collectell no exi"\ting instance 
of such antf'lliluvian longevity. Never- 
theless, I afterwarcls c1iscm.eretl the author 
to he a yonll
 gf'ntleman preparing for the 
ministry under the direction of one of my 
brethren in a ncighborin
 town, and whom 
I had once instinctively corrected in a 
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Latin quantity. But this I have bE-en 
forced to omit, from its too great length. 
- H. 'V.] 


From the Universal Liftery Uni1,erse. 
Fun of passages which rivet the attention of 
the reaùer. . . . . Under a rustic garb, senti- 
ments are con veved which should be committed 
to the memory"and engraven on the heart of 
every moral and so<'Îal being. . . . . We con- 
sider this a 'Uniq'lle performance. . . . . We 
hope to see it soon introduceù into our ('ommon 
s('hools. . . . . 1\(r. Wilbur has performed his 
duties as editor with excellent taste awl judg- 
ment. . . . . This is a vein which we hope to 
see sUf'cessfully proseeuted. . . . . We hail the 
appearance of this work as a long stride toward 
the formation of a purely aboriginal, indige- 
nous, nath'e, and American literature. We re- 
joice to meet with an author national enough 
to break away from the slavish deference, too 
common among us, to English grammar and 
orthography. . . . . Where all is so good, we 
are at a loss how to make extra('ts. . . . . On 
the whole, we may call it a volume whkh no 
lihrary, pretending to entire completeness, 
should fail to place upon its shelves. 


From the lIigginbottomopo1is Snal>ping-t'llrtle. 
A colle('tion of the merest balderdash and 
doggerel that it was e\.er our had fortune to 
lay eyes on. The author is a vulgar huffoon, 
and the editor a talkative, tedious old fool. 
'Ve use strong language, hut should any of our 
readers peruse the book, (from whi<'h calamity 
Heaven preserve them !) they will find reasons 
for it thick as the leaves of Vallumbrozer, or, 
to use a still more expressive comparison, as 
the combined heads of author and editor. 'l'he 
work is wretchedly got up. . . . . We should 
1ike to know how much British gold was pock- 
eted by this libeller of our country and her 
purest patriots. 


From the Olù!ogrllmville ]fentor. 
We haw not had time to òo more than glance 
through this handsomely printed volume, Imt 
the name of its respe(.tatM editor, the Rev. Mr. 
Wilbur. of Jaalam, will afford a sufficient guar- 
antv for the worth of its ('ontents. . . . . The 
paper is white, the type dear, amI the volume 
of a ('onvenient and attracth"e size. . . . . In 
reading this elegantly executed work, it lIas 
seemed to us that a passage or two might have 
been retrem'herl with advantage, anti that the 
general style of dietion was sus('eptihle or a 
lligher polish. . . . . On the wholp, we may 
safely k:n-e the ungrateful ta!ik of criti('ism to 
the reader. We will ha.rely SUggpst, that in 
yolumes inten(tpII, as this is. for the illustration 
of a 1'rnvilH'ial llialc('t arul tnrns pf expression, 
a dash of humor or satire might he thrown in 
with advantage. . . . . The work is mhniraùty 
got up. . . . . This work wiJ1 form an ap1'ro- 
}Iriate ornament to the ('entre-table. It is 
beautifully Ilrinted, on pa!>er of an excellent 
quality. 


From the Dekay Bulwark. 
We should be wanting in our duty as tñe 
conductor of that tremendous engine, a puhJic 
press, as an Ameriean, and as a man, dill we 
allow such an oPllortunity as is pre:;ented to us 
by "The Biglow Papers" to }laSS by without 
entering our earnt>st protest against' sudl at- 
temJ>ts (now, alas! too common) :It demomliz- 
ing the Imblic sentillJent. Lnder a wretched 
n
ask of stupid drollery, :o;lavery, war, the so- 
cIal glass, and, in short, all the valualile nnd 
time-honored institutions justly <1('ar to our 
common humanity and espe<'ially to repuhli- 
callS, are malle the Imtt of ('oarse mul s('llJcless 
r
baldry by this low-minded s{'ril,hler. (It is 
tIme that the respectahle a1l(1 religious Ilortion 
of our community should be arouse<1 to the 
alarnlÏ.ng inroads of foreign Jacol)inism, sans- 
culottIsm, and intMelity. It is a fenrful I,roof 
of the wide-spread nature of this contagion, 
that these se('ret stahs at rf'ligion and virtue 
are given from 
 derthe doak (credite, posteri !) 
of a dergyman. It is a mournful sl'ect:u'le in- 
deed t.o the l' riot and Christian to see liher- 
ality and new id('as (falsely so called, - they 
are as old as Eden) invading tIle sa('red Ilre- 
cincts of the pulpit. . . . . On the whole, we 
consider this volume as one of the first shock- 
ing results whkh we }Iredif'ted would spring 
out of the late French" Revolution" (!). 


From t1ze Bun[Jto1l'n Copper (/nd Comprehensive 
Tocsin (a trY-'lve(tkly family jOltrnal). 
Altogetller an admirable work. . . . . Full 
of llUIllor, boisterous, but delicate, - of wit 
withering and s('orching, yet ('omhined with a 
pathos ('001 as morning- dew, - of satire pon- 
derous as the maee of Richard, yet keen as the 
s<'YlIlitar of Saladin. . . . . A work full of 
"inollntain-mirth," mischie".ous as Pu('k, and 
lightsome as Ariel. . . . . We Imow not whether 
to admire most the genial, fresh, and dis('ursive 
eoncinnity of the author, 01' his playful fan('y. 
weird imagination, and (,oHl}lass of style, at 
once both ohje(.tive and suhjective. . . . . We 
might indulge in some ('riti('isms, hut, were the 
author othel' than he is, he would he:l diMerent 
l)eing. As it is, he has a wonderful pose, whidl 
flits from flower to flower, and hears the rf'ader 
irresistibly along on its eaglt> pinions (like Gany- 
mede) to the "highest hea\'eu of invention." 
. . . . We love a book so purely ohje('tive. . . . . 
l\Iany of his pktures of natural seenery have an 
extraordinary sullje('tive clearness luul fidelity. 
. . . . In tine, we f'ol1sidt'r this as one or the 
most extraordinary volumes of this or any age. 
'Ve know of no English author who could h:w8 
written it. It is a work to whil'h the llroud 
genius of our country, stamling with onê foot 
on the Aroostook m}(l the other on the Hin 
Granll(', anti holding up the star-spangled h:m- 
ner amirl the wreek of matter and the ('rush of 
worlds. Illay point with hpwi]!lprillg scorn of the 
punil'r emu.ts of f'nsla\"eù Europe. . . . . We 
hope soon to ew'onntt'r 0111' :lI1tllo)" among those 
higher walks of literature in whi('h he is evi- 
dently eal'ahle of Il('hip\'ing- ellduring faille. 
Already we 8holllli he ilwlille(l to assign him a 
high position in the bright galaxy of our Amer- 
ican bards. 
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From th Saltri' r Pilot and Flag of Frw.lom. 
A volume in 1J1ul grammar nllli worse taste. 
. . . . While the piec't.s here collel'tt'li \\ c'n.' ('on- 
fined to their al,pl'Opl"late !>l'hC"I"l' in the c'urncrs 
of ()b
c'ure Jlew:.p.lpc.rs, \\e ('onsicierc',l them 
wholly beneath contempt, hut, .as t1
e anthc!r 
has ehosC'n to come furwarcl m tllls publIC" 
manner, he must expef't the la!>h he so richly 
nlC'rits. . . . . Contemptihle sl.mciers. 
Vlle'st nillings
ate. . . . . lIas raked all the 
gutters of our 1.\IIgI
a
e. . . ... .T.he most pure, 
upri;;ht, nncl ('(lnsl:.tcnt pol1tlcl.\IIs not safc 
from his m:lli"nant ,"cnom. _ . . . General Cush- 
ing comes in for a share of hi
 \ ile calumnies. 
. . . . The Ru'ere1L(l lIomer WiU)ur i
 a di:)gr<}ce 
to his cloth. . . . . 


From the World-l1armonic-Æolian-Attachment. 

peech is sil\'er: silence is goll1en. Xo ut- 
ter.lnce more Orphic than this. While, there- 
fore, as hi
hest .luthor, we re\'crpnl"e him whose 
wurJ...s continue heroic'ally unwritten, \OJe ha\'e 
also our hopeful \\ ord fnr tho
e who with pen 
(from \\ ing of goose lotlll-c;u.J...li
g, or sc.taph 
Goel-C'ommissioncel) rc>('nrci the thlll
 that IS re- 
\'e.lle'l. . . . . Under mask (If flltaintest irony, 
we detec't here th(' deep. storm-tost (ni
h ship- 
wracke,l) soul, thunder-scarred, semi-articu- 
late, hut e\.C'r e1imhin
 hopt'fully towarel the 
peaC'erul summits of an Infinite Sorrow. . . . . 
Yes, thon poor. lorlorn Hosca, with Hebrew 
fire-it,tluing snul in thee, for thee also Ulis 1ife 
of nurs has not heen without its aspects of 
hea\'C"nliest pity and laughinge
t mirth. <;on- 
c('i\'ablp enough! Thrnu:;h ('oarse The1"Sltcs- 
cloak, we ha\'e revelJ.tion of the hC"art, wild- 
glowing, world-cla..;ping, that is in him. Brave- 
ly he grapples with the life-problc'm as it pre- 
sent'J it..;elt" to him, uncombed, 6ha
1"ry, cart'lf's!; 
of the" nie('r proprit.'tiC"s," inexpC'rt of .. elegant 
did ion," ).('t \\ ith yoil'e auclihle enou
h to 
whosn hath e,lts. up Ult're on the gr.l\"l'lly sieh'. 
hills, or down on the spla,;h)", illlliaruhher-likc 
salt-mar..;hes of nati\.c J.lal.lIn. To this soul 
also the' .Yert ""it!! of Creatillf} Scllne\\ hat has un- 
vC"ilt'el its .lwful front. If not l}
cllpuses and 
Elec'tr.ls ancl AIC'estise
. tll('n in (jIUl'S namc 
Dlr.lnfreelum Sil\\ ins! These alsn shall gf't horn 
iuto the worlrl, allli file'h (if so need) a Zin
ali 
sultsish'ncp therein, these lank, omuivorous 
YanJ...t'es of his. lIe shall paint the Sel'n, sinc' · 
the Cns('pn wi1l not sit to him. Yet in him 
also are 
il)t"hUl
('n-l.1Ys, Rnel I1i.lels, nllli Ulys- 
sC"s-wanclerin;.!s, amI lJi \'ine Comedies, - if ouly 
onc'e he coul,l c'ome lit. them I Therein lics 
111111'h, nay all ; for what truly is thi
 which we 
llame All, hut that which we do 1Wt possess? 
. . . . Glimpses also arc 
iven u!; of an oM 
f.ltht'r Ezekiel, not \\ ithout I,aternal l)ticle. RS 
i
 the \\ont of such. A brown, p.lrchmcnt- 
hieled 11M lIIan of the g('oponic or hUl'olic' spe- 
ci(''i, gr,ly-eyecl, w(' fancy, "/fe/fed perhaps, \\ ith 
mudl \\ cather-l'unnin
 ancl plent i: ul 
"ptem- 
1 er'
ale memories. bicillin
 t".Lir in 
ooel time 
t., h('come the Olrlcst Inhahit.ant. After suc'h 
ha....ty apparition, he \anishcs mlCl i
 he'c.n no 
lIIure. . . . . Of .. Ut'\', 1I0nl('r Wilhur, \. 
I., 
Pn..;tor or the First Church in .Jaalal11,'. we ha\.e 
slUall care to spe.lk here. Spare tcuwh in him 
of his }Iclesi.;ene
 11.1Iue..;ake, sa\'e, haply, the 
- Lliuùuelis I A tolt:raùly c.lligillo
e, nCJ-.he- 


If'gf'rptou!t elrlprly gent1('lw1ß, with infinite fac- 
uity of s('lllionizin
, mu..;cul:ni7A".1 Ity I"II.! pl"aC- 
tlC'e, utili exe'eHeut eh
e",tl\'f' appal ItU..;, atlll, for 
tilt' rt'st, \\t'll-mcaumg euou,.:h, and wIth KI.U I.ll 
privat(' illlllniuaUous (snlllewh.lt t lIil)\l, 
'. It IS 
to he fe.,lrC"li) urhilJ own. To him, th('"", .. Pa.....tur 
of the First Chur('h in J,I.Ii.lIn:' our Ho!oe,l pre- 
Sf'nts himsdf as 11 eluite.' inc1I.plieahie Sphinx- 
ritlelle. ..\ rid 1 pO\'C"lty of I lUn .1IIel Greek,- 
IJO far is dc.lr enou
h. e\"C'n to pye,., pt'C"riug my- 
opic through horn-It'nsed cdito.I'ial hped,u.les, 
- but n,UI"hH,lrthed' 0 purlthtlll, well-mean- 
ing, nltog
ther fuscous 'Iclp,.,i;';t'IIf's- Willmr, 
there are things in him incollllllunic',Lùle by 
8troke {If birch! Dill it e\ ('r enter that olel he- 
wilele'rcel Ilt'all of thine that there wus the P08- 
si/Jilit!l of the Infinite in him? 
o thee, quite 
win ,less (:md e\"en fe.lther\c'ss) ùlped, h..ls not 
sO I
ue'h e\'ell as 01 drealll of \\ in
s e\'er COIIIC l' 
.. r..lented Y()UIl
 11arishioner" 't Among the 
Arts whereof thou art .uctgister, does that of 

eiJl!1 happen to he one? Lnhappy Ârtium 
'[a!Ji:stcr! Somehow a 
('nwan lioD, fulvous, 
tnrricl-eyecl, dry-nursed in hroaJ-howlin
 sand- 
\\ ilclernessc,; of a sullidently rare spirit-Libya 
(it may he supposed) has f.!:ot whelped among 
the sheep. Alrc'acly he stands wild-glaring, witl1 
feet clutching thp grouucl as \\ith oak-roots, 
gathering for a RClllus-spri!lg over the wall. of 
thy littlc folcl. In Jlea\"en s name, go not near 
him with that flyhitc ('rook of thine! ]n good 
tillie, thou painfullll'(':u'her, tho
 wilt go to 
he 
appointecll'lacc of clppart('fl .\rtlllery-Elect\On 

ernwns H.i"ht-llawis of Fellowship, and Re- 
sults of' Co
neils, gathered to thy spiritual 
fathers with much Latin of the Epitaphial sort ; 
thnu. too, sh.llt ha\'(' thy reward j but on him 
the Eumenides have lool,ed, not Xantippes of 
the I,it, snake-tressed, fin:;er-threatenin
, 
ut 
radiantly calm as on nntlC"lp gems j for him 
paws impatient the win
ed courser of the gods, 
dlamping unwelcome bit.; him the starry deeps, 
the empyrean glooms, anù far-ßa"hing splen- 
dors await. 


From the Onion Grot'e PhænÍ%. 
A tnlentecl young townsman of onrs, recf'nt1.1 
tptunwcl from a l'ontineut.ll tonr, ancl who IS 
alr('aelY favomblv J...nown to onr reaclt'rs by his 
spri
liU\' l(,tters -frolll ahrnad which h"lYC gract'e\ 
our cohÌmns, ('alletl fit our offi('e Yl.slerelay. We 
h'arn from him, that, ha\'ing enjo)'t'd the dis- 
tinguisheel pri\'il(',
e, while in (jt'rmanY. of an 
introcluetinn to the t'elehratefl Yon I1mnhug-, 
he took the opportnnity t
) presc'nt that emi- 
nent man with a copy of th(' .. Bi
lflw P,lper:s." 
The next 1Ilornin,; he rel,t'i\"efl the fClllowll1
 
note, which he ha.. kincl1y funlisht'(l no; for 
pnhlication. We prefC"r to print it. 1'e1.'m.ti.,n, 
knowing that our rpaelers wi
1 reac
lly fntJ.:t\.e 
the few errors into whi('h the Illnsh lon
 wnter 
has fallen, through iglwr.lnce of our l.luguagc. 


.. HIGH-WORTHY :\[JSTER! 
" I shall al:lo now (''''I'ecially happ,.' st."lM'e, 
beC'nuse I ha\'e more or Ie'",
 a work of nne those 
abHri. r in.ll Reel-Men seen in which ha\'e I so 
ell',lf 
n interest e\'C"r taJ...t'n full-worth
 on the 
lòelf shl'lf with our Gott..e1wcl to be upset. 
.. Parùou my iu the I.:uC;li:)h-speech un-prac. 
tice I 


.. ,"os HC)(BUO." 
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He also sent with the above notr a copy of his 
famous work on .. Cosmetics," to be presented 
to 
Ir. Diglow; but this was ta.ken from our 
friend hy the English custom-house officers, 
probably throngh a petty national spite. No 
douùt, it has hy this time fonnd its way into 
the British Museum. We tl'll8t this outrage 
will be exposed in all our American papers. 
We shall do our best to bring it to the notice 
of the State Department. Our numerous read- 
ers will share in the pleasure we experienee at 
seeing our young and vigorous national litera- 
ture thus encouragingly patted on the head by 
this venemble and world-renowned German. 
We love to see these reciprot'ations of good- 
feeling- hetween the different branches of the 
great Anglo-Saxon race. 
[The following genuine" notice" having 
met my eye, I gladly insert a portion of it 
here, the more e
pecially as it contains 
one of Mr. Biglow's poems not elsewhere 
printeù. - H. \V.] 
FroT//, the JaalaT//' 11/'dependent Blunderbuss. 
. . . . But, while we lament to see our young 
townsman thus mingling in the heated contests 
of J)arty politics, we think we deted in him the 
presence of talents which, if properly directed, 
might give an innocent pleasure to many. As 
a proof that he is competent to the production 
of other kinds of poetry, we copy for onr read- 
ers a short fragment of a pastoral by him, the 
manuscript of whkh was loaned us by a friend. 
The title of it is "The Courtin'." 
ZEKLE ereI" up, quite unbeknown, 
An' peeked in thru the winder, 
An' there sot Huldy all alone, 
'ith no one nigh to hellder. 


Agin' the chimbly crooknecks hung, 
All' in amongst 'em rusted 
TJ1e ole qllpen's-arm thet gran'ther Young 
Fetched back frum Concord busted. 


The w:mnut Jogs shot sJ)arkJes out 
Towarùs the pootiest, bless her I 


An' leetle fires danced all about 
The cl1ÏI1Y on the ùresser. 


The very room, coz she wuz in, 
Looked warm frum floor to ceilin', 
An' she looked full ez rosy agin 
Ez tll' apIJles sbe wuz peelin'. 


She heerd a foot an' knowed it, tu. 
Araspil1' un the scmper,- 
All ways to ouce her feelins flew 
Like sparks in burnt-up paper. 


He kin' 0' l'itered on the mat, 
Some doubtfle o. the seck Ie ; 
His heart kep' goin' })itypat, 
But hern went pity Zekle. 


An' yet she gin her cheer a jerk 
Ez though she wished him fllrder 
An' on her apples kep' to work 
Ez ef a wager spurred her. 


u Y Oll want to see my Pa, I spose?" 
.. \Val, no; I come designin'-" 
U To see my l\Ia? f5he's sprinklin' clo'es 
Agin to-morrow's i'nin'." 


He stood a spell on one foot fust 
Then stood a spell on tother, 
An' on which one hc felt the WlIst 
He could n't ha' told ye, nuther. 


Sez he, "I'd better call ugin " : 
f5ez she, "Think likely, .Mister" : 
The last word l)ricked him like a pin, 
An' -wal, he up and kist her. 
When }[a bimeby upon 'em slips, 
Huldy sot pale ez ashes, 
All kind 0' smily round the lips 
An' teary round the lashes. 
Her blood riz quick, though, like the tide 
Down to the Bay 0' Fuudy, 
An' all I know is they wuz ('ried 
In llleetin', COllie nex f5unùay. 


SA TIS mu1tis sese emptores futuros 1ihri 
professis, Gf>orgius Nichols, Cantabrigien- 
8is, opus emittet de parte grayi sed aclhuc 
ncglecta historiæ naturalis, cum titulo 
s
q uellti, yiclelicet: 


Conallls ad DPlineatinnem nalnrrtlf'm 
nnnniMl lJerfectiorem Scarabæi Bmnbila- 
toris, 'Vulgo clicti HUl\IBPG, ab HOMERO 
WILBUH, Artium Magistro, Societatis 
bistorico-naturalis J aalamensis Præshle 
(Secretario, Socioque (eheu!) singulo), 
multarnmCJue aliarulll Socictatmll erudi- 
tarnm (sive illeruditarnm) tam dornesti- 
carum quam transmarillarulli Socio -for- 
sitau futuro. 


PROEMIUM. 
LECTORr BENEYOLO S. 
Toga scholastica nondnm deposita, qnnm 
systemata yaria elltomologica, a viris ejus 
scientiæ cui tori bus stnc1iosissimis summa 
diligentia æ,1iticat.a, penitus indagâssem, 
non fnit quin luctuose OmnilJllS in iis, 
quam vis aliter law Ie dignissimis, hiatl1In 
mag-ni mOllwnti perciperem. 'fnnc, llcscio 
quo motu supcriore impnlsus. aut qua 
captus dulcedine operis, at! enm i1llplen- 
dum (Curti us alter) me solcnmiter clevovi. 
Nec ab isto labore, ôatf-tolliwç imposito, ab- 
stinui alltequam tractatuhull sufficienter 
inconcillnum lingna vernacnla perfeceram. 
Jude, juveniliter turuefactus, et barathro 
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ineptire "'WII fJlf3ÀlOTrIlJÀWV (neenon It Pul,1ici 
Lt'gt'ntis ") IIU!''lU.lIJl explorato, mc COIll- 
l'osui:-.se q \10 1 11\ uasi plael'nta..'i præfc'n-i,las 
(ut 
ic dicam) homines ingur
ilart'nt crc- 
di,li. R
d, <Iuum huic et alio hihliopolæ 

I:::;:.;. mea 8uhmi:-.isselIl et nihil solidins 
rl>spou
ione vahle ncgativa in 
lnsæum 
mt'\1m rdulis!o.t'lIl, horror ingens atque 
misericordia, ob cras!o.itudinelll Lallilwr- 
ti.l11am in cert'b1"Ís hOJllunculorum istius 
muncris co.Jt'sti qua , laJll ira infixarn, JIle 
iu\"asere. Extemplo mci soHus impcnsis 
lil,rum eflcre (lecrevi, uihil oJ1lnino du- 
bitans quin "
hmllus Scil'ntiticus" (ut 
aiunt) crumenam JIleam aml'litcr rc-pleret. 

 uIlam, attamen, eX agro ilIo meo parvulo 
segetem deme!'.sui, l'ræter ga\u1iulll vaCUUJ1l 
bene cle Rt'puhlica merl"ucli. hte pallis 
meus prctiosus SUPCI' aquas literarias fa'cu- 
lelltas præti(lcnter jactus, q1la:-i Harl'yi- 
arum (luarUlHlam (sciliæt Hhliopolarum 
istoruUl facinorosonlm supraclictorum) tac- 
tu TaIlCÍill1s, intra perpaucos dies mihi 
dOlnum rediit. Et, <Iuum ip
e tali victu 
nli lion tolcrarem, primum in mentcm 
venit })istori (typogmpho nempe) nihilo- 
minus solvenclum esse. Animum 110n id- 
circo dl"JIli:-i, imo æque ac }lueri naviculas 
suas penes se Hno retillent (eo ut e recto 
cursu clclapsas ael ripam retrahant), sic 
ego Argô 1J1eam chartaccam fluetihus 130- 
borantel11 a qnæsitu velleris aurei, ipse 
potiU!; tons\ls pcllcque exutus, mente so- 
licla rc\"ol'a"i. !\[etaphoram ut mutem, 
boomarallyam, mcam a seopo aberrant em 
retraxi, ,hun majore vi, occasione nlinis- 
trante, mlH>rsu
 Fortunalll intorqucrem. 
Ast mihi, talia voh cnti, et, sieut Saturtms 
illo Traloo/3ópoç, liberos intellect us mei de- 
pascerc li(Il'uti, casu
 miseran(lus, IWC an- 
tl'.L inau\1itn
, super\"ellit. Xanl, nt fcrnnt 
Scythas l'ictatis causa et parsimoniæ, pa- 
relltes suos 1Il0rtnos de\'orâ
se, t'ic filius hic 
mens primogenitus, Scythis ip:-.is minus 
mans\wtu", patrt'm vivum totum et cal. 
ci trantclII exsorhere cnixus est. N ec ta- 
men huc cle causa soholelll meam ('surien- 
tem exhereclavi. Sell famcm istam pro 
valillo testimonio virilitatis rohorisque 
potiu
 hahni, cilmmquc all t'am sutiandam, 
salva patema mea carne, petii. Et quia 
bHem ilIam scntm ientcm ad 3'S etÏam con- 
coquen(lum idolleam (>sse e
timabam, uncle 
9'''4 alh'num, ut minOlis prctii, haherem, 
circllluspexi. Rehus ita se hahelltihus, 
ab avullculo meo Johanlle Doolittle, Ar- 
migero, illll'etravi lIt pecullias necessaria!; 
sUl'pcditarct, nc opus es:-.et mihi uni\"ersi- 
tatem rclinqucmH nntecl'lam ad W ac1uIU 
prilllum in artihus pervenissem. Tunc ego, 
f'alvum facere patronum nWUln Illtlllifieum 
maxime cupiens, omlles libros primæ edi- 
tionis operis mei non venc.litos Ulla cum 


priviJf'gio in omne wvum ejnsc1em impri- 
men(1i et edendi a\ unculo Int'O clicto l'ig- 
neravi. Ex illo die, atm lapi(le 1I0talldo, 
curæ ,ociferantes familiæ singulis armis 
eresc
ntis eo u
que insultahant \1t nun- 
quam tarn carum pignus e \ inculis istis 
aheneis sol vere possern. 
A vunculo vero nuper rnortuo, quurn 
inter alios consanguineos testamenti ejus 
lectionelU aucliendi causa advenissem, erec- 
til:! auri1JUs verba talia seqnentia accel'i : 
- " Quolliam persuasum haheo meum di- 
It'ctlllll Ilcpotem IIomerum, Iollga et inti- 
ma rerum angustarum dOllli experientia, 
l\pti
simum esse qui di\"Ítias tneatur, helle- 
ficentcrque ac pru(1c-nter iis cli\'Íllis erel1i- 
tis utatur, - ergo, motus hiscc cogitatio- 
llilJus, eX(lue amore meo in ilIum magno, 
do, legoclue nepoti caro meo supranomina- 
to omnes singularesque istas ]losst'ssiones 
nee ponderabBes nec computaLiles meas 
qnre st'quuntur, scilicet: quingentos libros 
quos mihi pigneravit c1ictus Homerus, anno 
Iuds 17
t, cum pri\"ilegio eclen(H et repe- 
ten(1i opus istucl 'seiclltificum ' (quod di- 
cuut) suum, si sic t-lt-gerit. Tamell D. O. 
-'I. precor oculos Homeri nepotis mei ita 
al'eriat eumque mo\"eat, ut libros i!':tos in 
hi1,liotheca unius e plurimis castellis suis 
IIispauit'nsihus tuto nh
conclat." 
His \'crhis (\"ix cre(li\,ilihl1S) am1itis, 
cor meum in pf>ctore exsultavit. Deinde, 
quoniam tractatus A nglice scriptus spem 
auctoris fefel1erat, quippe quum stu(lium 
Historiæ Xaturalis in Uepubliea nostra 
inter factiollis stre}lituUl languf>scat, La- 
tinf> \"ersul11 eclerc
 statui, et eo potins quia 
nescio quolllo(10 c1isdplina aC3l1t-mica et 
cluo (lil'lomata l'roficiant, ni
i qUM peritos 
1illguarum OIDllillO mortnarlllll (et clam- 
nallc1arum, ut ùicebat istc TraJloÎÎpyof Guli- 
e]mus Cohhett) nos facÍant. 
F.t mihi adhuc supt'rstes est tota i11a 
editio prima, quam qu:\si crepitaculum 
per quod dentes caninos delltibam rctineo. 


OPERIS SPECDIEX. 
(Ad e:æmpl1tm Johonnis Physiophili sptCimini.l 
Nonachologiæ. ) 
12. S. D. .ltfilitaris, WILB{'R. CoT'ltiftz, JA- 
BLO:\sK. l'rofonlls, DE>;HIST. 
n.fale naucce speciem Cyc1OJ)tTn Fab!i
it1s vo- 
cat, lit qui singu]o ocu]o ael quod SUI mterest 
distinp:uitnr. 'I('lius veTO ISa1\cUS Outis nul- 
hun inter S. milit. S. que Belzebul (Fabric. 
15
) disc'rimen esse de:fenclit.] 
Ilahitat ci,'itat. \meric. austral. 
Aurei
 lineis sph:nùlClus: I'lerUTJìque tamen 
sordÍllus. utpote hmienas ,"aide frecl\1eut..ms, 
fu:tore sanguinis allel.tu:i. Amat 'Iuoque insu- 
per septa ßl'ricnri. neq\1f' iude. ubi maxima 
ccmatione clt'tn\dltnr. CU1uliduhu ergo l)OPU- 
lariter vocatu>>. Ca}>ut crist.un quabi pellua- 
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rum of:tenllit. Pro cibo "Recam puhlicam cal- I 
lille Hlulget ; abliomell . euorme : facultas Sllctus 
}Iaml fadle estilllandiL. Utiosus, fatuus; ferox 
nihilolllinus, scmperque dimicare paratus. 
'!'ol'tuose rel'it. 
Capite s:l'pe maxima cum c
ra dissef'to, ne 
ilIud rudilllel1tuJII ctiam cerehn commune om- 
llilms pro pc inst'l'tis detegcl'C l'oteram. . 
Ullam lie hoc IS. milit. rem singularem nota"l; 
nam 
. Guineens. (Fahric. 143) servos fal'Ít. et 
idl'Írco a multis summa ill reverentia habitus, 
quasi scintillas rationis pæne humanæ demon- 
straus. 


24. S. B. Critic11.3, WILBUR. Zoilus, FABRIC. 
Pygnueus, CARLSEY. 
[Stultissime J ohallnes 
tryx cum S. punctato 
(Fa uric. 64 -IU
) confuudit. t)IJeeimiua quaUl- 
1'1urilll:\ scrutatioui microscopicæ suhjeci, nun- 
quam tamell Hnum ulla indicia puncti cujusvis 
IJrorsus ostendelltem inveni.J 
PræciIJue formidolosus, insectatusque, in 
proxima rima anonyma sese abscondit, 'We, 'we, 
crehel'rime 
tridens. Ineptus, segnipes. 
Habitat ubique gentium: in sic co ; nidum 
suum terebratiolle indefelòsa ædificans. <.;ibus. 
Libros depascit : siccos ,l>ræcipue. 
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The plol1
hman's whistle, or the trivial flute, 
Finds more respect than great Apollo's lute. 
Quarles's Emblems, B. ii. E. 8. 


N:argaritas. munde porcine. ca1câsti: en, siliquas accipe. 
7ac. C.r. Fi!. ad Puó. Leg". f I. 



NOTE TO TITLE-PAGE. 


IT wi1l not have escaped the attentive 
eye, that I have, 011 the title-page, omitted 
those honorary appendages t.o the editorial 
name which not only add greatly to the 
value of every hook, ùut whet aUll exacer- 
bate the appetite of the reader. For not 
only does he surmise that an honorary 
roem bership of literary and scientific so- 
cieties implies a certain amount of neces- 
sary distinction on the part of the recipient 
of such decorations, but he is willing to 
trust himself more entirely to an author 
who writes under the fearful responsibility 
of involving the reputation of such bodies 
as the S. .Archæol. }JahO'ln. or the Acad. 
Lit. et Scient. Kwntschat. I cannot but 
think that the early editions of Shake- 
speare and Milton would have met with 
more rapid and general acceptance, but for 
the barrenness of their respective title- 
pages; and I believe that, even now, a 
publisher of the works of either of those 
justly distinguished men would find his 
account in procuring their admission to 
the membership of learned bodies on the 
Continent, - a proceeding no whit more 
incongruous than the reYersal of the judg- 
ment against Socrates, when he was al- 
ready more than twenty centuries beyond 
the reach of anti<lotes, an(} when his mem- 
ory had acquire(} a deserved respectability. 
I conceive that it was a feeling of the im- 
portance of this precaution which iuduced 
1\11'. Locke to style himself" Gent." on 
the titIe- page of Ìlis Essay, as who should 
say to his readers that t.hey could receive 
his metaph).sics on the honor of a gentle- 
man. 
Nevertheless, finding that, without de- 
scending to a smaner size of type than 
would have been compatible with the dig- 
nity of the several societies to be named, 
I could not compress my intended list 
within the limits of a single page, and 
thinking, moreover, that the act would 
carry with it an air of l1ecorous modesty, 
I have chosen to take the reader aside, as 
it were, into my privat
 closet, and there 


not only exhibit to him the rliplomas 
which I already l)ossess, but also to fur- 
nish him with a prophetic vision of those 
which I may, without undue presumption, 
hope for, as not beyond the reach of hu- 
man ambition and attainment. And I am 
the rather induced to this from the fact 
that my name has heen unaccountably 
dropped from the last triennial catalogue 
of our beloved A lllla .lI1ater. \Vhether 
this is to be attrilmted to the difficulty of 
Latinizing any of those honorary adjuncts 
(with a complete list of which I took care 
to fumish the proper persons nearly a 
year beforehand)t or whether it had its 
origin in any more culpa1Jle motives, I 
forbear to consider in this pla('e, the mat- 
ter being in course of painful investiga- 
tion. But, however this Dlay be, I felt 
the omission the more keenly, as I had, in 
expectation of the new cata]o
ue, enriched 
the library of the Jaalam Athenæum with 
the old one then in my possession, by 
which means it has come alJout that my 
children will be deprived of a never-wl'ary- 
ing winter-evening's amusement in looking 
out the name of their parent in that dis- 
tinguishe(l roll. Those harmless inno- 
cents had at least committed no - hut 
I forbear, having intrusted my reflections 
and animafh-ersions on this IJainful topic 
to the safe-keeping of my prh-ate diary, 
intended for posthumous }J\ÜÞlication. I 
state this fact here, in order that certain 
nameless mdivi(luals, who are, perhaps, 
overmuch congratulating themselves upon 
my silence, may know that a rod is in 
pickle which the vigorous hand of a justly 
incensed posterity will apply to their 
memories. 
'l'he careful reader will note tImt, in 
the list which I have prepare(l, I ha'-e 
included the names of several Cisatlantic 
societies to which a place is not commonly 
assigned in processions of this nature. I 
have ventured to do this, not only to en- 
courage native amùition and genius, but 
also because I have never been able to 
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perceive in Wl1:\t way distance (unless we 
suppose them at the ewl of a lever) couJ.1 
iI1Crc.L
t. the \\eight of It.'amell hodil'S. As 
far as I ha,.e }'Cll1 ahle to exteuIIm\' rc- 
searches amol1g such Rtutrecl !-Jlet.:ÏlIlel
s as 
oCC':Lsionally reach A Illerica, . ha \ e dis- 
coverell no generic ditft.rtmce hetween the 
antipodal Foyrllm Japoniclll1L awl the F. 
A nLl'rtCllnllm suflicieutly COllllUon in our 
own iml1letliate ueighhorhood. Yet, with 
n becoming lleft-rence to the popular be- 
lief that tlistinctions of this !-ort ure en- 
huncctl in value }'y enry .ulclitional mile 
till') travel, I have iutel111ixell thl' lJal1leS 
of 
ome tolcm),ly lli:-.tant literary aull uth- 
CI' nssodatioll"i with the rest. 
. nlh! here, also, an advertisement, 
whi('h, that it may he the more rea,lil)" 
unllt.rstoOlI hy tho
e }lel
ons especially 
iutercstell thl'rein, I ha,.e \\ rittt.'n ill that 
curtailcll anll otherwist' maltreated canine 
J
atin, to the writing and reading of which 
they are accustomed. 
O
I
m. I'F.R TOT. ORn. TERRAR. 
CATALO
 AC
DEM.EDD. 
· Minim. gent. cliplom. ah indytiss. acado 
vest. OI"aU!', vir. honoranll. operosi:o;s., at 
flOJ. ut sciat. quanta glor. nom. meum 
(tlipl. fort. concess.) catal. vest. temp. 
futuro affcr., ill. suhjPc., aeIlHt. olllnih. 
titu!. honomr. quo aùh. non tanto o}.>t. 
quam prohab. put. 
.... Lilt. r ncial. distinx. tit Prcu. S. 
II ist. .S <<t. J aal. 


IlO.1f F:R US Jr"lLB["rR, Mr., Episc. 
Jaal.LlII, 
. T. D. l
.)O, 'ct Yal. Ib.W, et 
); co-Cæs. et Brun. et Gulielm. Ib.)
, et 
Gul. I."t Mar. et Bowll. et Gt'orgiop. f't 
Yiriclimont. et Columh. Nov. Eùor. l
.):J, 
et Amherst. et 'Vaten ill. et 
. Jarlath. 
lIih. et H. )Iar. et K Joseph. et H. And. 
Scot. It;5-!, et l\a
hvill. et Dart. et Dickills. 
et ('ouconl. et \\ ash. et Colnmhian. et 
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INTRODUCTION. 


""'HEN, more than three years ago, my 
talented young parishioner, 
I r. Biglow, 
came to me and submitted to my animatl- 
versions the first of his poems which he 
intended to commit to the more hazardous 
trial of a city newspaper, it never so much 
as entered my imagination to conceive that 
]lis productions would eyer he gathered 
into a fair volume, and ushered into the 
august presence of the reading public by 
myself. So little are we short-sighted 
mortals ahle to predict the e\.ent! I con- 
fess that there is to me a quite new satis- 
faction in being associate(! (though only 
as sleeping pm'tner) in a book which can 
stand hy itself in an ÌlHlt>pendent unity on 
the shelves of libraries. For there is always 
this drawback from the pleasure of pri1Ìt- 
ing a sermon, that, wlwreas the queasy 
stomach of this generation will not hear 
a discourse long enough to make a sepa- 
rate volume, tho
e religious and go<lly- 
min(led children (those Samuels, if I may 
call them so) of the brain must at first lie 
buried in an undistinguishe(! heap, and 
then get such resurrection as is vouchsafed 
to them, mummy-wrapped with a score 
of others in a cheap binding, with no other 
mark of distinction than the wort! " J.1lis- 
cell(tneO'lts" printed ui)on the back. Far 
be it from me to claim any credit for the 
quite unexpected popularity which I am 
pleased to find these bucolic strains ha\'e 
attained unto. If I know myself, I am 
measurably free from the itch of vanity; 
yet I may be allowed to say t.hat I was 
not backward to recogniæ in them a cer- 
tain wild, puckery, aci(lulous (sometimes 
eved verging toward that. point which, in 
our rustic phrase, is termed shu.t-eye) 
flavor, not wholly unplf>asing, nor un- 
wholesome, to palates cloyed with the 
sugariness of tamed anù cultivate(l fruit. 
It may be, also, that some touches of my 
own, here and there, may have led to their 
wider acceptance, albeit solely from my 
larger experience of literature and alltllOr- 
ship.- 


"" The reader curious in such matters mav 
refer (if he can find them) to "A sermoÌl 
preached on thp Anniversary of the Dark 
Day," .. An Artillery Election Sermon," "A 


I "'as, at first, inclined to discourage 
rr. 
Biglow's attempts, as knowing that the 
desire to pOt'tize is one of the diseases 
naturally inciùent to adolescence, which, 
if the fitting remedies be not at once :lUll 
with no bold hand applied, may become 
chronic, awl render one, who might else 
ha'-e become in due time an ornament of 
the social circle, a painful object even to 
nearest friends and relath'es. But think- 
ing, on a further experience, that there 
W3S a germ of promise in him which re- 
quired only culture and the pulling up of 
weeds from around it, I thought it best to 
set hefore him the acknow]edged examples 
of English composition in verse, and lea\'e 
the rest to natural emulation. 'Vith this 
view, I accordingly lent him some volumes 
of Pope and Goldsmith, to the assiduous 
study of wliich he promised to devote his 
evenings. Not long afterward, he hrought 
me some verses written upon that 11l0<iel, 
a specimen of which I subjoin, having 
changed some l'hrases of l('ss elpgancy, 
amI a few rhymes ohjectionable to the cul- 
tivate(l ear. The poem consisted of child- 
ish reminiscences, and the sketches which 
foHow will not seem destitute of truth to 
those whose fortunate education began in 
a country village. And, first, let us hang 
up his cha.rcoal portrait of the school- 
dame. 
II Propped on the marsh, a dwelling now, I see 
The hum hie school-house of my A, TI, C, 
Where well-drilled urchins, each behind his 
tire, 
Waited in ranks the wished commanù to fire, 
Then all together, when the signaleame, 
Discharged their a-b (rbs against the dume. 
Daughter of Danaus, whu coulll daily }lour 
In treacherous pipkins her Pierian store, 
She, mill the volleyed learning finn :md calm, 
Patted the furloughed fernIe on her palm, 
And, to our wouder, coulll (livine at ollee 
Who flashed the pan, and who was ùUWJJright 
dunce. 
II There yoimg Devotion learned to climh with 
ease 
The gnarlv limbs of Scripture family-trees, 
And he was most commendeù and u(lmired 


J 


Diseonrse on the Late E('lipse," II Dor('as, 8 
Fuuer'.l Sermon on the Df'ath of }J'lIlam Hnh- 
mit Tidll, Relict of the late Experieul'e Tidd, 
Esq...." &e., &c. 
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Who soonest to the topmost twig perspired: 
Ea('h IIIl1l1C WRS l'aUt'Ù a'i n1<l1l)' \ al"ious \\ays 
.\:. 1'1. l.8ed the r
adcr'
 ear 011 clitkreut cI.IJS, 
:;u that the wt'ather, or the fel"Ulc's still ö !>. 
Cold" ill the he.lll, or fifty othel' thiu;;s, 
'l'rallst"ofllICÙ tlw hcll'le:;
 Hcurcw thrice a 
neck 
To 
uttul"al Pt'quot or resounding Greek, 
'I"he ,'i hrallt ac'Ccut skipl'illg here allli there, 
.Jllst us it pleased iu\eutiol1 or ùespair: 
1\ u t'olltrm"prSilll I11'l)J'dist was the Hallie: 
"Ith or without the }Joiuts I,leabed her the 
same: 
If any t) ro tinmd a name too tough, 
Auù lookeù at her, !,riùe !urubhed skill 
enou
h j 
She ner\"ecl her laryux for the desperate thing, 
AmI dearecl the li\"c.Larred ::i)l1aLleJ:l at a 
blJrmg. 
c' Ah, dear old times I there once it was m)" 
hap, 
rerchl'cl on a stool, to wear the long-eared 
cap: 
From hooh
 clegr.ulecl, t1wre I sat at case, 
A clroue, the clI"Y of cOlUpulsory bees: 
Hewards of IIlPrit, too, full JIIauy a tillie, 
:Each with its \\oocleut allli its 1II0rai rhyme, 
Aud pierced half-cloUal'S hung ou rihhons gJ.Y 
Ahout lilY uel'k- to lIt' restored next da)., 
I carrieù hOUle, rewards as shilling then 
As those whit'h cleek the lifelong pain
 of men. 

llIre 
olicl than the redeJlliiudetll'raise 
With whieh the world LerillLous later days. 


" 


.. Ah, dear old times! how brightly ye return ! 
lIow, rullbed afresh, )"our }Jho:sphor traces 
hurn ! 
The ramhle scllOolward through dewspark- 
lill" meaùs 
The will
\'-wands tnrm:ù Cinderella steeds 
The impromptu pinùellt hook, the deep re- 
morse 
O'er the I'hance-captured minnow's inchlolJg 
corRe j 
The pochets, plethoric with marhles ronnd, 
That still a !'pa('e for ball and peg-top found, 

or satiate Yt't, could manage to confine. , 
lIorsel'hestuuts, flagroot, ami the kite s 
woul!d twine, 
And, like the proJlhct.s carret ('ouM take in, 
Enlarging stiB, the l'oJlg-un.s mRj.!azine : 
The dilllwr carried. in the :Slllall tin l'an, 
Sharc(1 with some dog, whose most lIeseech- 
in" tail 
An,l dril
ping tnn!!ue and eAger earg belied 
'file assullletl indifference of canine pri,le ; 
The ral't'r homeward, shnrtenf'd if the ('art 
Uf Xcij.!h hor Pomeroy, trundling from t.he 
III art, 
O'ertoo\{ me, - then. tr:mslated to the seat 
I praisp,\ the steed, how stanch he was and 
flpet, ( 
While the bluff filnner. with superior grin, 
Explained w}lere horses should be thick, 
"ht're thin, 
And warucd IIU' (jol.e lie alwar
 had in 
tore) 
'I'o shun a beast that four white :stochings 
w're. 
What a. fine natural ('om1ec:v wa<:; his! 
II i!J no.1 wa
 ple<\<;ure, RIICII;is full how hlisH : 
Bow ditl hi'4 well-thumbed hat, with ardor 
rapt, 
Ita curve decorous to each rank adapt! 


How did it gradua.te \\ ith a ('ourtly case 
'fhe \\ hole long lòcale of sO('lal ùlUcrclu'cs, 
Yet SII ga\ e e.il'h his JIlt'.tSUrc' ruuuiu 
 (,.er, 

oue thuught his own Wa
 le:.s, hib neigh Lor's 
nwre : 
The sqUIre was flattcrf"<l, and the pauper knew 
OM Will'S :ll'hllowlt::tlgt::d 'neath the thredd- 
1I,Ire lIlne! 
Dropped at the t'orner of the emho\\er('fl lane, 
Whbtlillg I wade the kuee-ùcep lean's avain. 
While eager Argus, who has Juissl'ct all day 
The 
hart'r of hi
 coutll>sl'eutlin ó play, 
COUles leaping on\\"ar,l with a Lark t'late 
AUII boisterous tail tn vreet mt> at t11t' gate: 
That I was tn1C in al,sellt'e to our IO'.e 
Let the thick dog's-ears in my llriuler I'rO\"e." 
I alId only one further extract, which 
will posse
s a melancholy illt
rest to an 
stich as ha\'e f'IHlea\'orcd to glean t1lP IJIa- 
terials of revolutionary hIstory frOl1l the 
lips of aged persons, who took a part in 
the actual making of it, awl, fin<ling the 
manufacture protitaJ,Je, continuell tIlt.> :-up- 
ply in au adelluate Ilfoportioll to the de- 
lUand. 
a. OM Joe is gone, who flaw hot Perry goad 
His slow artillery lIl' the Concord road, 
A tale whit'h grew in wontler, year by year, 

-\s, e'"ery time he told it, Joe drew near 
'I'u the JIInin fight, till. faded aud grown gray, 
'}'he original St'elle tn bultler tints gave way; 
Then Joe had .heard the foe's scared douùle- 
qniek 
Beat on stove drum with one un('aptured 
stick, 
And, ere death came the lengthcning tale to 
lop, 
Himself had fired, and !'cen a red-coat Ilrop ; 
llad Joe li\ed long enough. that scramLling 
fi"ht 
Had sq\
areù more nearly with 1lÏs sen:se of 
rirrht 
And vaJ
4uished Perry, to complete till' tale. 
Had hammered stone for life in Concord jail." 
I do not know that the foregoing ex- 
tracts oUi!ht not to lIe called my own 
rather than 1\1r. Biglow's, as, itltl
ell, he 
maintainetl stoutly that my file had le1t 
nothing of his in thelll. I shoultl not, 
perhaps, ha\"e felt entitled to take so great 
liùerties with thel1l, hatl I not more than 
suspected an hereditary vein of poetry in 
myself, a very near ance
tor ha\"in
 writ- 
ten a Latin poem in the IIarvard U1.rr.lllla- 
lio on the accession of Geor
e the Third. 
Suffice it to say, that, whether not satis- 
fied with such limitetl aPl'rohation as I 
coultl conscientiously hestow, or f!'Om a 
Ioicnse of natural inaptitude, certain it is 
that my YOUJlg' fri
1lt1 could l\t>\"l'r he in- 
tluced to allY further essa
's in thi
 kind. 
lIe affirmed that it was to him like writ- 
ing in a foreign ton
ue, -that 
\lr. Pope's 
\"er
ification was like the regular ticking 
of one of \\Til1ard's c1ock
, in which one 
could fancy, after long liitening, a certain 
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kind of rhythm or tune, bnt W)licJl yet 
was only a poverty-stricken tick, tick, af- 
ter alJ, - aJlll that he had never seen a 
sweet-water on a trellis growillg so fairly, 
or in forms so pleaf'ing tf) his eye, as a fox- 
grape over a scrub-oak in a swamp. He 
allded I know not what, to the etfcct that 
the sweet-water wouM only be the more 
disfigured by having its leans starched 
amI ironed out, and that Pegãsus (so be 
called bim) hardly looked right with his 
mane amI tail in curl-papers. The:se awl 
other such opinions I did not long strive 
to eradicate, attrihuting them rather to a 
defective education awl senses untune<l by 
too long familiarity with purely natural ob- 
jects, than to a perverted moral sense. I 
was the more inclined to thi:o: leniency since 
sufficient evidence was not to seel{, that 
bis \'erses, as wanting as they certainly 
were in classic polish an (I point, had some- 
how taken hold of the public ear in a sur- 
prising manner. So, only setting him right 
as to the quantity of the proper name Pega- 
sus, I left him to follow the bent of his 11at- 
ural genius. 
Yet coulll I not surrender llim wholly 
to the tutelage of the pagan (which, lit- 
erally interpretecl, signilies village) mu:se 
without yet a further elfort for his con "er- 
sion, and to tbis end I re!o;olved that wha1.- 
e"er of poetic fire yet burned in myself, 
aiùed by the aSf'iduous bellows of correct 
mOlleh< shouM he put in requisition. Ac- 
cordingly, when my ingenious young par- 
ishioner hrought to my study a copy of 
verses which he hat! written touching the 
acquisition of territory resulting from the 
1\If-'xican war, and the folly of leaving the 
question of slavery or freedom to the ad- 
jmlication of chance, I dill myself int!ite 
a short faùle or apologue after the man- 
ner of Gay amI Prior, to the end that he 
might see how easily even such suhjects 
as he treated of were capahle of a more 
refinetl style and more elegant expression. 
1\11'. Biglow's proùuction was as follows :- 


. THE TWO G UNXERS. 


A FABLE. 
Two fellers, Isrel named and Joe. 
One 
undy momin' 'greed to go 
Agnnuin' soon'z the bells wuz done 
Aud rueetin' finally begnn. 
80'st 110 one woultl n't be ahout 
'},her 
aùbath-ùreakin' to spy out. 
Joe did n't want to go a mite; 
II (' 1"(']t ez t.hough 't warnt sI,eer('ely rigl1t. 
But. when his donlots he went to speak OIl, 
hrel he up anti caBed him Deacou, 
An' kep' R)lokiu' fun like sin 
All' then al'Uùbin' on it in, 
'lïB Joe, les!'; sl,e
l'ed 0' doin' wrong 
Than ùein' lau"hcd at, went along. 


Past noontime they went tra.m})in' round 
All' nary thillg to pop at fOUlHl, 
Till, fairly tired 0' their spree, 
They leaned their gUlls agin a tree, 
An' jest t'Z they wuz scttill' down 
To t<tke their noollin', Joe looked roun' 
Aud See (acrost lots in a pond 
That wam't 11I0r'u twenty rod beyond). 
.\ goose that on the water sot 
Ez ef awaitin' to be shot. 


Isrel he ups and grabs his gun ; 
:-:5ez he, .. By ginger, here's some fnn !" 
.. OOll't fire," sel: Joe, .. it aint no use, 
Thet's Deacon Peleg'
 tame wiI' -goose" : 

eys Isrd, .. I lÏon't care a cell t. 
I've sighted an' I 'lliet her weut" ; 
Bang! went queen's-arm, ole gandf'r flopped 
His wings a spell, an' quorked, an' ù1"01'I,ed. 

ez Joe. .. I would n't ha' heen hired 
.\t that poor l'l'itter to ha' tin'tl. 
But sence it's cll'ëUl gin up the ghost, 
We 'n hey the tal1e8t kind 0' roa"t ; 
I guess our waistbands'll be tight 
'Fore it comes ten o'cloel.: ternight.'" 


U I won't agree to no such lwnder," 
Sez Isrel ; " keep it tell it's tender; 
"1' aint wuth a snap afore it's ripe." 

ez Joe. .. I 'd jestel: lives eat tripe; 
You ai'r a 1m8tel' tel' suppose 
I'd eat what makes me 1101' 111)' nose I" 


So they disputed to an' fro 
Till cU1\nil1' Isrel sez to Joe, 
.. Don.t Ie's stay here an' play the fool, 
Le 's wait till both 011 us git cool, 
Jest for a day or two Ie's hide it 
All' the1\ toss up an' so deeide it." 
" A"reed '" sez Joe an' so they did 
An,""the oie goose w'uz safely hid. · 

 ow 't wuz the hottest kind 0' weather. 
An' when at last they come together. 
It did n't si 6 '11ify whif'h won, 
Fer all the misehief hed heen done: 
The goo
e wuz there. hut, fer hi
 soul. 
Joe would n't ha' tctehcd it with a pole; 
But Isrcl kind 0' likell the smell on 't 
An' made his dinner very well on 't. 


My own huml}le attempt was in manner 
and form followin
. and I print it here, I 
sincerely trust, out of no vainglor)', but 
solely with the hope of doing good. 


LEAVING THE )IATTER OPE
. 


A TALE. 
BY HOMER WILBUR, A. M. 
Two brothers once, an ill-matched pair, 
Together dwelt (no matter where), 
To whom an Uude 
am, or some one, 
Hall left a house and farm in (,Ollllllon. 
The two in principles and hahits 
Were diffel'ellt as rats from rahhit.s; 
Stout Farmer 
orth, with frugal care, 
Laid up provision for his heir, 
Not scorning with hard sun-browned hands 
To scrape acquaintance with his lanùs; 
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Whntc'.er thing he had to do 
HI' duJ, nud lII,l11e it II.lY him, too: 
] I
 Holl! his W,lstl' !4touc Ly th
 pound. 
11 i
 ùmins lIIadc w..!tl'r-\Vheel
 b }Jin ruund, 
HIs Í<'e in sUIIIIII
r-tilJle lit' !'>ol.t. 
11 i'i wontl hruught 1'1"Olit \\ ht.u 't was cold, 
lie dug' aud cll'l\t't.l frum lIIorn till uight, 
Htro\e to mahe }'roht tI'luare with fight, 
Li\ et.l on his meaus, ('ut uu f.,rc..!t da
h, 
And þuid his del>ts in bouc
t cash. 
On tolher hanel, tlis l>rolhcr Soulh 
Lived \'cry 1IJuc'h fwm hawl to mouth, 
Played g'l'utlcm:lll, llut"Se',l d.liuty hauds, 
Borro\\ eel X urth 's utlJney on his lauds, 
And ('uHI',1 his mornls :11111 his g'ral'e
 
]<'rolll e.od..-pits, h.lr-roollls, tights, and raccs ; 
]I is sule \\ 01'1.. in the fa lining line 
Was ket'ping cll'f)\c
 01 loug-lt'
ged swine, 
Whidt hrought great bothers nud CXl'cu
cS 
To Xnrth iu looking after fcne'('s, 
AntI. wht'u they happcnecl to Lre1.k through, 
Cost him Loth time lllltl temper tuo, 
For South iusbtell it was plain 
He flught to drivc them home l1gain, 
Ami X..rth cousl'uted to the \\ork 
Decause he 10\ cd to Luy cheap pork. 


)(f'ltnwhi1e, South's swine increasing fast, 
IIi:. farm hecRme too small at last: 
bo. ha\.iug thuught 11le lIIutter O\'er, 
And feeling houud to }i\"e in c1O\'er 
And never pay the d()\'er.
 worth, 
lie said one day to Brother Korth:- 


.. Our families are both incrpasing, 
And, though we lahor \\ ithout ceasing, 
Om' protlue'e ROlin will be too Sl'ant 
To keep our ('hiltlf('n out of want; 
'rhey who wi
h fortune to be lasting 
J,ll1st be hnUt l)rutlpnt and forecasting; 
We sonn t>hall J)('('II more land: a lot 
Iknnw, lhat d1eaply ('an be oo't ; 
You lend the cash. I'll buy the acres, 
And \\e '11 be eqnally partakers." 


roor Xorll., 'Whose 
\nglo-
axon bloO(l 
G:1\ (' him a hankering' after mud. 
Wa\"en'd a moment, then consented, 
A lid. \\ hpn the cash was paid, repented; 
'1'0 make the IICW land wort.h a pin, 
Thought he, it 1I111hb be all fenced in. 
Fnr. if 
onth's swine O1U'e gpt the run on't 
K 0 1.. i JIll of farm i ng- ('.m be done ou 't ; 
If that dou't suit th(' olher side, 
'T is best we iu
tantly di\'ide. 


But somehow !'Iouth couM ne'er incline 
ThiR way or that to run the line. 
AIIiI alwß
's founel some new pretence 
'Gainst settin
 the division fcnce ; 
At last he baid :- 


" For pf'ace's sake, 
Libf'ral ('onccRsions I will make; 
Though I belie\.c, uJ)on mv soul, 
I'\'c a ju"t tith' to tilt' whòle. 
] 'n make an offer whil'h I call 
Gl'n'ruus. - we'll ha\'e no fl"H'e at a11 . 
Then huth of UH, whcne'er We ehoose. ' 
Can tnkf' what part Wf' want to URe ; 
I r ).ou shoult.l ehance to need it first, 
rick:) 01.1 the be
t, I '11 tail.e the worst." 


.. Agreed! " cried X orth ; thought he, This fall 
With wlle..!t and ryc I'll sow it all ; 
III that way I 
hall g
t the St:lrt, 
.\nt.l South lIIay wlll')tlc for hi" part. 
So thought, HO done, the tie!tt w.u
 sown, 
AIII1, willter 1101\ in..; eOllie llnd Wille.. 

ly NlJI"th w.llkell blithely furth to 6py, 
The JJrogreM
 of his \\ he.lt and rye; 
lIe.1\ CII
, wIldt a bight! his bruther's swine 
Il;ul a..,he.l thelllscl \"es nU out to dine; 
Sueh grunting, trlune'hing, rooling, shoving, 
The soil seemed all alive awl mo\'ing. 
A... for his grain, HltI'h wot'k they'd made on't, 
He cuuld n't spy a single Ll.ule on't. 
Off in a rage he rushed to South, 
.. 
Iy \\ heat and r).e" - glief choked hi
 
mouth; 
"Pra) don't mind me," said South, .. but I,Iant 
All of the new land that you waut " ; 
.. Yes, but )'our hogs," cried North; 
.. The grain 
Won't hurt them," answered South again; 
.. But they dcstroy my crup" ; 
"No doubt; 
'T is fortunate you've found it out; 
Misfortune
 te:U'h, and ollly they. 
Yon must not sow it iu thcir \\ ay" ; 
.. Xa
., you." sa}'s North, .. must keep them 
out" ; 
., Did I create them with a snout?" 
\skell 
outh demurely; .. as agreed, 
'I'he lanel is open to your t;ced, 
And would }'OU fain prevent my pigs 
From running there their harmless rigs! 
God knows I view this cOIIJ}lromise 
With not the most appro\'iug eyes; 
I ga\"e up my uuquestioned ri
hts 
For sake of quiet days and nights : 
I offered then, yon know 't is true, 
To cut the piece of laud in two." 
.. Then cut it now," growlH North; 
.. Ahate 
Your heat," says South, "'t is now too late ; 
I offered you the rocky cornet., 
But you, of your own goo,l thc scorner, 
R<'fused to take it; I am sorry; 
Ko doubt you might have foulul a quarry. 
Perhaps a gnld-mme, for aught I hnow, 
Containing heaps of nath'e rhino: 
You can't expect me to resign 
My rights"- 
.. nnt where," quoth North, "are mine!" 
}Pollrrights:' says toUtcr, ., well, that's funny, 
I bought the laud"- 
.. I paid the money" ; 
.. That," answ'ered South, .. is from the point, 
TIle ownership. )"0\1'11 grant. is joint: 
I 'm sure my only hope amI tnl6Þt is 
Not law 80 mu('h as ahstract justice. 
Thongh, }.ou rememher, 't Wa:) agreed 
That so and so - consult the deed: 
Olüections now are out of date, 
They mi
1tt have ans\\eroo once, but Fate 
Qua
hes them at the point we '\.e got to ; 
Ub:òta principii8, that's my mottn." 
:S., sayill
, South beg-an to whistlo 
\nellookerl as ohstinate as g'ristle. 
While Korth \\ent homc\\ard, e.ll'h brown l)aw 
Clenchelilike a knot of natural law, 
And all the while, in either ear. 
Heard something clickiu, wondrou. dear. 
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To turn now to other matterR, there are 
two things u}Jon which it would seem titting 
to dilate somewhat more largely in this 
place, -the Yanh:ee character and the Yan- 
kee dialect. And, first, of the Yallkee char- 
acter, whic1] has wanted lleither open ma- 
1igners, nor even more dangerous enemies 
in the persons of those unskilfnl painters 
who have given to it that hardness, angu- 
larity, and. want of proper perspective, 
which, in truth, belonged, not to their 

mb.iect, hut to their own niggard and U]1- 
skilful penci1. 
New EII
land was not so much the col- 
ony of a m
)tllCr country, as a Hagar driven 
forth into the wilderness. The little self- 
exiled band which came llither in 1620 
came, not to Reek gol<l, but to fo\Uul a 
democracy. 1
hey came that they might 
lmve the privilege to work and pray, to sit 
upou hard benches aml listen to painful 
lweachers as long as they would, yea, even 
unto thirty-seventhly, if the spirit so 
willed it. Ami 
;urely, if the Greek might 
1)oast his Thermopylæ, where three hun- 
dre(l men fell in }'esisting the Persian, we 
may well be prouù of our Plymouth Rock, 
where a handful of men, women, and chil- 
dren not merely faced, but yallfl11Ïshed, 
'\\ inter, famine, the wilderness, and the yet 
more invincible storge that Ilrcw them hack 
to the green island far away. These found 
no lotus growing upon the surly sÌlore, the 
taste of wl1Ïch coultl lllake 1 hem forget 
their little native Ithaca; nor were they so 
wanting to themselves in faith as to hurn 
their ship, but could see the fair west-wind 
llellv the homeward sail, and then turn 
lmrèpining to grapple with the terrible 
Unknown. 
As \Vant was the prime foe these ha1ìly 
exollists had to fortress themsel yes a
ainHt, 
so it is little wonller if that trallitional 
feud is long in 'wearing out of the stock. 
The wounds of the old warfare were long 
a-healing, :nul an east-win(l of hard times 
puts a new ache in everyone of them. 
Thrift 'was the first lesson in their horn- 
book, pointed out, letter after letter, by the 
lean finger of the hard schoolmaster, Ne- 
cessity. Neither were those plnmp, rosy- 
gilled Englishmen that came hither, hut a 
liard-faced, atrabilious, eamest-eyed race, 
stiff from long wrestling with the Lord in 
prayer, and who Imd taught Satan to 
drea(1 the new Puritan hug. Add. two 
lnmdretl years' influence of 
oil, cJimate, 
amI expoF;ure, with its necessary result of 
jtliosyncrasies, and we have the present 
Yankpe, full of expedients, ha1f-master of 
all tTa,les, inventive in all but the heauti- 
ful, full of shifts, not 
vet capahle of com- 
fort, armeù at all points against the old 


enemy Hunger, longanimous, good at 
patching, not SO cal't:'ful for what is best 
as for what will do, with a clasp to his 
purse and a lmtton to his })oeket, not 
skilled. to Imihl against 'rime, as in 0111 
countries, ùut against sore-pressing K ee(l, 
accustom ell to move the world with no 
7TOV cnw lmt his own two feet, and no lever 
hut his own long forecast. A stral1ge 
hybrid, indeed, ditl circUlllstance heget, 
here in the New \Vorkl, upon the 01(1 
Puritan stock, and the earth never he["ore 
saw such mystic-practical ism, such nig- 
gard -geniality, such calculating-f:lllatidslll, 
such cast-iron-enthusiasm, such I'our-faced- 
humor, such close-fisted-generosity. This 
new Gnccllllls esuriens will make a lidng 
out of anything. 'He will invent new 
tralles as well as tools. His brain is his 
capital, and lie will get education at all 
risks. Put 11Ìm on Juan Fernandez, an(l 
he would make a spelling-book first, awl a 
salt-pan afterward. In cælunl, jnsseris, 
ibit, - or the other way either, - it is all 
one, so anything is to he got by it. Yet, 
after all, thin, speculative Jonathan is 
more like the Englishman of two centuries 
ago than John .BuH himself is. He 11as 
lost somewhat in solidity, lias become flu- 
ent an(l adapta hIe, but more of the origi- 
nal grouml work of clwi'acter remaiJls. He 
feels more at home with Fu]ke GreviJIe, 
Herbert of Cherùury, Quarles, George Her- 
hert, and Browne, than with his mOflern 
English cousins. He is nearer than J o}m, 
by at least a hundred years, to Kasehy, 
l\I arston 1\1oor, \V orcester, and the time 
when, if ever, there were true Euglishmen. 
John Bull has suffered. the idea of the 
h1\'isihle to be verY much fattened out of 
him. J onathan is
 conscious still that he 
lives in the worl(l of the Unseen as well as 
of the Seen. To move John you nlUst 
make your fulcrum of solill beef and pud- 
ding; all abstract idea will do for J 01lß,- 
than. 


*>11'''' TO THE IXDULGE
T RK-\. DER. 
1\ly friend, the Rev. 1\lr. Wilhur. having ])l'l'n 
seize.l with a dangerous fit of illness, before 
this Introdu('tion had })1}sseù through the IWt'ss, 
antI being incapacitated for all literary exer- 
tion sent to me his notes, memoranda, &e., 
:1]1(1' requeste(l me to fashion them into SOl!le 
shnpe more fitting for the general e}'e. TIllS, 
owillg to the fragl1lent:n'y and disjointed state 
of his manusl'ripts. I have felt wholly unable to 
do; yet. being unwilling that the reader should 
lIe deprived úf 
;\\('h parts of his IUl'ubratiolls <IS 
seemeù mm'e finished, amI not well discerning 
how to segre
ate these fmlll the rest, I II:1\'e 
concluded to send them all to the press }Ire- 
ch;cIyas they are. COLmmus NYE, 
Pu:>tor of a Church in Bunvtowlt CornCl.. 
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It remains to 
peak of the Yankee (Ha- 
lect. And, first, it may he pre.mise!l, in a 
general way, that anyone much rea(1 in 
the writing:) of the early colonists neell 
not be tolll that the far greater share of 
the word'\ al1tl phrases now esteemell pe- 
culiar to 
 cw England, a11l1 local there, 
were bron;;ht from the mother country. 
A person familiar with the dia.lt'ct of cer- 
tain portions of 
Iassachusctts will not 
f.lil to recognize, in onlinar
. discourse, 
many wonls now nutell in English voea.hu- 
brit's as archaic, the greater l'art of which 
were in common use ahout the time of 
the King James transl.ltion of the Bible. 
Shakespeare staulls less in neell of a glos- 

ary to most Xew-Englanllcrs than to 
many a nath-e of the Old Country')a The 
pecnliaritie'i of our speech, howe\-lr, are 
rapidly wearing onto As there is no 
country where realling is so unh.ersal and 
new:-ipal'ers are so multitudinous, SO no 
phra-.e remains lon
 local, out is trans- 
}llantell ill the mail-hags to every remotest 
corner of the 1<111\1. Consequently our 
dialect approaches nearer to uniformity 
than th.lt of all v other nation. 
'fhe English 'have complained of us for 
coining new wonls. lUany of those so 
stigmatize(l were old ones by them forgot- 
ten, .ind all 11l3.ke now an unC}ueRtione(1 
part of tbe currency, whert'\"er English is 
spoken. Umluuhteùly, we have a right to 
make new words, as they are neetletl hy 
the fresh aspects under which life presents 
itself here in the New \V orlll; a11l1, indeed, 
wherever a language is alive, it grows. It 
lllight be questioned whether we coultl not 
estahli
h a stronger title to the ownership 
of the En
1ish tongue than the mother- 
islal1(lers themselve:5. Here, past all ques- 
tion, i
 to be its great home and centre. 
A11Il not only is it already spoken here by 
greater numbers, Lut with a far higher 
popular average of correctness than in 
Britain. 'l'he great writers of It, too, we 
might claim as onrs, Were ownership to he 
settled by the numher of rt'allers alHllovers. 
As reganls the provincialisms to he met 
with in this volume, J may say that the 
reafler will not find onc wh{ch i
 not (as I 
belil've) either J1ati\-e or importe(l with the 
ea.rly !)ettlers, nor one which I han
 not, 
with my OWl} ears, hearrl in familiar URe. 
In the metrical portion of the hook, I 
ha\.e endE'aXOr
fl to aflapt the spelling as 
n
arly as possIhle to the orllinm'v mOtle of 
pronunciation. Let. the rpaller ,vho deems 
me m.er-particular remember this caution 
ot )lartial : - 


.. Quem Tf'cifa.s, mptls ,sf, 0 Fide1.tinl'. libellus; 
.sed male L"1lTf
 TLcitas, incipit esse tuU!." 


A few further explanatory remarks wil1 
not he impertinent. 
I shall Larely lay down a few general 
rules for the readefs gui,lance. 
1. The genuine Yankee never gÌ\.eq the 
rough soulHl to the r when he can help it, 
and often displays cOllsiderahle ingelluity 
ill avoifling' it c\.en before a vowel. 
2. He seltloJU sounds the final g, a piece 
of self-denial, it" we consi.ler his partiality 
fur nasals. The s:ulle of the final d, as 
}v.1-n' awl ðtau" for lumd and stand. 
3. 'fhe h ill !'uch worùs as 'While, when, 
'Where, he omits altogether. 
4. [II reganl to a, he shows some incon- 
sistency, sometimes giving a cll)se allll 
ohscure sound, as hev for !trrfe, !tend!! tor 
handy, ez for (tS, tlzet for that, awl again 
gÍ\-in
 it the hroafl sounù it has ill futher, 
as hâ/lsúme for hmlllsome. 
5. To the souIlll (Ilt he prefixes an e 
(harù to exenlplify otlwrwise than orally). 
The following }-Iassagt' ill Shake
p.Jare 
he would recite thus:- 


U Seow is the winta uv eonr discontent 
)Ieù glorious SUlllma by this 
un o' rock, 
An' all the deouùs thet leowereù upun eour 
heouse 
In the deep buzzum 0' the oshin burieù: 
Ncow air eour breows beouud 'ith \"Ìt:torious 
wreaths; 
Eour hreuscù arms hung up fer monimunce ; 
Eour stanl alarnnls chal.lgell to merry meetins, 
Eour dreffle marches to delighfle masnres. 
Grim-\.isagedwar heth smeutheù his wrinkled 
frllnt, 
An' l1t'IIW, instill 0' mountin' harehid steeds 
TII fright the souls 0' ferfle e(h"er!'eries, 
He capers nimly in a lally's chãmher, 
To the la8civious pleasin' uv a loot." 


6. A n, in such words as daughter and 
slaughter, he pronounces ah. 
7. To the dish thus seasoned a(lll a drawl 
ad libitum. 


r
lr. Wilbur's notes here become entirely 
fragmentary. - C. N.] 


a. Unahle to l)rocure a likeneRs of 
Jr. 
Biglow, I thought the curious reader might 
l,e gratifie<<l with a sight of tlw editorial 
efficiies. Anti here a èhoice hE't ween t \YO 
wa
 offerell, - the one a profile (entirely 
hlark) cut by Do:de, the other a portrait 
painte(l hy a native artist of much promise. 
The first of these seemell wanting in ex- 
prpssion, awl in the second a sli
ht ohli(l- 
uity of the visual organs has ht'pn heig-ht- 
(>nE'il (perhaps from an O\.er-(lesire of force 
on the part of t.he arti4) into too close an 
approach to actual strahismus. This sli
ht 
llivergPHce in l1l
- optiral apparatus from 
the orùillar)' IUo(lel- however I lllay have 
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been taught to regard it in the light of a 
mercy rather than a cross, since it enabled 
me to gÏ\re as much of directness and per- 
sonal application to my discourses as met 
the wants of my congregation, without 
risk of offending any by being supposed to 
have him or her in my ere (as the saying 
is)-seemedyet to 1\1rs. 'Villmr a sufficient 
objection to the engraving of tÌlc aforesaid 
painting. We read of many who either 
absolutely refused to allow the copying of 
their features, as especially did Plotinus 
ana Agesilaus among the ancients, not to 
mention the more modern instances of 
Scioppius, Palæottus, Pinellus, Velserus, 
Gataker, anù others, or were indifferent 
thereto, as Cromwell. 
ß. Yet was Cæsar desirous of concealing 
his balùness. Per contra, my Lord Pro- 
tector's carefulness in the matter of llÍs 
wart might be cited. Men generally more 
desirous of being improved 
n their por- 
traits than characters. Shall probably 
find very unftattered likenesses of ourselves 
ill Recording Angel's gallery. 
-y. Whether any of our national peculiar- 
ities may be traced to our use of stoves, as 
a certain closeness of the lips in pronuncia- 
tion, ano. a smothered smoulderingness of 
disposition seldom roused to open flame 'I 
An unrestrained intf'rconrse with fire prob- 
ably conrluch'e to generosity and hospi- 
tality of souL Ancient 1\1exicans used 
stoves, as tIle friar Augustin Ruiz reports, 
Hakluyt., III. 468, - hut Popish priests 
not always rpliable authority. 
To-da); picJ{ed my IsabeUà grapes. Crop 
injured by attacks of rose-hng in the 
spring. \Vhether Noah was justifiable in 
preserving this class of insects 'I 

. Concerning Mr. Bi
!low's pedigree. 
Tolerahly certain that there was never a 
- poet among his ancestors. An ordination 
:hymn attri1mted to a maternal uncle, hut 
perlIaps a sort of production not demand- 
Í1}g the creative faculty. 
(His granclfathpr a 1)3inter of the gran- 
diose or Michael Angelo school. Seldom 
painted ohjects smaller than houses or 
barn
, 
nd these with uncommon ex- 
})reSslOn:J 

. Of the'ViHmrs no complete pedigTee. 
The crest said to he a '1L'Íld bnar, whence, 
perhaps, the name. (?) A connection with 
the Earls of Wi1hraham (qllo.<
i wiM hoar 
ham) mÏ!:dIt be made out. 'T'hi
 fHI!!,!!pstion 
worth following up. In 16í7, JOllì;\v. m. 
Expect -, hail issue, 1. John, 2. Hag- 
gai, 3. Expect, 4. Ruhamah, 5. Desire. 


II Hear lyes ye bodye of 1\frs Expect Wilber, 
ye crewell sah'ages they kil'd lIeI' 
Togeth{'r wth other Christian soles eleaven. 
October ye ix daye, 1707. 
ye stream of Jordan sh' as crost ore 
Anù now expeacts me on ye other shore: 
1 live in hope her soon to join; 
Her earth lye yeeres were forty and nine." 
From, Gravestone in Pekussett, North Parish. 
This is unquestionably the same J olm 
who afterwarù (1711) married Tabitha 
Hagg or Ragg. 
Hut if this were the case, slle seems to 
have died 
arly ; for only three years after, 
namely, 1/14, we have evidence that lIe 
married \Vinifred, daughter of Lieutenant 
Tipping. 
He seems to have been a man of sub- 
stance, for we find him in 1696 conveJing 
"one undivided eightieth part of a salt- 
meadow" in Yabbok, anù he commanded 
a sloop in 1í02. 
Those W}lO doubt the importance of gen- 
ealogical studies f'llste potius qumn argn- 
11lt>1lto er1ldicndi. . 
I trace llÍm as far as 1í23, and there lose 
him. In that year he was chosell selectman. 
No gravestone. Perhaps overthrown 
wlleu new hearSf'-JlOuse was built, ]802. 
He was })robahly the son of John, ,,110 
came from Eilham Comito Salop. circa ]642. 
This first John was a man of con8irlt'r- 
able importance, being twice mentionpd 
with the honorable prefix of ftfr. in the 
town records. Name spelt with two l-s. 
0( Hear lyeth 
'e hod [stone unhappily broken.] 
1\11'. l110n Willhel' [Esq.] [l inclose this in 
hrackets as doubtful. To rite it seems clear.] 
Ob't die [illegible; looks like xviii.] . . . 
iii [prob. 1693.] 


paynt 
. deseased seinte : 
A friend and [fath]er untoe an 
-e opreast, 
Hee gave )-e wicli:ed familists TIoe r{'ast, 
When Sat [an bl]ewe llis Antillomian blaste, 
Wee dong to [Willber as a steadf]ast maste. 
[A] gaynst ).e horrid Qua[kers] . . . . . .. 
It is great1y to be lamented tlUlt this 
curious epitaph is muti1aterl. It is said 
that the sacriIeaious Britisll soJrliers made 
a tar
et of thi
 stone during the war of 
In(1epenrleuce. How odious an animosity 
which pauses not at the 
ra"e! How 
l)rutal that which spares not the monu- 
ments of authentic historv! This is not 
improbably from the pen' of Rev. Moody 
P
Tam, w110 is mentionecl hy Huhbard as 
lutving IJPen noted. for a silver "Vein of 
poetry. If his paTwrs l)e still extant" a 
copy might possibly be recovered. 



THE 


BIGLO'V 


PAPERS. 


No. I. 
A LETTER 


FRmr ltm. EZEKIEl. BIGLOW OF JAALA
I TO 
THE RO
. JOSEPH T. BU'CKINGHA
{, ED- 
ITOR OF THE BOSTOX COUlUER, ISCLOS- 
ISG A POE:\( OF HIS SO
, )(H. HOSEA 
BIGLOW. 
JAYLE}f, june 1846. 
MISTER EDDYTER: - Our Hosea wuz 
down to Boston last week, and he see a 
cruetin Sarjunt a struttin round as popIel' 
as a hen with 1 chicking, with 2 fellers a 
dnuumin and fifin arter him like all nateI'. 
the sarjunt he thout Hosea heel n't gut his 
i teeth cut cos he lookell a kinclo '8 though 
he'rl jest com down, so he cal'lated to 
JlOok him in, but Hos)" wood n't take none 
0' his sarse for all he hell much as 20 
TIooster's tales E;tuck onto his hat and 
eenamost enuf brass a hobhin up anll (IOWI1 
on his shoulclers an(l tlgureed onto his coat 
anll trousis, let alone wnt nateI' hed sot 
in his reaters, to make a 6 pounller out on. 
wal, I1ost'a he com home consÎflerahaI 
rilNI, aIllI arter I'cl gone to hell r heern 
Him a thmshin rounel like a short-tailed 
Bnll in Hi-time. The olcl \Voman ses she 
to me ses shf', Zekle, ses she, onr Hosee's 
gut the chollery or snthin annther ses she 
don't you Bee skeered, ses J, he's one;' 
amakin pottery. ses i, he '8 oIlers on 
Jw.nll at that ere husynes Jike Da & mar- 
tin, ancl shure ennf, cum mornin, Rosy he 
cum 110wn stares full chizzle, hare on eend 
ancl co.te tales ftyin, anel sot rite of to go 
reel I his varses to Pat1;on \Vi1hur hein he 
haint aney grate sllows 0' hook larnin him- 
self, bimehy he cnm l)ack and 
ell the 
parson WHZ .(heme tickle.,l with 'em a
 i 
:boop you wIll Be, and said they wuz True 
gri t. 
Hosea ses taint hardly fair to c
n 'em 
hisn now, cos the parsòn kinrl 0' slicke(l 
off sum 0' the last varses, but he told 
· Aut insanit, aut 
.ersos lacit. - II. W. 


Hosee he fUd n't want to put his ore in to 
tetch to the Rest on 'em, hein they wuz 
verry well As thay wuz, atHl then Rosy 
ses he sed suthin a nuther ahout Simplex 
l\f undishes or sum sech feller, but J guess 
Hosea kind 0' did ll't hear him, for I never 
heam 0' nobody 0' that name in this viI- 
ladge, and I 've'li ve(l here man and hoy 76 
year cum next tater rliggin, amI thair aint 
no wheres a kitting spryer 'n I be. 
If you print 'em I wish you'd jest let 
folks know who hosy's father is, cos my 
ant Keziah used to say it's nater to b8 
curus ses she, she aint livin though and 
he's a likdy kind 0' Iaù. 
EZEKIEL BIGLOW. 


THRASH awny, yon 'llke?) to rattle 
On them kittle-drums 0' yourn,- 
'Taint a knowin' kind 0' cattle 
Thet is ketcheù with moulùy corn; 
Put in stiff, you fifer feller, 
Let folks see how spry you bp,- 
Guess yon 'II toot till you are yeller 
'Fore you git ahold 0' me! 
The'Ì air flag '8 a 1eetle rotten, 
Hope it aint your Sunday's best j- 
Fact! it takes a sight 0' cotton 
To stuff out a soger's chest: 
Sence we farmers hev to pay {pr 't, 
Ef you mm;;t wear humps like these, 
Sposin' you should try salt hay fer 't, 
It would du ez slick ez grease. 
'T wouIà n't suit them Southun fellers, 
They're a dretIle graspin' set, 
'Ve must oIlers blow the bellers 
'Yen thpy want their irons het j 
)Iay be it's all right ez preachin', 
But my narvcs it kind 0' grates, 
'Ven I see the overreachin' 
0' them uigger-ùriviu' States. 
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Thpm thet rule us, them slave-traders, 
Haint they cut a thunderin' swarth 
(Helped by Yallkef' renegaders), 
Thru the vartu 0' the North! 
'Ye begin to think it's nateI' 
To take sarse an' not be }'iled;- 
"Tho'd expect to see a tater 
All on eend at bein' biled ? 
Ez fer war, I caB it murder, - 
rrhere you hey it plain an' flat j 
I don't want to go no furder 
Than my Testynwnt fer that; 
God hez sed so plump an' fairly, 
It 's ez long ez it is broad, 
An' you've gut to git up airly 
.Ef you want to take ill God. 
'Taint your eppyletts an' feathers 

Iake the thing a grain more right; 
'Taint afollerin' your hell-\\'(.t hers 
'Vill excuse y
 in His sight; 
Ef you take a sword an' dror it, 
An' go stick a feller thru, 
Guv'ment aint to answer for it, 
God 'II send the bill to you. 


vYut 's the use 0' meetin' -goin' 
Evcry Sabbath, \wt or dry, 
Ef it's right to go amowin' 
Feller-men like oats an' rye 1 
I dnnno but wut it's pooty 
Trainill' round iu bobtail coats,- 
But it's curns {']uistian dooty 
This 'ere cuttin' folks's throats. 


They may talk 0' Freedom's airy 
Tell they're pupple in the face,- 
It 's a grand gret c(
metary 
Fer the barthrights of our race; 
Tlwy jest want this Çaliforny 
So's to lug new slave-states in 
To abuse ye, an' to scorn ye, 
An' to plunder ye like sin. 
Aint it cute to see a Yankee 
Take scch everlastin' pains, 
All to git the Devil's thankee 
Hplpin' on 'em weld their chains 1 
'Yy, it's jest ez clear ez figgers, 
Clear ez one an' one make two, 
Chnps thet make black slaVf's 0' niggcrs 
'Vant to make wite slaves o"you; 
Tell ye jest the cend I've come to 
Arter ci pherin' plaguy smart, 
An' it makes a handy sum, tu, 
Any gump could larn by heart; 


Laborill' man an' laborin' woman 
Hl'V O1W glory au' one shame. 
Ev'y thin' thet 's done inhuman 
Iujers all on 'em the same. 
'Taint by tunlin' out to hack folks 
You're agoin' to git your right, 
N or by lookin' down 011 hlack folks 
Coz you're put upon by wite ; 
Slavery aint 0' nary color, 
'Taint the hide thet makes it wus, 
All it keel's fer in a fellt-'r 
's jest to make him fill its pus. 
'Yant to tackle me in, du ve 
 
I expect you '11 hev to '
ait ; 
,y pn cold lead puts daylight thru ye 
You'll begin to kal'late ; 
S'pose the crows wuu't fall to pirkin' 
All the em.kiss from your bones, 
Coz you helped to give a lick in' 
To them poor half-Spanish drones '1 
J est go home an' ask our Kaney 
'Vether I'd be sech a goose 
Ez to .line ye, -guess you .'d fancy 
The etarnal bung wuz loose! 
She wants me fer home eonsuml>tion, 
Let alone the hay's to mow, - 
Ef 
TOU 're arter folks 0' gumption, 
You've a darned long row to hoe. 
Taln> them editors thet 's crowin' 
Like a rockerel three months old,- 
Don't ketch any on 'em goin', 
Though they be so hlar.;fp(l hold; 
A int they a prime lot 0' fellprs? 
'Fore they think on 't they will sprout 
(Likp a ppa(.h tlwt 's got tlw Yf>llprs)J 
""'ith the meanness hustin' out. 


'Val, go 'long t.o help 'em steaHn' 
Bigger pens to cram with slayps, 
Hf'lp the men tIlPt 's oIlers dealin' 
I nS11Jts on your fathers' gravps ; 
HeIr the strong to grind the feeble, 
Hplp thp many agin the few, 
HeIr the men tlwt call your ppople 
'Vitewashed slaves an' peddlin' crew! 


lfassarhusetts, (ioò. forgive her, 
She's akneplin' with the re.st, 
SJlP, tlwt ough' to ha' clung ferever 
I n her grand old eagle-nest; 
She thet ough' to stand so fearless 
\Vile the wracks are round her hurled, 
HoMin' up a heacon pcprless 
To the oppressed of all the world! 
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Haint they sold your colored seaUH'n 1 
Haillt they made your ellv'ys wiz '? 
IVllt '11 make ye ad like frpt'men ? 
Irut '11 git your dander l'iz 1 
Come, I '11 tell ye wut I 'm thinkin' 
Is our tlooty Ín this fix, 
They'd ha' ùone 't f'[. quick ez winkin' 
In the days 0' seventy-six. 
Clang the l,ens in every stC'('ph>, 
Call all true men to disown 
r.I.'IIP tradool'C'J's of our people, 
r.I.'he C'llslavers 0' their own; 
Let our dear old Bay 
tate proudly 
Put th(> tl'UBll'et to her mouth, 
1.et her ring this messiùgp 100Hlly 
In the ears of all the 
outh :- 
" I 'II return ye good fer evil 
l\I neh ez we frail mortils ran, 
Dut I wtln't go help the Devil 
Makin' man the CllS 0' man; 
('all me cowarù, can me traiter, 
Jest ez suits your mean idees,- 
IIrre I 
talld a tyrant-hater, 
An' the friend 0' God an' Peace!" 


Ef I 'd 1]"I,Y way I hed rutIleI' 
'Ye should go to work an' part,- 
They take one way, we take l' other,- 
Guess it would n't hreak my heart; 
:Man hed ough' to put asunder 
Them th('t God has noways jineù; 
An' I should n't gretly wonùer 
Ef there '8 thousands 0' my mind. 


[The first rcrruiting Fiergeant on ref'orcl I 
('fI)H'eiye to l1a"e hecn that illdi,'idllal who is 
melltione(! in the nook of Joh aFi gOi1/[1 to and 
fro in th,. c(lrth, nnd 1/.all;ill!J 1/]1 al/(l down i1
 
it. nishop Latimer will ha'"e him to have 
Òeeu a bishop, but to mc that ot.her ('aIIin
 
would appellI' more C'ongenial. The sect of 
Cainih'Fi is not )"(.t ('xtiuC't. who estcemed thc 
tirst-horn of Adam to he the most worthy, not 
on 1)' hec:msc of that privilege of primogeniture, 
hnt. inasll1\wh as he \Vas ah!e to m.ercome nmi 
slay his younger hrother. That was a wise 
s:lying of thc famous }1:lrql1is Pes/'am to the 
Papal Legatc, that it 11'((.Ç impossihle for ")111'11, to 
SCT1'e Mars (11/(1 Christ at thc same time. Yet in 
tiJue past the profession of annFi was judged 
to bc KaT' iEo)(7]JI that of a gentlcrn:m. nor does 
this opinion want for strennOUFi upholders e'"en 
in our dll
'. Must we SlippOSC, then. that the 
profession of Christianity was onlv intendcd 
for losels, or. at hest, to :ifford an òpf'lling for 
pleheian amhition? Or shaH wc hold with that 
nkcly metnl)hysÏ<':11 Pomemnian, Captain Vmtz. 
whn was Connt Königsmark's('hief instrnment 
in the murdf'r of ::\11'. Thynne, that the Sdleme 
of Rah":1tion has heen arranged with an espe- 
cia! ('ye to the necessities of the upper classes, 
and that.. God would cOllsider a gentle'J)um and 


deal with ]lim suitab]}' to the condition RU(! 
J Irofessiun he had] .lat:cd him in ..? It 11lay IJe 
t;aid of us all, lÚ;ellL1Jlo plus 'lUU1/t ratione 1:i't'i- 
mus. -ll, W.] 


:K o. II. 


A LETTER 


FR01\1 MR. HOSEA BIGLOW TO THE RON. 
J. T. BUCKIKGHAM, EDITOR OF THE BOS- 
TO
 COURIER, COYElUl'G A LETTER FHO:\1 
MR. B. SAWI
, }'IUYATE I
 THE :MASSA- 
CHUSETTS REGU1ENT. 


[This letter of 
rr. Sawin's was not originally 
written in verSe. )lr. niglow, thiukiug it l'e- 
('uliarly susceptiblc or metrieal adornmcut, 
translated it, so to speak, into his own yernac- 
nlar tongue" This is not thc time to cousi(ler 
the question, whether rhyme he a mode of ex- 
pression natural to the human race. If leisure 
from other and more important ayocations be 
granted, I will handle the matter more at l:1rge 
in an appcudix to the present volume. Iu this 
I.lace I will harcly remm.k, that I ha"e some- 
times noticed in the unlanguaged pmttliugs of 
iufants a foudness for alliteration, assouance, 
allll eyen rhyme, iu whkh natural IJredi
posi- 
tion we may trace the three degrees through 
whkh 0111' Angle-Saxon verse rose to its cuhlli- 
nation in thc poetry of Pope. I woultl not be 
understood as questioniug in thesc remarks 
that pions theory which supposes that c-llildren, 
if left entirely to the1l1selws. wonld naturally 
ùisl'ourse in lIeùl'cw. For this the authority 
of one experiment is claimed. and I cOlild. with 
::;ir Thomas Browne, desire its esta lllishmcllt, 
inasmuch as thc a('qnirement of that sacred 
tflngu
 would tllcrehy he fal'i1itated. I am 
aw:\]"(' that Heroclotus st:1tes the c'ouelllsion or 
l'sanlHlt'ticus to laa,'c heen in f:lnn- of a /linlC'et 
of the Phrygi:1n. Hut, hesiùc the dlallcP that 
a trial of this importance w(lull! hanl1y he 
l.l('ssed to a Pagan monarch whose only mnth'e 
waS (,ul'iosity. we haye on the Ih.brew side tho 
('omparatin]y }"e('('ut Ìl1\"e:-;tigation of .1:1me8 
the Fourth of ::5('otlaml. I will a(M to this 
prefatory remark, that Mr. Hawin, though a 
nati\.e of .Jaalam, has ne,-er h('en a statecl :.t- 
tendant on the religions exercises of nlY con- 
gregation. I consider my humhle efforts pros- 
pcre(l in that not one of my sheep hath eyer 
indued the" wolfs clothing of war, sa\
 for the 
comp:1ratiYely innocent di,"ersion of a militia 
training. 
ot that my flock are bachwanl to 
nndergo the hanlships of dcfensiz'e warfare. 
They serve eheerfully in the 
eat :trmy \\ hidl 
fi
hts eyen unto death pro aris et focis, accoutred 
with the spade, the axe, the plane, the sledge, 
the spclling-hook, and other SHeh effec.tnal 
weapons ngainRt want and i
norance and un- 
thrift. I have taught them (under God) to {'s- 
teem our human institutions as hilt t('nt8 of a 
night, to he stricken whenen'r Trllth )luts the 
IJllgle to her lips and sou1Hls a march to the 
heights of wiclt'r-yicwed intelligence aud more 
pel.fect OJganization. - H. W.] 
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MISTER BUCKINU!\I, the follerin Billet 
was writ hum by a. Yung feller of our town 
that wuz cussed fool enuff to goe atrottin 
inter l\Iiss Chiff arter a Drum and fife. it 
ain't Nater for a feller to let on that he's 
sick 0' any ùiZlless that He went intu off 
his own free wil1 and a Cord, hut I rather 
cal'late Jle's midd.lin tirerl 0' voluntearin 
By this Time. I bleeve 11 may put depen- 
dunts on his statemence. For I never 
]leered nothin bad on him let Alone his 
havin what Parson Wilbur cals a pong 
sllOng for cocktales, ant! he Sl>S it wuz a 
soshiashuu of idees sot him agoin arter the 
Crootin Sargient cos be wore n. cocktale 
onto his hat. 
his Folks gin the letter to me aud i shew 
it to parson Wi1bur and he ses it oughter 
Bee printecl. send It to mister Buckinum, 
ses he, i don't oIlers agree with him, ses 
lIe, but by 'l'ime, *' ses he, I d1t like a feller 
that aint a Feared. 
I have intnsspussed a Few refleckshuns 
]Iear and thaiI'. We're kind 0' prest with 
Ha)'in. 


Ewers respecfly 
HOSEA BIGLOW. 


THIS kind 0' sogerin' aint a mite like 
our October train in' , 
A chap coùld clear right out fro d tllere 
ef 't only looked like raiuin', 
An' th' Cunnles, tu, could ki er up 
their shappoes with bandanuers, 
An' send the insines skootin' to the bar- 
room with their, banners 
(Fear 0' gittin' on 'em spotted), an' a fel- 
ler could cry quarter 
Ef lIe fired away his ramrod arter tu 
mueh rum an' water. 
Recollect wut fun we hed, you'n' I an' 
Ezry Hollis, 
Up there to \Valtham plain last fall, 
along 0' the Cornwallis 1 t 
This sort 0' thiug aint jest like thet,- 
I wish thet I wuz furder, -::: 
Nimepunce a day fer killin' folks comes 
kind 0' low fer murder, 


... In relation to this expression, I cannot but 
think that Mr. Biglow has heen too hasty in 
attrihuting :t to me. Though Time be a eom- 
}}aratively innocent personage to swear hy, and 
though Longinus in his discourse IIt"pì. "Yifiovç 
IHl\'e eomlllended timely oaths as not only a use- 
ful hut sublime figure of spee('h, yet I ha\'e al- 
ways kept my lips free 1'r0l1l that aholllination. 
Odi p1"ofo,ltmlt vlllg1ls, I hate your swearing anù 
be(.tnring fellows. - H. W. 
t i hait the Site of a feller with a muskit as I 
ùu pizn But their is fun to a cornwallis I aint 
agoin' to deny it.. - H. ß. 
t hé means Not quite 
o fur I guess. - H. B. 


<'Vy I've worked out to slarterin' some 
fer Deacon Cephas Billins, 
An' in the hardest times there wuz I 
oUers tetched ten shillins,) 
There's sutthin' gits into my throat thet 
makes it hard to swaller, 
It comes so nateral to think about a 
hempen collar; 
It's glory, - but, in spite 0' all my try- 
in' to git callous, 
I feel a kiud o' in a cart, aridin' to the 
gall us. 
But wen it {'omes to be in' killed, - I tell 
ie I felt streaked 
The fust time't ever I found out wy 
baggonets wuz peaked; 
Here's how it wuz : I started out to go 
to a fandango, 
The sentinul he ups an' sez, cc Thet 's 
furder 'an you can go." 
" None o' your sarse," sez I; sez he, 
" Stan' back ! " 'c Aint you a bus- 
ter 1 " 
Sez I, "I'm up to all tbet air, I guesi 
I've ben to muster; 
I know wy seutinuls air sot; you aint 
agoin' to eat us ; 
Caleb haint 110 monopoly to court the 
seenoreetas; 
My folks to hum air full ez good ez hisn 
be, by golly! " 
An' so ez I wuz goin' l)y, not thinkin' 
wut. would folly, 
The everlastin' cus he stuck his one- 
pronged pitchfork in me 
An' made a hole right thm my close ez 
ef I wuz an in'my. 


'Val, it beats all how big I felt hooraw- 
in' in ole Funnel 
"\Ven :Mister Bolles he gin the sword to 
our Leftenant Cmmle, 
(It's Mister Secondary Bolles,. thet 
writ the prize peace essay; 
Thet 's why he did n't list himself along 
0' us, I dessay,) 
An' Rantoul, tu, talked pooty loud, but 
don't put !tis foot in it, 
Coz human life's so sacred thet he's 
principled agin it,- 
Though I myself can't rightly see it's 
any wus achokin' on 'em, 
Than puttin' bullets thrtt their ligllts, or 
with a bagnet pokin' 011 'em; 
" the ib'11Crant ('reeter means Sekketary ; but 
he oBers stuck to hi;; hooks like cobbler's wax 
to all Ïle-stone. -II. B. 
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How rlrd'flp slick bE' reeled it off (like 
Blitz at onr lyceum 
Abaulin' rihùins from his cllOpS so quick 
von skeprc(>ly spe 'ern), 
ALoùt the An
lo-Saxoll race (an' saxons 
would 1)(' hand V 
To dn t11(> hurviu' down here upon the 
Hio GraJl(lv), 
About our pati'iotic pas an' our star- 
spangled 1>ann('r, 
Our country's 1,inl alookin' on all' sing- 
in' out hosann('r, 
.An' how llt' Plister n. l1imself) wuz 
hal'l'
' f('r ..\nH'riky,- 
I felt, C'z si!-th'r Patience sez, a leetle mite 
histerieky. 
I felt, I swon, f'Z though it wuz a dreffic 
kin(l 0' pridlf'gp 
Atraml'in' rOUllll thnl noston streets 
among th(' gutter's drivf'lage; 
I aetlly thought it ,,"uz a treat to hear 
It little drummin', 
An' it did honytidy sc('m millanyum wuz 
a('Oluin' 
".,. en all on us got suits (darned like 
thell1 wore in the state prison) 
An' en'ry feller felt ez though. all 
Iexico 
wnz hisH.. 


This 'pre's allo11t the meanest place a 
skunk (.ould wal diski,.('r 
(Saltillo's 
[('xi('an, I b'lieve, fer ,,"ut "e 
call Salt- ri vcr); 
The 
ort 0' tra
h a feller gits to eat doos 
be.at ßIl natfr, 
I 'll give a yrar's pay fer a smell 0' one 
good bhw-no:;e tater; 
The country here th(>t 
lister BoUes de- 
clared to be so charmin' 
Throughout is swarmin' with the most 
alarmiu' kind 0' vannin'. 


He talked about delishis froots, but then 
it ,,"uz a wOI'1'('r all, 
The holl 011 't 's mud un' prickly pears, 
with Iu're an' there a chapparal ; 
Yon see a fdler peekin' out, an', fu
t you 
know, a lariat 


· it must be nlourl that thare's a streak of 
nater in hn-in' Nho, hut it sartinly is 1 of the 
('urusest thin
s ill lIatcr to sce a ris)le('ktahle 
dli goods dealer (cleehon off a chllteh may"y) 
a ri

in' himself out in tlw Wei
h they dll mltl 
øtruttill' round in the Rci
n aspilill. Ids h'owsis 
R1Hlmal,ill' wet 
ollrl..;nf hims('lf. Ef allY thin.s 
!oo1i!-.her HTH' !lloor dil'klns than T1IilitCIT
' gloa- 
ry it i:i Dlili
hy sloary. - ll. 13. 


Is round your throat an' yon a 
Or
f', 'fore 
you can say, "\\'''l1t air yp at ? ". 
You Ilt'ver st'e seeh darnf'd gret bugs (it 
may not be irrelt:'vant 
To say I 'ye Sl'en a sfarabæns pilulariust 
bi
 rz a year oM elrphant), 
The rigiuICIlt come up one day in time 
to stop a red bug 
From runllill' off with Cunule 'Yright, 
- 't WHZ jest a common cimcx ll.c- 
tularills. 


One night I startrd up on eend an' 
thought I ""uz to hum agin, 
I l1erl'll a horn, thinks I it's Sol the 
fishf'11113U hez l'orne agin, 
IIis hellowses is sound cnough, -ez I'm 
a liviu' cn'eter 
I felt a thing go tl
rll my lrg, -'t \\"HZ 
Ilothill' more "n a ske(,tcr ! 
Then there's the yall('r fc\'cr, tu, they 
rall it here el yomito,- 
(Comp, thct wun't du, you lanclerab 
there, I t('11 ye to Ie' yo my toe! 
)Iy gracious! it's a scorpion thet 's took 
a shine to play with 't, 
I darsu't skf'cr the tarnal tbing fer fear 
be 'ù rUIl away with 't.) 
Afore I come away from hum I heù a 
strong per:ma
ion 
Tbet )!exit:ans worn't human beans,::: 
- an ourang outang nation, 
A sort 0' folks a c11ap could kill an' 
never drram on 't arter, 
Xo more 'n a f('l1er'({ drpam 0' pigs thet 
he Iwd hell to 
larter; 
I 'd an idee th(>t they were built arter 
the darkie fashion all, 
An' kickill' colorell folks ahout, )'011 
know, 's a kind 0' national; 
But wen I jilwd I wornt so wise ez thet 
air (!ueen 0' 
lIChy, 
Fer, comp to look at 'em, they aint 
much difl"'rellt from \\"ut we be, 
An' here wp air ascrougill' 'cm out 0' thir 
own dominious, 


· these fellers are nrry l'roppilly called Rank 
Heroes, and the more tha kill tht> rallker aUll 
more HemwÏ('k tha hekllm. -II. B. 
t it WIIZ .. t lIT II 1 lIe hug .. as he Writ it, hilt the 
l'arson put tilt:' LattclI instill. i SPll tnrher mai.l 
lIeltl'r ml'f't('r. but he saill tha was etltlvkatcd 
peepl to Dllston anll tlm would lI't staìl' it 110 
how, idnow a.. tha u'QQ(l awl idnow as tha 
WOOIl. - II. ß. 
t he lIIc.lIIS human heins, that's. wut he 
means i spose he kiT\ller thou
ht tha \\ uz 
human heau::; ware the Xisle l)ult::) come::! Crow. 
-ll ß. 
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Ashclterin' 'em, ez Caleb sez, under our 
eaglt>'s pinions, 
'Yich means to take a feller up jest by 
the slack 0' 's trowsis 
Au' walk him Spanish clean right out 0' 
all his homes an' houses; 
Wal, it doos seem a curus way, but then 
hooraw fer Jackson! 
It must be right, fer Caleb sez it's reg'- 
lar Anglo-saxon. 
The 
lex'caI1s don't fight fair, they say, 
they piz'n all the water, 
An' du amazin' lots 0' things thet is n't 
\\"ut they ol1gh' to ; 
Rein' they haint no lead, they make 
their bullpts out 0' copper 
An' shoot the darned things at us, tu, 
wich Caleh sez aint proper; 
He sez tht>y 'd ough' to stan' right up 
an' let us pop 'em fairly 
(Guess wen he ketches 'em at thet he'll 
hev to git up airly), 
Thet our nation's bigger 'n theirn an' 
so its rights air bigger, 
An' thet it's aU to make 'em free thet 
we air pullin' trigger, 
Thet Anglo Saxondolll's idee's abreakin' 
'em to pieces, 
An' thet idee's thet every man doos jest 
wut he damn pleases; 
Ef I d011't makt> his meanin' clear, per- 
haps in some respex I can, 
I know t11et .. every man" don't mean 
a nigger or a .Mexil'an ; 
An' there's anot11Pr thing I know, an' 
thet is, ef these creeturs, 
Thet stick an Anglosaxon mask onto 
State-prison feeturs, 
Should come to Jaa]am Centre fer to 
argify an' spout 011 't, 
The gals 'ould count the silver spoons 
the l1linnit tlH'Y cleared out on 't. 
This goin' ware glory waits ye haint one 
agreeable fretnr, 
An' ef it worn't fer wakin' rmakes, 1 'J 
home agin short llleter ; 
0, woulel n't [ be off, quick time, ef 't 
worn't thet I wuz sartin 
They'd let the daylight into me to pay 
me fer desartin ! 
I ùon't approve 0' tell in' tales, but jest 
to you I may state 
Our os
if(')'s. aint wut tlH'y wuz afore 
t1H-'Y left the Bay-state; 
Then it WHZ "M ister Sawin, sir, you're 
middlill' well now, be yc 
 


Step up fin' take a nipper, sir; I 'm 
dreffie glad to see ye" ; 
But now it 's "'V are 's my eppylet 
 
here, Sawin, sÌt-'p an' f('Ìt.h it! 
An' mind your eye, ue thul1ll' rin' spry, 
or, damn ye, you sllall ketch it ! " 
""ral, ez the Doctor sez, some IJork will 
bile so, but by mighty, 
Ef I hed some on 'em to hum, I 'J give 
'em linkum vity, 
I'd l)lay the rogue's march on their 
hides an' other music folh'rin' - 
But 1 must dose my letter here, ft'r one 
on 'em's ahollerin', 
These Anglosaxon ossifers, - wal, taint 
DO use ajawin', 
I 'm safe en1bted fer the war, 
Y ourn, 
nIRDOFREDO
[ SAWI
. 


[Those l1ave not l)('en wanting (as, indeed, 
when hath Satan heen to fo;('ck for attol"lw)'s ?) 
who have maintained that our late inro:HI u)lon 
Mexic>o was undertaken, not so n1l1('h for the 
a\'enging of any national <1ua)')'el, as for the 
spreading of free illstitutions amI of Protf'st- 
autism. Capit(t 'I.'Ü(l1wlJ1ls Antic]/1'is'lI/('(lenda! 
Verily I admire that no }Iious sergeaut among 
these new Crusaders beheld l\tartiu Luther rid- 
ill
 at the f1'Ont of the host upon a tamed 1'OU- 
titieal ùull, as, in that former im'asion of 
Mexico, the zealous Gomara (spawn though he 
were of the Searlet Woman) was faYOlWl with 
a yision of St. James of Compostella, skewering 
tile iutidels upon his apostolical law'e. We 
read, also, that Riehard of the lion heart, hav- 
ing gone to 1'all:'stine on a similar errand of 
merey, was diYin{'ly encouraged to {'ut the 
throats of sueh Pa\'nims as r('1'llsp<1 to swnllo\V 
the bread of lif{' (âouhtIess that thl:')' might be 
thereafter ineapa{'itateù for swallowing the 
filthy gobhets of l\lahound) l,y angels of heav- 
en, who cried to the king aud his knights, - 
Seignellrs, t'tlez! tllez! providentially using the 
I"rl:'])('h tongue, as ùeing the only one UJIIler- 
stood hy their auditors. This would argue for 
the pantoglnttism ofthese celestial intl'lligences, 
while, on the other hand, the De\"il, te,<;te Cot- 
ton Mather, is unyersed in certain of the lllllian 
dialects. Yet must he be a semeiologist the 
most expert, maldng himself intelliglhle to 
eyery people and kiJIIlred 11Y signs; no other 
discourse, indeed, l)eing ne('dful, than sueh as 
the mackerel-fisher holds with his finned qllar- 
rv, who, it' other bait he wanting, can hya hare 
l;it of white rag at the end of a string eaptiyate 
thosf' foolish fishes. Sudl piscatorial oratory 
is 
atan ('uuning in. Before one he trails a hat 
and feather, or a hm'e fl:'ather without a h.at: 
before another, a Presidential cbair or a tille- 
wafter's stool, or a }llIlpit in the eity, uo mattf'r 
what. '1'0 us, danglin
 there oyer our hea(ls, 
they seem junkets dropped out of the se.n'nth 
he:n"en, sops dipped in neetar, ùllt, once \Jl our 
months, thl:'Y are all o)W, bits of luzzy cotton. 
This, howe\'er, by the way. It is time now 
1'C1'OCIt}'C !Jnt/Ill nt. While so many miracles of 
this sort, vouched b)' e
'ewitnesses, have en- 
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couraged the arms of Papists, not to speak of 
Edletlæus at )laratllOll alii 1 thosc lJi(J-irliri 
(" hom we must l'llllduele illlps of the pit) who 
sundry tillles captaiuf"ll the pa
an Homau sol- 
diery, it is str:ll1ge that our tirst .\meril'au I'ru- 
salle was 110t in some sw'h wise also si",nali,lt'd. 
Yet it is saltl that the Lord hath IIl:Ulit'('stly 
III'osl'rred our :n mies. This opens the Itues- 
tiou, whet1ll:r, when our hands are stren
th- 
cued to mahe great slallghtpr or our enemies, 
it be absoilltply al\ll Ilemonstratively certain 
that this might is added to us from above, or 
whether some Potentate froll1 an opposite 
quartf'r may not have a tingel' in it, as UlI'rp are 
few I,ies iuto whil'h his me(l(lling digits are not 
thrust. "oulll the Sanetilier awl Sctter-apart 
of the sevt:'l1th day have assistpd in a victory 
gaiuetl on the Sabhath, as was one in the late 
war? Or has that day become less an ohjP(,t 
of his espp<'Ïal care sim'e thp year Wflï. when 
so maniff'st a provideuce occurr('ll to Mr. Wil- 
liam Trowhri(lge, in answer to whose l'ra
'crs, 
when he and all on shiphoanl with hilll were 
starving, a d.>lphiu was sent daily, .. which was 
enough to serve 'I:'m: only on S(.tllrduys they 
still catched a couple, and on the Lonl's !Jays 
they ('oulll catch none at all"? Haply th
y 
might have been permitted, hy way of mnrtifi- 
cation, to take some fpw spulpins (those I.anes 
of the salt-water angler), whiph uuseem]y tish 
would, moreover, haye ('oHve\"cd to them a 
symbolical reproof for their brèach of thp clay, 
ùeing known in the rue]" dialect of our mari- 
ners as Cape C()(l Cla(flrmen. 
It has been a rl:'frpshment to mnny nice ('on- 
sciences to know that our Chief ':\Ia
istrate 
woukl not regard with eyes of apl'rm al the (lly 
JIlany estepl1led) sinfull'astimp of daw'in
, alii] 
I own m)'self tQ be so far of that mine], that I 
('on]d not but set my face against this )Iexil.an 
Polka, though danced to the Presidc'ntial pip- 
ing with a Gubernatorial second. If enr the 
country shoul(l he sei7e.l with another :m('h 
mania de propaga'r/,da fide, I think it would be 
wise to till our bombshells with a1ternatp PI>p- 
ies of the Cambrillge Platform an(l the Thirty- 
nine Artidt's, whi('h wnulll produce It mixture 
of the highest explosive pO\Vt:'r. and to wrap 
{'yerV one of our (,:1nn(ln-hall" in a leaf of the 
J\ew' TeRt
lment, the re:tdin
 of which is denied 
to those who sit in the darkness of Popery. 
Those iron evangeIists would thus he able to 
disseminate vit.al reIigion 'lnd Gospel truth in 
quarters ina('cessillie to the ordinary mission- 
at y. I have seen lads, unimprp.;nate with the 
more sublimatell punctiliousness of Walton, 
srl'ure pici,ere], taking their unwary siesta be- 
ncath the lily-pads too ni
h the surf,u'e, with 
a gnn all(l smal1 shot. Why not, then, since 
gnnpowder wa:,; unknown in the time of the 
Apostles (not to enter here upon thc question 
whether it were dispovered hefore that perioll 
by t]IP Chines('), suit Our metaphor to the age 
in whic'h \\ e lh'e, and say shooters as well M 
fijlers of lI11'n ? 
(J do nllll'h fear that we slJalI bp srizprl now 
Rnd thpn with a Protpstallt fen'or, as lon
 ns 
we ha \'e nf'i!!;hllor ::\:1 hoths whose wallnwings 
in Papislical lIlire exC'Ìtp onr horror lTI exact 
I'rol>ortion to the size a1\l1 d('sirahlpnf'ss of their 
villcyanls.'\ Y pt I J"t'joice that some earnl:'"t 
Protestan{-; ha\"e been made by this war. - I 
mean thosp who prot('st('(l against it. Fewrr 
they were than I could wish, for one mióht im- 



ine Amenf'a to have been cn]nniz
(l by n 
trihe of thosc noml(,sf'ript .\frkan :llllllJals the 
.\
'e-Ayl:'s, so difficult a worel is ;.Yo to Ih all. 
There is some lIIalformation or (lI'fe('t of thp 
\"IlI'al or:..rans, whic'h either prf'\'cnts our utter- 
illg it at all, or gives it so tllÌc'l,. a prollulII'iati o l1 
,IS to be ullintl'llig'Ìl>le. A mouth hllecl with 
the national l'uclcliuJ.!, or w:ltt'rillg ill eXlwl'ta- 
tion thpreof. is wholly incolII}letpllt to thb re- 
fr,lI'tory mOllosyllahle. An ahjel't and hl'rpf'tie 
Puhlic Opinion is the Pope, the Anti-Clmst, 
for us to I-rotest against e corde cnrúi'llm. Awl 
by what College of l:ar(linals is this our Got! s- 
vicar, our binder and loo.;el., elel.teel? Vt'rv 
like, hy the saered com'laye of Ta
, H.a
, all;l 
Bobtail, ill the gracious atmosl.llf'l'e of the 
gro
-shop. Yet it is of this that we must aU 
be I'up)lets. This thum)ls the pulpit-cushion, 
this guides the e(litor's )If'n, this wa
s the St'Tl- 
at or's tongue, This del'ides what 
cril'turp:i 
are cau()uieal. and shutlIes Christ aw.IY into 
the .Al'ocryvha. Ac('urdillg to that sentelJl'e 
fathprcd upon Holon, OVTW ð17IJ.ÓULOV lCaKÒV 
Ëp)(ETaL OllCað' EICó.uT
. This undf'an spirit is 
s!
ilful to assume various shapes. J have known 
it to enter lilY own sturly and nudge 111Y elhow 
of a ::5atun]ay, uncler the semblan('e of a wealthy 
memher of my ('ongrpgation. It were a great 
hlpssing, if ewry )lartil'lIlar of what ill the RII1Jl 
we call )loplll<1r sentin1Pnt coul.l ('arry about 
the l\allle (If its manufa('turel' stampPl1 legilily 
u)lon it. I gave a stab nnder the lifrh rih to 
that pestilent faUaey, -" Our country, right 
or wrong," - hy tradng its original to a sppel'll 
of Enskn Cillpy at a dinner of the 13u1Igto\\"n 
Fencibles. -II. W.] 


No. III. 


'\VIlA T MR. ROBIXSOX THIXKS. 


[A FEW remarks on the folIowing verses will 
not he out of plal'e. 'I'he satirt:' in thelll was 
not meant to hayp any ]IPr"onal. hut only a 
general, app]jcation. Of the gf'nt]e111an upon 
whose ]ettpr they were intenclerl n" a comnwll- 
tary 
Ir. Biglow ilad ncver hearrl, till hp saw the 
letter itself. The position of the satirist is 
oftentimes one which he wonM not have cbos- 
en. hall the ('le('tion heen left to himself. In 
nttac'king had.. principles, he is obli;.!e(l to selcet 
some inrlividual who has made himself their 
exponent. anll in whom they are impersonate, 
to the t'IHI that what he says may not, throu
h 
amhi
nity, he dissipated (e1l1l('.8 in auras. For 
what says Seneca? Lon(fzon iter per pr(pcrp(n, 
br(,1'e ct r.tfiC(/C.f per e.remplo.. A had princil'lf' is 
comparalÏ\"ply harmless while it ('olltinups to 
be an ahstraction. nor ('an the genera] mind 
('omprt'hend it fuIly tilI it is printerl in that 
large type which all men ('an rp:1I] at si;.!ht, 
namt:'1y, the life and char:wtpr, the sa
'ings :111'1 
doillg..;, of parfipu]nr pf'I'SOIlS. It is onp of 1 he 
I"nnnillgf'st fpÌf'hps of 
atan. that he np\"pr f'X- 
post'S hilllspif (lirl.('t1y to our arrnws, hut. still 
IIcIlI.;inJ.! ùf'hinll t.his neighh()r or that af'qu'1Ïnt- 
:llIee. l'OIll!'p]S us to wound him through thplII, 
if at a!1. lie holds our affections as host;',;f's. 
the while be patches up a truce with our con- 
science. 
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l.feanwhi1<" let us not forget t11at the aim of 
tIle tl'l1C satirist is not to ue severe upon per- 
sons, hut only upon falsehood, and, as Truth 
and Falsehood start from the sallie Iloint, aUtI 
sometimes eYen go along together for a little 
way, his business is to follow the path of the 
latter after it diverges, and to show her floun- 
dering in the "bog at the end of it. Truth is 
quite beyond the reach of satire. There is so 
brave a simplkity in her, that she can no more 
be made ridiculous tban all oak or a pine. The 
danger of the satirist is, that continual use may 
deaden his sensihility to the foree of langnage. 
He becomes more and more liable to strike 
hanler than he knows or intends. He may be 
careful to put on his boxing-gloves, and yet 
forget that, the older they grow, the more 
l)lainly way the knuckles inside he felt. More- 
over, in the heat of conte
t, the eye is insensi- 
bly drawn to the crown of victory, whose taw- 
dry tinsel glitters through that dust of the ring 
which obscures Truth's wreath of simple leaves. 
I have sometimeR thought that my young 
friend, :Mr. l3iglow, needed a monitory hand 
Jaid on his arm, -aliquid suJ!ùt1ninandlts erat. 
I }lave never thought it guod husbandry to 
water the tender plants of reform with aqua 
fortis, yet, where so much is to do in the beds, 
llC were a sorry gardener who should wage a 
whole day's war with an iron scuffle on those 
ill weeds that make the garden-walks of life 
unsightly, when a sprinkÏe of Attic salt will 
wither them up. Est ars etianL nwledicendi, 
says Scaliger, ami truly it is a har(l thing to 
say where the graceful gentleness of the lamb 
merges in downright sheepishness. We may 
conclude with worth
{ and wise Dr. Fuller, that 
.. one may be a lamb 'in private wrongs, hut in 
hearing general affronts to goodness tl.1ey are 
asses which are not lions." - H. W.] 


GUVENER B. is a sensible man; 
He stays to his llOme au' looks arter 
his folks; 
He draws his furrer ez straight ez he can, 
An' into noboùy's tater-patch pokes; 
Rut John P. 
R.obinson he 
Scz he wunt vote fer Guvener B. 


lfy! aint it terrible? 'Vnt shall we dn? 
\Ve can't never choose him 0' course, 
-thet's flat; 
Guess we shall hev to come round, (don't 
you 1) 
An' go ill fer thunder an' guns, an' all 
that; 
Fer .John P. 
Rohinson he 
Sez he wnut vote fer Guvener B. 


Gim'ral C. is a drf'ffie smart man: 
He's ben on an sides thet give places 
or pelf; 
But consistency still wuz a part of his 
plan, - 


He's ben true to one party, - an' thet 
is himself;- 
So John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 


Gineml C. he goes in fer the war; 
He don't vally principle more 'n an 
old cud; 
'''l ut did God make us raytional creeturs 
fer, 
But glory an' gunpowder, plunder an' 
blood '{ 
So John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 


'Ve were gittin' on nicely up here to our 
village, 
'Vith good old idees 0' wut's right an' 
wut aint, 
'Ve kind 0' thought Christ went agin 
war an' pil1age, 
An' thet eppyletts woru't the best 
mark of a saint; 
But John P. 
R.obinsoll he 
Sez this kind 0' thing's an exploded 
idee. 


The side of our country must oIlers be 
took, 
An' Presidunt Polk, you know, he is 
our country. 
.An' the angel thet writes all our sins in 
a book 
Puts the debit to him, an' to us the 
per contry; 
An' John P. 
R.obinson he 
Sez this is his view 0' the thing to 
aT. 


Parson 'Vilbur he raIls all these argi- 
munts lies; 
Sez they're nothin' on airth but jest 
fee, f(l'w, fil//Tt: 
An' thet all this lJig talk of our des- 
ti nies 
Is ha1f on it ign'ance, an' t' other half 
rum; 
Rut John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez it aint no sech thing; an', of 
course, so must we. 
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rarson 'Yil1Jur sez he nf'ver heerù in his 
lift> 
TIH't th' Al'osth>s I'igg(.d out in thdr 
swaller- tail coats, 
An' nmrcheù rOl1IHl in froll t of a drum 
an' a fìfe, 
To git some 011 'em office, an' some on 
, f'1l1 votes; 
But John P. 
Ilohinson he 
Sez they di<l n't know every thin' 
down in Juùee. 


'YaI, it's a marcy we've gut folks to 
tf'11 us 
The rights an' the wrongs 0' these 
mattf'],s, I YOW,- 
God sends country lawyers, an' other 
wise fpIlers, 
To start the worlLl's team wen it gits in 
a slough; 
Fer John P. 
Hobinson he 
Sez the world '11 go light, ef he hol- 
leIs out Gee! 


[Tlle attentive reader will dOllhtIpss have 
þerceived in the foregoing poem an allusion to 
that pernicious sentiment, - "Our country, 
right or wrong." It is an abuse oflanguage to 
call a certain portion of land, much more, cer- 
tain }'crsonages, elevated for the time heing to 
high station, our country. I would not se'"er 
nor loosen a single one of those ties by which 
we are unitprl to the spot of our birth, nor min- 
ish by a tittle the respect due to the Magis- 
trate. I love our own Hay State too well to ùo 
the one, and as for the oUÌer, I ha'"e mysplf for 
nigh forty years exer(.ised, howevpr unworthily, 
the function of Justice of the Peace, having 
bf'PIl caned thereto by the unsolicit{'(l kindness 
of that most excellent man and upright l'atriot, 
Caleh Strong. Pair;'" fumus iyne alirno 1?1cu- 
lentior is best qualified with this. - rbi li1)('r- 
ter!':. ihi prrlria,. We are inhahit'luts of two 
worlds. and owe a doublp, but not a dividt',1 
alle
iance. In virtue of oU1t<,lay, this little ball 
of earth exacts a cf'rtain loyalty of us, while, in 
onr capadt
. as spirits, we are a(lmitted (.itizens 
of an invisible and holier fatherland. There is 
a patriotism of the soul whose daim ahsolves 
us from our other and tprrenp fl'alt\'. Our true 
country is that i,lpal realm which '
"e reprpspnt 
to ourseh"es un(lpr tlle names of religion, duty, 
aUlI the like. Our tt'rrestrial organization
 are 
but far-off appToadlf'
 to so fair a JIloc1pl, amI 
all t1wvare verilv traitors who re
ist not any 
attpml;t to divert" them from this their origimil 
intendment. Whpn, therefore, one would ha,.p 
'11S to .fling up our caps and shout with the mul- 
titu,le, -" 01(r rr>101fry, hm/'rrcr b{)lInrfed!" hp 
dpll1a1Jlls of us that we sacrifiee the lar
er tothe 
Jess. the hi
her to thp lower, and that we yit'M 
to the imaginaD' daims of a few acres of soil 
our duty and privilege as liegemen of Truth. 


Our true countn" is llotmrlf'r} on the north and 
the south, on thp east anù the west, l,y .Justil'l', 
and wIlen silt' on.rsll'ps tIlat im"isiLlc h!lul1l1ary- 
lint' hy so nllH'h as a hair's-hrea(lth, she l'eases 
to be onr lUother, al\(l chooscs rather to lIP 
looked upon !j1Utsi 'noverca. That is a lwnl 
choice \Vh..11 our earthly loye of country calls 
upon us to tread one }Iath an'} our duty points 
us to another. ".e must mal
e as uoltle aUlI 
he,'oming an election as diel Penelope lletween 
learins anù Ulysses. Veiling our faces, we 
must take silentl
" the hand of Duty to follow 
her. 
Shortly after tIle publication of tIle foregoin
 
poem. there appeared SOJllt' ('onll}lf'uts ul10n it 
in one of the }lultli(. pr;nts which scellJed to 
can for animadversion. I U(.,"ordingly adelrf's!'ed 
to :Mr. Bu('kingham, of the Do:;ton Courier, the 
following letter. 


"JAALAM, November 4, 18-17. 
" To the Editor of the Courier: 
" REsPECTED SIR, - Calling at the post-office 
this morning, our worthy allli efficient postmas- 
ter ofterp,l for my J1el'USfll a paragraph in the 
Bostoll :MorJIin
 Post of the :1d inst.ant, whl'rein 
certain effusions of the l)astnral muse flre at- 
trÏlmtpd tu the pen of Mr. James Russell Low- 
ell. For aught I know OJ' ('all affirm to the 
contrary, this .:\11'. LO\Vl'11 may lIe a Y('ry de- 
Rcn.ing }Ierson and a 
.outh of parts (though I 
hm,e scen ,-erses of his whieh 1 coul(l ne'"er 
rightly understand); fln,l if hp he stwh. hI:', I 
am ccrt'lin, as well as I, ,,"ouM he free flom :\1IY 
I'rol'livity to appropriate to llillIself whaten'r 
of credit (or ùberedit) may honestly hclllng to 
another. I am confident, that, in pcnning 
tllese few lines, I am ouly fnrl'stalling a (lis- 
claimer from that young gentlcman, whose 
silence hitherto, when rumor pointpd to him- 
ward, has excited in my llo!'om lIIingled emo- 
tions of sorrow and surprise. 'Yell may my 
young },arisliioner, :Mr. Biglow, exclaim with 
the poet, 


· Sic V08 non vobis,' lkc. ; 


though, in saying this, I would not conYer the 
impression that he is a profil'ient in the L,tin 
tongue, - the tongue, I might add, of a IIor
a'e 
and a Tully. 
"1\11'. D. dof's not emJlloy his pen, I can 

afely say, fflr 
my lucre of worl,l1y gain, or to 
be exalted llY thp carnal plaudits of IIIPn, r1irtito 
monstrari, &c. lIe do{'s not wait UPOll l}royi- 
dpnce for mercies, and in his hf'm'Ì mean men r
. 
But I should estcem myself as Yeri1
- defi(:Ìl'lIt 
in my duty (who am his friend and in some un- 
worthy sort his spiritual jid11S Ac1wtes, &c.). if 
I did not step forward to claim for him what- 
ever measurt' of applause might be assigned to 
him hr the judicious. 
" If this were a fitting occasion, J might nn- 
ture }lere a hrief ùissertation toudling the 
manner amI kir)(l of my young friend's poetry. 
nut I eluhitate whethpr this ahstruspr sort (If 
sl'eeulatiun (though l'uliyened hy some apposite 
in
tances from Ari
tllphanps) would snffipipntly 
intf'rf'st your oppidan rp:\,lers. As regnr(ls their 
satirical tone. and their plainness of spt'f'ch, I 
wiII only say, that. in my pastoral pxperiene(>, 
I have found that the Arch-EnelllY loyes noth- 
ing better than to be treated as a religious, 
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moral, and int('llf'ctual heing. ana that there i
 
DO ((}lage .sat/uows! so ]loicl1tas ridieule. But 
it is a kiwI of weapon that 1II11st have a button 
of good-nature on the poiut l'f it. 
"'fhe production::; of 1\Ir, B. have been stig- 
matized in somc quarters as unl'atriotie; bllt 
I can voueh that he loves his uative soil with 
that hearty. thou:;h lliscriminatin;;. athwhment 
which springs from an intimate sodal inter- 
course of many years' standing. In the plough- 
ing se:1soll. nl' one 1l:1s a Ilceper share in the 
well-heing of the cOllutry than he. If Dean 
Swift were rig;ht in sa,'ill
 that ]w who mal,;es 
two 111:1Il('s or-grass gròw \"here one grew hefore 
confers a greater bencfit on the state than he 
who taketh a city, l\lr. B. might exhibit a fairer 
daim to the Presiden('y than General Scott 
1limself. I tMnl,; that some of those disinter- 
estell lovers l'f the harll-handed demoeracy, 
whose tÏngers haxe ne,'cr touched anything 
rougher thau the dol1ars of our common COU11- 
tr
-, wouM hesitate to compare palms with Mill. 
It woulll 110 your heart good, respeded Sir, to 
see that )'Olmg man mow. He cuts a cleaner 
and wiùer swath than any in this town. . 
.. But it is time for me to be at my Post. It 
is ,-ery <'leal' that lilY young friend's shot has 
strul'k the lintel, for the Post is shaken (Amos 
ix. 1). The erlitor of that paper is a strenuous 
al}yueate of the Mexic:m war, amI a {'olonel, as 
I am given to understand. I presume, that., 
lleing necessarily ahsent in l\[exil'o, he has left 
Jlis journal in somc less jUllieious halHl
. At 
:lI1Y rate, the Post has lleen too swift on this 
occasiou. It cOHM hardly have citell a more 
inl'ontrovertihle lille from any poem than that 
which it has selected for auimaùyersion, name- 
1
', - 


· We kind o. thought Christ went agin war an' pil- 
luge. 
.. If the Post maintains the rom.erse of t11is 
}U'(\l'osition, it I' an hardly lie /'onsidt>rc(l as a 
8afe guillc-pnst for the moral and religions Jlor- 
finW'I of its party, howe,.er many othC'r excel- 
11'nt 'l11:l]jties of a post it ma
. he hl(>ss('d with. 
There is a sign in London on whil'h is painted, 
- ' The Green Man.' It wou1cl dn very wcll as 
a portrait of any illdivillual who won1l1 sHllport 
fW unscriptural a tlH'sis. As regards the Jan- 
guage of the line in (lllCstinn, I am bold to say 
that He who n'alleth the hearts of lUet\ will not 
a('('lllmt any dialect lUlseemly whil'h ('on\"eys a 
sound and pious sentiment. I could wish that 
SUi'll sentiments were more common, however 
uneouthlyexpressed. Saint Ambrose affirms, 
that 'l'c;'itas a q?lOC1lnque (why not, then, Q1W- 
?nOdoCIH/,rJ11C?) dicat1lr, a spirit?t sancio est. Di- 
gest also this of Baxter: 'The plainest words 
are the most profitable oratory in the weightiest 
matters. ' 
" When the paragraph in question was shown 
to )[1'. Biglow, the only part of it whieh seemed 
to gh.e him any 11issatisfaction was that whie-h 
rlassed llÍm with the Whig party. He says, 
that, if resolutions are a nourishing kind of 
diet, that party must he in a ,'ery lìeartr and 
ftnnri
hing l'omUtion; for that Uiey ha,.è qui- 
etly eaten more good ones of their /)\\"n hakin
 
than he couIrl ha\ 
 conceivell to be possihle 
without rppletion. He has been for sOllie y('ars 
})ast (I regret to . ay) an ardent opponent of 
those souuù doctrincs of pl'otecti ve policy which 


form so prominent a portion of the ('reeù of that 
party. I l'onfess, that, in SOllie dis('ussious 
which I have had with him on this point in my 
stuIly, ]1C has displayed a vein of ohstinacy 
whÌl'h I had not hitherto Iletel'tell in li1s ('01\1- 
position. He is also (lwrresco rcfcrens) inft'('ted 
in no small llIt'asure wIth the peculiar notions 
of a print cal\t'l! the Lilwr:ttor, whose heresies 
I ta.ke every prìJper opportunity of COlli hating, 
and of whi<:h, I thank God. I have never reaù a 
single line. 
" I did not see Mr. B.'s yerses until they ap- 
pearell in print, and there íSl'ertainly one t.hing 
in them whieh I eonsider Jlighly improper. I 
allude to the lwrsonal refercnces to myself hy 
name. To confer notoriety 011 an hum hIe indi- 
vidnal who is laboring quietly in his vocation, 
and who I"eeps his cloth as free as he I'an from 
the dust of the political arcna (though væ ?JÛhi 
si non. emngclizavcro), is no douht an indeco- 
rum. The sentiments whieh he att.I'ibntes to 
me I wi]} not deny to be minc. Tlwy were em- 
bodied, though in a different form, in a (lis- 
course preacheù upon the last day of ]mhlic 
fastiug, and were acceptahle to my entire peo- 
ple (of whatc"er l)olitieal views), except the 
postmaster, who dissented ex officio. I observe 
that you sometimcs devote a portion of your 
})aper to a religious summary. I should be well 
plcast'll to fumi8h a copy of my discourse for 
insertion in this department of your instructive 
journal. By omitting the all\'Crtisements, it 
Illig-ht easily he got within the limits of a single 
1IlUllber, :t11l1 I venture to insure YOll the sale 
of some scorcs of copies in this towu. I will 
cheerfuHy ren<1f'r myself responsible for ten. 
It might possibly be ad\'anta;;eolls to issue it 
as ;m cxtTa nut ])erhaps you will not este(>I\l 
it an ol
j{'(,t, and I will not ]11'ess it. :My offer 
flo{'s not spring from any weak desire of seeing 
my name in print; for I ('an enjoy this satis- 
fal'tion at any time 1Iy turning to the Triplmial 
Catalogue of the UUÍ\'l?rsity. where it also pos
 

e!;ses t.hat add ell ('mphasis of Italics with which 
thosc of my ca1ling are distinguished. 
" I would simpl
. aIM. t.hat I continue to fit 
ingenuous )'outh for f'ol1ege, and that I have 
two spacious and a.iry Rlee]ling apartments at 
this momeut l1uoccnpied. IJ/f/emms didici
se. 
&c. Terms, which Y;lQ' a('('orlling to the cir- 
cumstances of the parent.s, mllY he known on 
app1i('ation to me llY lette,., post-pair!. In an 
cases the lad will 1)(' expeC'tell to fekh hi
 own 
towels. This rule, Mrs. W. de::;ires me to add. 
has no ex('(>ptions. 
"Respectfu\Jy, your obedient servant, 
"HO
[ER WILBUR, A. l\I. 


"P. S. Perhaps the last pamgràph may look 
like an attempt to obtain thc insertion of my 
circular gratuitously. If it should appcar to 
you in that light, I desire that you would erase 
it, or charge for it at the usual rates, and de- 
duct the amount from the procce(ls in your 
}lands from the sale of m\' discourse, when it 
shaH he printed. :My cin,illar is mlH'h longer 
awl more explicit, 3.1\11 will he forwarded with- 
ont I'lwrge to :lIlY who may desire it. It has 
l,ee1l "er\' neatlv exel'utetl U11 a If'tter 
heet. hy 
a \'el')' (lèsen'ing priuter, who attends upon my 
ministry. and is a erpditable specimen of the 
typogra.phic art. I have one hung o,'er my 
mantel-piece in a Ileat fmUle. where it makes a 
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beautiful and appropriate ornament, and bal- 
allee:. the l'rcJ!ilc I/f Mrs. W" I'ut with hel. tues 
by the )'uung lally born without arms. 
.. H, \V." 


I ha\'e in the forf'going letter mentioned Gen- 
eral 
cott in C'OI111ectiull with the Presidcncy, 
hecause I h:n'e been given to uuderstand that 
)w has lJlown to ]Iiece:; mill othcl'wise caused 
to he destroyed more 1\1eJ\.ic:lIls than any othel' 
romlU:lIll!t'r. His l'laim wl/uld thcrefon' be de- 
sPf\'edly C'onsidereù the strollgest. Until :lCCU- 
rat(' returns of the )(exil'ans killed, woundcd, 
and maimed be ohtainell, it will he diffirult to 
8ettle thcse nÌl'c points of prcl'rdelll'e, 
hould 
it )l1'II\'C that an
' othf'r otfkcr has bcen more 
JlII'ritnrious and dcstrurth'c than General s., 
and has Uwrel>y rellllered himself more worthy 
of the l'olltiùeuee and support of thc conscrva- 
ti\'e portion of our conmmuity, I shall cheer- 
full)' insert his name, instealillf that. of Geuera\ 
S.. in a future e,lition. It mayhe thought, Jike- 
wise, that G"neral S. has im'alidated his elaims 
l)y ton u1Uch attention to the decenl'Ìe
 of ap- 
])ard, mul the habits belonging to a gentleman. 
These ahstru
er points of statesmanship are he- 

'lInd my scope. I wonùer not that s\1('('essful 
lIliJitar\' a<'1lie\'emeut shoultl attraet the admi- 
ration 
)f the multitudc. Hatllet. 110 I rejoice 
with wondet' to heholll how rapiùly this scnti- 
Jllent is losing its holtl upon the popular mind, 
It is J'elatpd of Thomas Warton, thc second of 
that houoreù namc who heM the office of Poe- 
try Professor at Oxford, that. when one wishell 
to find him, heing abseonded, as was his wont, 
in somc ohsenre alehouse, he was counsellcd to 
trayersc thc eity with a drum and fife. the 
SOU1ul of whil'h inspiring llIusic ,,"onM hc sure 
to dt.aw the Do('tor from his retirement into 
tlw strect. We are all more or les3 bitten with 
this martial insanity. };('.<;Ôo qlla cl1tlcecline 
. . . . c1I1/cios dll.cit. J ('onfpss to sonle infe('- 
tion of that itch myself. When I spc a ßri
a- 
dirr-Gew)ral maintaining his insrrm.C' elC'\'ation 
iu tl1(' saddlé Hilder t.he SC'\"('fe tirc of the train- 
ing-field. :nul whf'n I remewb('r that some mil- 
itar
' rnthnsiasts, throngh hastC'. illC'xpericnrf', 
or an oyer-desire to lcJHI rea 1i t\, to those fi('ti- 
tious ('0 III hats, wil1 sOJ)Jetil\l('s 'disl'llarge their 
ramrolls, I cannot hut. allmire, while I tleplnrC', 
thc mistaken devotion of those heroie otticers. 
Srl/lcl insrmirimlls Oflmes. I was Illyself, dur- 
ing thc lat(' war with Great Britain, ('haplain 
of a rc
im('nt, whit-h was fortnnatf'ly ne\'er 
(':I\\PII to al,th'e milit.'lr... dut..., I mention this 
rirf'nmstance with rpgrf't rather than pride. 
Had ] heen sumrnonell to actual warfare, I 
trust that I might ha\"e heen strengthene{l to 
hear myself after the manncr of that rewrend 
fathl'r in onr 1\ew Englaml Israel, Dr. llenja- 
min Colman, who, as we arc toM in TureU's life 
of him, when the \'esscl in which hC' hall taken 
pnssflge for En
lan(1 was attal'ked hy a Frenph 
llri\'ateer, .. fought like a philosopher awl a 
Christian, . . . , and prayell all the while he 
charged and fired," As this note is already 
long, I shall not. here entcr upon a disC'ussion 
of the question, whet1wr Christialls may law- 
fully he soilliers, (think it suffil'if'nth' (>\'i- 
dt>nt, that, during the first two ('cnturies 'of the 
Christian era, at It':1st, the two )ll'Ofessinns 
Werf' esteemed inl'ul\Il'atible. Consult Jurtiu 
on this head. -H. W,] 


No, IV. 


RF.:\fARKS OF INCREASE D. O'PHACF., ES- 
QVIHE, AT AN EX1'Hü)IPERY CAüCCS IN 
STATE STHEET, REPOHTED BY MR. H. 
IHGLO\V. 


[THE ingenious reader will at onrc nnderstand 
that 110 snch speedl ai> the following was 
n
r 
tOtid.el1J, urlJis pronoun('ed. But there are sim- 
Iller anù less guarded wit
, for the satisfyil\
 of 
which such an expl:lIIatinn may be needful. 
For there are l'el"tain Ìll\.isi1lle lines, whi('h as 
Truth fmccessively m'erpasses, she \lcl'ollles 
'Cntruth to onc and another of Us, IL<'; a large 
ri\"er, flowing frolll one kingdom intu anothet', 
f;ometimes takes a new name. alheit the waters 
undergo no chan:;e, how small soever. There 
is, moreover, a truth of fiction more veracious 
than the truth of fact, as that of the Poet, 
which represents to us things and events as 
they ought to be, rather than servi1ely copies 
them as they are imperfcC'tly imaged in the 
crookell awl 
ll1oky glass of our munùane affairs. 
It is this which makes the speech of Antonins, 
though origiually f;poken in no wider a forum 
thau the brain of ::;hakespeare, more histori- 
cally valuahle than that other which Appian 
ha.
 }'cported, hy as much as the under.-;!..1.nùing 
of the Englishman was more eClll1prehcnsive 
than that of thc Alexandrian. Mr, Biglow, ill 
the present instance, has only made use of no 
license as
umetl h
" all the historians of antiq- 
uity, who put into the 1I10uths of various ehar- 
aC'ters su('h words as seem to them most fitting 
to tlI(' orcasion all1l to the speaker. ] f it he 
ohjpctcd that no such oration could eyer have 
been delivercd, I answer, that there are f('\v 
assemhlages for specc'h-making which do not 
better Ilcsef\.c the title of rnrliamentllm Inòoc- 
torm//' than cli.l the s.ixth ParJi:llnent of Henry 
the Fourth, and that mell stilll'ontinnc to ha\.e 
as much faith in the Oracle of Fools as e\'er 
I)antagruel had. Hnwcll. in his ]('tters, re- 
connts a nwrn" talf' of a certain am hassac10r of 
QUf'rn EJizahpth. who. ha\'in
 written twulf't- 
ters, - one to h('r )[a.ksty, awl the other to his 
wife. - dirc'ctf'd them at rros
-purpo
f's. so that 
t1w QuC'pn was helhll'kefl and helleare,l and rc- 
qUf'stC'd to send a chan
e of hose, and the wifc 
\Vas hpprincf'ssell an.l otherwise unwollt('(lly 
11esupcrlath'ec1, till the one feared for t]w wits 
of hcr amhass:l(lor, allli the other for those of 
ller hushand. ]n like manner it may be pre- 
sumed that our speaker has misdirel'tell j;ome 
of his thoughts. and gin'n to the whole theatre 
what he \Voulcl havc wished to ('onfille onh" to 
a select atHlitory at the bark of the eurtain. 
For it is seldom' that we can get any frank ut- 
terance from men, who aclclrcss, for the most 
pat't, a Buncomhe either in this worlll or the 
next. As for their audiences, it may he truly 
said of our people. that tlwy enjoy one ])olit ieal 
institution in common with thc anrient Athe- 
nians: I mean a certain profitless kind of o:.:tra- 
CiS'IIL, wherewith, nen'rtheles
, they seem hith- 
erto wpll enou!!h rontent. For in Presidf'ntial 
ele('tions. alltl'othet. :tmlirs of the sort, whereas 
I oh:,f'l"ve that tlll' Ow
t('I'S fall to the lot of com- 
])arati\'ely fl'\\', thp shelh; (such as t.he privilegp!; 
(If votill
 liS they at'p tof.l to do hy the ostriV()I
 
aforesaid, and of huzzaiug at public lUeetil1
) 
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are velJpUbernlly distrihuted amon:? the ])
oJM, 
as being their l'rescripti \"e ulIl1lllllte :mtticlcnt 
!)ortion. 
The o('C'asion of the speech is supposed to he 
Mr. Palfrev's refusal to votc for the Whig can- 
diùate for the ::5peakership. -11. W.J 


l' 0 1 Hez he 1 He haint, though 1 
"TUt? Voted agin him? 
Ef the binl of our country could ketch 
hitn, she'd :;;kin him; 
I seem's though I see her, with wrath 
in each quill, . . . 
I..ike a chancpry lawver, afi1m her 1)111, 
An' grilHlin' hèr tal
nt::; ez sharp cz all 
natf'r, 
To pounce like a writ on the back o' the 
traitor. 
Forgive me, my friends, ef I seem to be 
IH't, 
But a crisis like this must with vigor be 
met; 
'Ven an Arnold the star-spangled ban- 
ner ùestains, 
Hon }i'ourth 0' Julys seem to bile in my 
veins. 


'Vho ever \1 ha' thought sech a pisonous 
rig 
"... ould he Tun by a chap thet wuz chose 
fer a "7 1g 1 
" \Ye knmwll wn
 his" principles wuz 
'fore we sent hUll ? 
'Y ut wnz ther in them from this vote to 
vre,pput him? 
A marciful Pro,pidunce fashioned us 1101- 
]er 
0' pnrpose thet we might our principles 
:;;wal1er; 
It can hold any qnantity on 'em, the 
lIP 11 'T cau, 
Au' hring 'em up ready fer use like the 
l,elican, . . 
Or more like the kangaroo, who (wlch IS 
stranger) 
Puts her family into h
r pouch wen 
thpre's danger. 
Aint principle precious? then, who's 
goin' to use it 
"\\T en tllPre 's resk 0' some chap's gittin' 
up to ahuse it? 
I can't tf'll the wy on 't, but nothin' is 
so su re 
Ez thet principle kind 0' gits spiled by 
exposure; · 
it The speal;:er is of a different mind fl.om 
Tully. who. in his reeently ùiscoverpcl tral:tate 
De Rep'ltblicc(, tells us, - Nee vero /tCtùcre vtrtu- 


A man thet lets aU sorts 0' folks git a 
sight on 't 
Ough' to hey it aU took right away. 
e\'l'ry mite on 't ; 
Ef he can't kl.ep it aU to himself wen 
it's wise to, 
He aint one it'8 fit to trust llothin' so 
nice to. 


llesides, ther 's a wondcrful IJower in 
latitude 
To shift a man's morril relations an' at- 
ti tude; 
Some J10ssifers think thet a fakkilty 's 
granted 
The minnit it's proved to be thoroughly 
wanted, 
Thet a change 0' demand makes a change 
0' condition, 
An' thet t'\,prythin' '8 nothin' except by 
posi tion ; 
Ez, fer iustanc
, thet ruhber-trees fust 
begun bf'arin' 
\Ven l,'litikle conshunces come into 
wearin', - 
Thpt the f(>ars of a monkey, whose holt 
chancpd to fail, 
Draw('d the vertiLry out to a prehensile 
tail ; 
So, wen one's chose to Congriss, ez soon 
ez he's ill it, 
A collar grows right round his nec1
 in a 
minllit, 
.An' sartin it is thet a man cannot be 
striet 
1 n lwin' himself, wen he gits to the 
Df'Pstrict, 
Fer a coat thet sets wallicre in ole :Mas- 
sachusetts, 
\r en it hrits on to \Vashinton, somellOw 
askew sets. 


Resolves, do you S3Y, 0' the Springfield 
Convf'ntion ? 
Thet 's PNcisely the pint I was goin' to 
mention; 


tem satis est, f}1wsi fJrtcm ali'JlIam. nisi 1/tart. 
and from our ::\Iilton, who says: .. J cannot 
praise a fl1giti\"c and doistere,l \"irtne. t.nwxer- 
eised and unl>reathed, that lW\Oer sallies ont 
and secs hcr mh.crs:lI'Y. hut slinl,s out of the 
race where that immortal garland is to be run 
for not 1nWwut dust ((nd lw{f." - A reo]). He 
h:Hi takcn tllp wonls out of the Roman's mouth, 
without knowing it. Rnd might well exdaim 
with Austin (if a saint's name may staml spon- 
sor for a curse), Pe1.ea1tt qui ante nos nosh'a 
tlixc1'int ! - H. W. 
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Resolves air a thing \\e most gt>n'aIIy 
keep ill, 
They're a cheap kitHl 0' Just fer the 
t''yCS 0' t 114' p..>ople; 
A parcel 0' dt>lligits je&t git together 
All' ch.ll ft.
r a &pell 0' the crops au' t1u
 
wl'<\tlwr, 
'1' ht"'n , ('omiu' to orùer, they squabble 
n wilt> 
An' h.t off tbe speeches they're ferful '11 
spile; 
Then - Uesoh g e, - Thet we wunt hev 
an inch 0' slave t<>nitory; 
Thl"t Prl'
id(>llt Pulk's holll'crceedins air 
vl'ry tory ; 
Thet the w<\r is a damned war, au' them 
tlwt f'nlist in it 
Should hev a cravat with a drt'tlle tight 
twist in it . 
Tht,t the war i; a war fer the spreadill' 
0' ðla\'(
ry ; 
Thet our army desarves our best thanks 
fcr thcir bravcrv ; 
Thet we're the original friends 0' the 
nation, 
All the rest air a paltry an' base fabrica- 
tion ; 
Thet we highly respect )1es5rs. A, n, an' 
C, 
An' í'Z df'eply tl('
pi
e )[essrs. E, F, an' G. 
III this way thcy go to the eend 0' the 
c ha ptt>r, 
An' tllt>n they bust out in a kind of a 
I..L I't u r 
About tllt'ir own yartoo, an' folks's 

tonc-blindnt:'ss 
To tilt' IIII'll thet 'ouhl actilly do 'cm a 
kindncss, - 
The .Americ'é\n cagle, - the Pilgrims thet 
landed, - 
Till on ole Plymouth flock tlwy git 
tinaHy stralld(,tl. 
'ral, the people they listen an' say 
" Thet 's the ticket; , 
Ez fe
 
[
xico, 't aint no great glory to 
lIck It, 
But 't would be a darned shame to go 
pullin' 0' triggers 
To extend the area of abusin' the nig- 
gcrs. It 


So thpy march in percessions, an' git up 
hoora ws, 
.An' tramp tl1n1 the muù fer the good 0' 
the causc, 
An' think they're a kinù 0' fulfiIliu' the 
l,rophecies, 


""en tlley 're on'y jest changin' the 
holtlt'rs of olli.'es ; 
,V <lr(' 6\ sot afore, B is comrtahly sPated, 
Ouc humhug 's victor'ous an' t' other ùe- 
feated, 
Each honnahle Joughface gits jest wut 
he ax('s, 
.An' the l'eo1'lp, - their annooal soft. 
sodder au" taxes. 


x ow, to keep unimpaired all these glo- 
rious fecturs 
'fhet charadl'l"Íze morril an' reasonin' 
crc>(>turs 
Thct givc l'v:'ry paytriot all hp can cram, 
Thet oust tLe untrustworthy Presidunt 
Flam, 
An' stit.k honest rre
idunt Sham in his 
l'lacl' , 
To the manifest gain 0' the holl human 
race, 
An' to some indervidgewals on't in 
partickler, 
'Vho love Public Opinion an' know how 
to tickle her, - 
I say thet a party \\ ith gret aims like 
these 

Iust stick jest ez close cz a hive full 0' 
bees. 


I 'm wiUin' a man should go tollable 
strong 
Agin wrong in the abstract, fer thet kind 
0' "TOner 
Is oIlers unl
op'lar an' never gits pitied, 
ßecansp it's a crime no one never com- 
mitted ; 
But he mus' n't be hartl on partickler 
sins, 
CO? then he "11 he kickin' the people's 
own shins; 
On'y look at the Demmercrats, see \\ ut 
they've clone 
Jest simply by stick in' together like 
fun; 
They've sucked 11S right into a mis'able 
war 
Thet no one on nirth aint responsible 
for. 
They 'v
 nIll 11S a hundred cool miIIions 
in deht 
(.Au' fer Demmprcrat Horners ther 's 
gooù plums It"'t 
'et); 
They talk agill tayriffs, but nct fer a 
high one, 
An' so coax all parties to build up their 
ZiOll ; 
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To the people they're oIlers ez slick ez 
molas:ses, 
An' huttcl' their bread on both sides with 
The l\lassps, 
Half 0' whom they've persuaded, by way 
of a joke, 
Thet 'Yashinton's mantelpiece fell upon 
Polk. 


N ow all 0' these blessin's the "Tigs 
might enjoy, 
Ef they'd gumption enough the right 
means to imploy ;- 
Fer the silver spoon Lorn in Dermoc- 
racy's mouth 
Is a kinù of a scringe thet they hev to 
the South; 
Their masters can cuss 'em an' kick 'em 
an' wale 'eul, 
An' they notice it less 'an the ass did to 
Balaam ; 
In this way they screw into second-l;ate 
offices . 
'Yich the slaveholder thinks 'ould sub- 
stract too much oft. his ease; 
The file-leaders, I mean, du, fer they, by 
their wiles, 
Unlike the olù viper, grow fat on their 
files. 
'Val , the "Tiers hev been tryin' to grab 

 , 
all this prey frUIn em 
An' to hook this nice spoon 0' good for- 
tin' away frum 'em, 
An' they might ha' succeeded, ez likely 
ez not, 
In 1ickin' tIle Demmercrats all round 
the lot, 
Ef it warn't th(>t, wile all fait11ful 'Vigs 
were their kn(>es on, 
Some stutrvold codger would holler out, 
- "TI't>ason ! 
Yon mUfit keep a sharp ere on a dog thet 
hez hit yon once, 
An' I ail1t agoin' to cheat my constit- 
oount8," - 
'\T en every fool knm...s thet a man repre- 
s(>nt8 
Not the felIers t11et sent him, but them 
on the fence,- 
Impartially ready to jump either sille 
An' make 'the fust use of a turn 0' the 
tide, - 
The waiters on Providunce here in the 
city, 
· That was a pit11Y saying of Persins, and fit
 
our politicians without a wrinkle. -1\Iagister 
artis, ingenii'1ue lm.gitor venter. -II. W. 


"Tho compose wnt they call a State Cen. 
terl Committy. 
f'onstitoolluts air hendyto helpa man in, 
But artprwanls don't weigh the heft of a 
pin. 
'Vy, the people can't all live on Uncle 
Sam's PWo:, 
So they've nothin' to du with 't fer 
better or \\"11S ; 
It 's the folks thet air kind 0' brought 
up to depend on 't 
1'het hev any consarll in 't, an' thet is the 
enù 011 't. 


:x ow here wuz New England ahevin' the 
honor 
Of a chalJce at the Speakership showered 
upon her;- 
Do :you say, -" She don't want no more 
Speakers, but fewer; 
She's hed plenty 0' them, wut she wants 
is a doer" 1 
Fer the matter 0' thet, it's notoro11S in 
town 
Thet h(>r own representatives du her 
quite brown. 
But thet 's nothin' to du with it; '\\"1.1t 
right hed Palfrey 
To mix himself up with fanatical small 
fry? 
"T arn't we gittin' on prime with our 110t 
an' cold hlowin', 
Acondemnill' the war wilst we kep' it 
agoin' ? 
'Ve'd assumed with gret skill a com- 
mandin' position, 
On this si(le or thet, no one could n't 
ten wich one, 
So, wutf'ver side wipped, we'd a chance 
at the l)lunder 
An' could sue fpr illfringin' our pay- 
tentpd thunder; 
'Ve were ready to vote fer whoever W11Z 
eligible, 
Ef on aU pints at issoo he'd stay unin- 
t{' lligible. 
"Tal, sposin' we hed to gulp down our 
perfessions, . 
\Ve were ready to come out next morn- 
in' with fr(>sh ones; 
Besiclf.s, ef we did, 't was our business 
alone, 
Fer could n't we du wut we would with 
our own? 
An' efamall can, wen pervisionshevrizso, 
Eat up his own words, it's a marcy it 
is so. 
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.... 
"T y , thesE' chaps frum the Korth, with l Ire don't go an' fight it, nor aint to be 
Lack-how's to 'l'lIl, darn '(,III, driv 011, 
'OuId Ùf' wnth l110rc '.111 ticllnle 'rom X or l>cmmcrcrats nuther, thet hey wut 
Thumb is to Bal"llum : to lin. 011 ; 
Ther's"l'lIo11gh tl1(.t to 01lice on this very Ef it ..illt jl'st tIll' thiug thet 's well 
plan Jrow, l'h.asin' to God, 
By ('\.hi\,itill' how vcry small a man can It makcs us thought highly on eIsf'- 
grow. where abroaJ; 
But an .M.' C. frum herc oIlers hastens to The Rooshian ùlack eagle looks blue in 
stab' he hi
 eerie 
nl'lougs to the order called invertebraty, An' 
hakcs both his heaùs wen he hears 
\r ence somc gret filoloO'ists judge primy 0' 
lontcery; 
fashy 0 In the Tower Victory sets, all of a flus- 
Thet 
1. U. is M. T. by paronomashy; ter, 
An' these few e>..c{'ptions air lovsus nay- An' rc.uls, with locked doors, how we 
tllry won Cherry Bu:-;ter; 
}'olks 'ouM put down their quarters to ..An' old Philip Lewis - tllet come an' 
stare at, like fury. k(>p' 
chool here 
Fer the mere sake 0' scorin' his rya1ist 
ruler 
On the tenderest part of our kings in 
futltro - 
Hiùes his crown underneath an old shut 

 in his burt'au, 
Breaks off in his brags to a suc1.le 0' 
merry kings, 
How he often hed hided young native 
Amerrikins, 
An' turnin' quite faint in the midst of 
l.is fooleries, 
Sneaks down stairs to holt the front 
door 0' the Toolerif's.- 
You say, - " \Ve 'd ha' scared 'em by 
growin' in peace, 

\ pla.guy sight more then by bobberies 
like these" ? 
\Vho is it dares say thet our naytional 
eagle 


It's no use to open the door 0' success, 
Ef a nlembcr t.::an bolt so fer nothin' or 
le:-;s; 
""'y, all 0' them grand constitootional 
pillcrs 
Our fore-fathcrs fetched with 'em over 
the billers, 
Them pillers the people so soundly hey 
R] cl" Oil, 
'Vile to slav'ry, invasion, au' ùebt they 
were swep' 011, 
'Vïle our Destiny higher an' higher kept 
mountiu' 
(Though I guess folks 'n stare well she 
IH'nJs hcr account in), 
Ef 1lH'1Il bel's iu this way go kickell' agin 
, em, 
They wunt hey so much ez a feather left 
ill 'em. 


An', ez f(Ir this Palfn'y,- we thought wen 
we'd gut him in, 
He'd go kinJly in wutever harness we 
put him iu; 
Supposin' we did know thet he wuz a 
l'
acl' lIlau ? 
Doos hf' think he can be 'V"nc1e SammIe's 
1'0licl'lUan, 
Au' Wl'U Sam gits tipsy an' kicks up a 
riot, 
Lead l.im off to the lockup to snooze till 
he's quiet 1 
,\\? y, the war is a war thet true paytriots 
can bear, ef 
I t leads to the fat promiseù land of R 
tayritr; 
· There is tmth yet in this of Juvenal, _ 
Ie Dat 'enil1ln corviø, ve:Zl1t cCßøura colum' .
8.'. 
II. w. 


· Jortin is wilJing to allow of other mira(')es 
besirles those recorcll'rl in Holy Writ, and why 
not of other pfophecies? It is granting too 
much to Hatan to suppose him, a.<; divers of the 
learnc(L have done, the inspirer of the ancient 
ora('}es. Wiser, I esteem it, to give chance the 
ncdit of the successful ones. What is said 
here of Louis Philippe was \"erified in some of 
its minute partieulars within a few months' 
time. Enough to havp made the fortune of 
Delphi Of Hammon, and no thanks to Beel.æ- 
hub neither! 'l'bat of Seneca in 
lellt:a \\iU 
suit here:- 
.. Rapida fortuna at' Ie, ill 
r....cepøque regno eripuit, exøilio dedit." 
Let us allow, eyen to richly deserved misfor- 
tune, our commiseration, and he not over-ha
ty 
meanwhile in our censure of the Fr
nch people, 
left fur tbe first time to govern themselves, re- 
membering that wÜ,e sentence of 
Esch).lus, - 
· A7Taç ðÈ TpaXÌJÇ ÕCTTLÇ äv viav ICpaTii. 
II" W. 
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"'.,. un't much longer be classed with the 
birds thet air regal, 
Coz theirll lJe hooked beaks, an' she, 
arter this slaughter, 
'11 bring back a bill ten times longer 'n 
she ough' to " ? 
'Vut 's your name? Come, I see ye, you 
up-country feUer, 
You've put me out severil times with 
your beller ; 
Out with it! \V ut ? Biglow? I say 
Ilothill' furder, 
Thet feller would like nothin' better 'n a 
III urùer ; 
He's a traiter, blasphemel', an' wut 
ruther worse is, 
He puts all his atll'ism ill dreffie bad 
verses; 
Socityaint safe till sech monsters air out 
OIl it, 
Refer to the Post, ef you hev the least 
doubt 011 it; 
1Vy, he goes agin war, agin indirect 
taxes, 
Agin sellin' wild lands ' cept to settlers 
wi th axes, 
Agin hoidill' 0' slaves, though he knows 
it's the corner 
Our libbaty rests on, the mis'able 
scorner! 
In short, he would wholly upset with 
his ravages 
All thet keeps us above the brute crit- 
ters an' savages, 
An' l)itch into all kinds 0' briles an' 
confusions 
The holl of our civilized, free institu- 
tions ; 
He writes fer thet ruther unsafe l)rint, 
the Courier, 
An' likely ez 110t hez a squintin' to 
Fool'ier; 
I 'II he -, thet is, I mean I '11 be 
Liest, 
Ef I hark to a worù frum so noted a 
pest; 
I sha' n't talk with him, my religion's 
too fcrvent.- 
Good Illornin', my friends, I 'm your 
most humble servant. 


[Into the question, whether the ability to ex- 
press ourselves in articulate language has been 
productive of more good or evil, I shall not here 
enter at large. The two faculties of speech and 
of speech-making are wholly diverse in their 
natures. By the first we make ourselves intel- 
ligible, by the last unintelligible, to our fellows. 
It has not seldom occurred to me (noting how 


in our national legislature everythin cr runs to 
talk, as lettuces, if the season or th% soil be 
unpropi
ious, shoot up lankly to seed, instead 
of formmg handsome heads) that Babel was 
the first Congress, the earliest mill erected for 
the manufacture of gabble. In these da,-s 
what with Town Meetings, ISchool Committeès: 
Boards (lum ber) of one kind and another, Con- 
gresses, Parliaments, Diets, Indian Counl'ils, 
Palavers, and the like, there is sl'arce a vilIarre 
w}
ieh has JlO
 its factories of this des('ripti
n 
drIven by (uulk-aJllI-) water power. I cannot 
conc'eive the confusion of tongues to have lleen 
the curse of Babel, since I esteem my ignorance 
of other languages as a kind of l\Iartf'llo-tower 
in whieh I am safe from the furious bombard: 
ments of foreign garrulity. For this reason r 
have ever preferred the study of the dead lan- 
guages, those l)rimitive formations being Am.- 
rats upon whose silent peaks I sit secure and 
watch this new df'luge without fear, though it 
rain figures (silltUlac1'a, semhlances) of speech 
forty days and nights together, as it not un- 
cOllimonly happens. Thus is my coat, as it 
were, without buttons by which any but a ver- 
wH'ular wild bore can seize me. Is it not pos- 
sihle that the Shakers may intend to convey a 
(luiet reproof and hint, in fastening their outer 
garments with hooks and eyes? 
This reflection conceming Bal)el, which I 
find in no Commentary, was first thrown upon 
my mind when an excellent deacon of my con- 
gregation (being infected with the lSf'cond Ad- 
vent delusion) assured me that he had received 
a first instalment of the gift of tougues as a 
small earIlf
st of larger possessions in the like 
kind to fullow. For, of a truth, I could not 
reconcile it with my ideas of the Divine justil'e 
and mercy that the single wall whieh protected 
people of other languages from the incursions 
of this otherwise well-meaning !)ropagandist 
should be bro];;en down. 
In reading Congrcssional debates, I have fan- 
cied, that, after the subsidence of those painful 
buzzings in the brain which result from such 
exercises, I detected a slender residuum of val- 
uable information. I æade the discoverv that 
nothing takes longer in the saying than an):thing 
else, for as ex nihilo nihil fit, so from one poly- 
pus nothing any number of similar ones may he 
produced. I would recommend to thp attention 
of 'l'iva voce debaters and controversialists the 
admirable example of the monk Copres, who, 
in the fourth century, stood for half an hour 
in the midst of a great fire, and thereby silenced 
a l'tlanichæan antagonist who had less of the 
salamander in him. As for those who quarrel 
in print, I have no concern with them here, 
sinee the eyelids are a divinely granted shield 
against all such. Moreover, I have observed 
in many modern books that the printed portion 
is becoming gradually smaller, and the number 
of blank 01' fiy-Ieaves (as they are called) great- 
er. Should this fortunate tendency of litera- 
ture continue, books will grow more valuable 
from year to year, and the whole Serbonian bog 
yield to the advances of firm amble land. 
The sagaciolls Laeedæmonialls hearing that 
Tesephoue had bragged that he could talk all 
day long on any given subject, made no more 
ado, but forthwith ùanished him, whereby they 
supplied him a topic and at the same time took 
care that his experiment upon it :sholÙd be tried 
out of ear-shot. 
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I have wondere<1, in the Rppresent:tth'es' to eat our porrirlge cold. and gulp do," n our 
Cham her of our 0\\ n Comlllonwealth, to mark di
nity along with it. 
how little impression seemed to he prodlH'ccl I 
Ir. Calhoun has somehow acquired the name 
hy that emhlematic fish suspeJIClpd O\er the of a great statesman. awl, if it he great states- 
heads of the ruemhers. Our wb,..r ancestors, manship to put lance in re<it allll run a tilt at 
no douht, hung it there as heing the :tnirual the ðl'irit of the Age with the certainty of he. 
whic'h the Pythagon:ans reverew'ed for its si- in
 lIe>..t moment hurled lIeck anti heels into 
lence, and whieh eertainly in that particular the dust amid universal laughter. he deserves 
does 1I0t so v. ell merit the epithet col<l-lJloodccl, the title. He is the Sir Kay of our modern 
by whkh natur,llists ùistinguish it, as certain I chivalry. He should remember the old Scan- 
bipeds, affill'ted with ditch-water on the hrain, dinavian myth us. Thor was the strongest of 
who t:tke occasion to tap themselves in Fan- goùs, but he coulù not wrestle with Time, lIor 
euil Halls, meeting-houses, anù other l'h
ce8 of so much as lift up a folù of the great snake 
public resort. -II. 'Y.] which knit the universe together; anù wlwn 
he smote the Earth. though with his terrible 
mallet, it was but as if a leaf had faUen. Yet 
all the while it seemed to Thor that he llad 
only been wrestling with an old woman, striv- 
ing to lift a cat, anù striking a stupiù giant on 
the head. 
AIIII in oM times, doubtless, the giants lI'ert 
stupid, and there was no bettcr sport for the 
Sir LalllU'{'lots and Sir Gawains than to go 
ahout cutting off their great blundering head:i 
with enchanted sworùs. But things have won- 
derfully ehanged. It is the giants, nowaùays. 
that have the scielu'e allll the intelligence, 
while the chinilrous Don Quixotes of Conserva- 
tism still (,Ulnher themselns with the clumsy 
armor of a bygone age. On whirls the restless 
glohe through unsounded time, with its cities 
and its silenees, its births and funerals, half 
light, half shade, but ne\'er \\ holly ùark, and 
sure to swing round into the happy morning 
at last. With an inyoluntary smile, one sees 
Mr. Calhoun letting slip his Ilack-thread cable 
with a crooked pin at the end of it to anchor 
South Carolina uþon the bank and shoal of tile 
PMt.-H. W.] 
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No. V. 


TIlE DEBATE IN THE SE

IT. 


SOT TO A NUSRY RHYME. 


,\ 


[THE incident which gaye rise to the d('bate 
satirized in the followin
 yerses was the Ull- 
successful attempt of Drayton and Sa
Tes to 
gÏ\'e freeùom to seventy men amI women, fel- 
low-beings and fellow-Christians. Had Tripoli, 
instead of Washington, been the scene of this 
undertaking, the unhappy leaders in it would 
have been as secure of the theoretic as they 
now are of the l'ractical part of martyrdom. I 
question whether the Hey of Tripoli is blessed 
with a District Attorney so benighted as ours 
at the seat of government. Very titly is he 
named Key, who would allow himself to be 
made the instrument of loeking the door of 
11Ol'e against sufferers in sueh a cause. Xot all 
the waters of the oc(':m can ele:mse the vile 
smutdl of the jailer's fingers from off that little 
Key. Ah_nca clavi
, a brazen Key indeeù ! 
)Ir. Calhoun, who is made the chief speaker 
in this hnrlesque, seems to think that the light 
of the nineteenth century is to be ll\lt out as 
soon as he tinkles his little ('ow-bell curft'w. 
Whene\"er slavery is touched, he sets up his 
SC,1reerow of dissolving the Union. This may 
do for the Korth, but I shoulcl conjecture that 
something more than a pumpkin-IanÜ'rn is re- 
quired to scare manifest and irretrievahle Des- 
tmy out of her path. 1\Ir. Calhoun cannot let 
go the apron-string of the Past. 'rhe Past is a 
good nurse, but we must be weaned from her 
sooner or later, even though, like Plotinus, we 
should run home from s('hool to ask the breast, 
after we are tolerably well-grown youths. It 
will not do for us to hide 011r faees in her lap, 
whenever the strange Future holds out her 
arms anù asks us to come to her. 
But we are all alike. We h:i\.e all heard it 
said, often enough, that little boys must not 
play with fire; and yet. if the matt-hes be taken 
away from us, anù put out of reaeh u}lon the 
shelf. We must n('ecls get into our little corner, 
and scowl and stamp and threatf'n the dire re- 
venge of guing to hed without our supper. The 

 orlù shall stop till we get our Ilan
erous play- 
thing again. Dame Earth, meanwhile, who has 
more than enough household matters to mind, 
goes bustling hither anù thither as a hiss or a 
spnttt'l' tells her that this or that kettle of heN 
is boiling over, and beforQ beùtime \\ e are glad 


.t 


TO JIR. DCCKEX AJf. 


MR. EDITER, As i wuz kinder prunin 
round, in a little nussry sot out a year or 
2 a go, the Dbait in the sennit cum inter 
mv mine An so i took &. Sot it to wut I 
cnÌl a llussry rime. I hey matte sum onn3o- 
ble Gelltlemun speak that dilh'nt speak in 
a Kind uv Poetikullie sense the seeson i::i 
dretfie backerd up This way 
ewers as ushul 
HOSEA DIG LOW. 


"HERE we stan' on the Constitution, by 
thunder! 
It 's a fact o' \Yich ther's bushils 0' 
rroofs ; 
Fer how could we trample on 't so, I 
wonder, 
Ef 't worll't thet it's oIlers unùer our 
hoofs? " 
Scz John C. Calhoun, sez J1e; 
" H l1man fights haillt no more 
Uight to come on this floor, 
No more 'n the man in the moon," 
sez he. 
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U The North haint no kind d bisness 
with nothin', 
An' yon 've no idee how much bother 
it saves. 
"
e aint none ril
d by their frettin' an' 
frothin' , 
'Ve 're 1.lsed to layin' the string on our 
slaves, " 
Sez J ohl1 C. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
Sez Mister Foote, 
" I should like to shoot 
The holl gang, by the gret horn 
spoon ! " sez he. 
H Freedom's Keystone is Slavery, thet 
ther 's no ùoubt on, 
It 's sutthin' tIwt 's-wha' d' ye call 
it 1- dhyine, - 
An' the slaves thet we ollers make the 
most out on 
Air them north 0' :Mason an' Dixon's 
line, " 
Sez John C. Calhoun, Sf'Z he ;- 
" Fer all thet," sez :Mangum, 
"'T woult! be better to hang' pm, 
An' so git red on 'em soon," sez he. 
" The mass ough' to labor an' we lay on 
soffìes, 
Thet's the reason I want to spread 
Freedom's aree ; 
It puts all the cunninest on us in officp, 
An' reelises our blaker's orig'ual 
idee, " 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
"Thet 's ez plain," sez Cass, 
" Ez thet some one's an ass, 
It's ez clear ez the sun is at noon," 
sez he. 


" Now don't go to say I 'm the friend of 
oppression, 
But keep all your spare breath fer 
coolin' your broth, 
Fer I oUers hev strove (at least thet's 
my impression) 
To make cussed free with the rights 0' 
the North," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he j- 
" Yes," sez Davis 0' l\1iss., 
" The perfection 0' bliss 
Is in skinnill' thet same old coon," 
sez he. 


Ef brains wuz to settle it (horrid reflec- 
tion !) 
'Vich of our onnable body'ù be safe 1" 
Scz John C. <.. 'alhoul1, Sl'Z he ;- 

ez Mister Hal1lwgan, 
Afore he began agill, 
"Thct exception is quite opper- 
tOOI1," sez he. 


"Gen'nle Cass, Sir, you need n't be 
twitchin' your collar, 
Your merit's (Illite c1f'ar by the <lut 
on your knees, 
At the North we don't make no distinc- 
tions 0' color ; 
You can all take a lick at our shoes 
wen you please," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
Sez 
Iister Jarnagin, 
"They wunt hev to 1arn agin, 
They all on 'em know the old toon," 
sez he. 


"The slavery question aint no ways be- 
wilùeriu' . 
North an' South hpv one int'rest, it's 
plain to a glance ; 
K o'thern men, like ns patriarchs, don't 
sell their childrin, 
But they dzt sell themselves, ef they 
git a good chance," 
Sez John U. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
Sez Atherton here, 
" This is gittin' severe, 
I wish I could dive like a loon," sez 
he. 


" It'11 break up the Union, this talk 
about freedom, 
An' your fact'ry gals (soon ez we split) 
'11 make head, 
An' gittin' some bliss chief or other to 
lead 'em, 
'11 go to work raisin' promiscoous 
Ned, " 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he :- 
" Yes, the North," sez Colquitt, 
" Ef we Soutllf'nerS all quit, 
"T ouM go down like a busted bal- 
loon," sez he. 
"Jest look wut is do in', wut anuyky 's 
brewin' 
In the beautiful clime 0' the olive an' 


"Slavery's a thing thet depends on vine, 
complexion, AU the wise aristoxy's a tumblin' to ruin, 
It's God's Jaw thet fetters on black An' the sankvlots drorin' an' drink in' 
skins don't chafe; their wine," 
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[It was said of oM time, that riches have 
wings; and, though this he not applicable in 
a liter.11 strictness to the \\ ealth of our patri- 
archal brethren of the Suuth, yet it is dear that 
their possessions h:n.e le;;s. and an una('('oullt 
al,le propen
ity for nsillg them in a northerly 
dlre('tion. I mar\"el that the grawl jury of 
Washin
on did not fin.l a true hill a
ainst the 
?\orth Star for aÏllin
 and llhetting Drayton and 
Sayres. It would ha\"e been quite of a pif'I'e 
"ith the intelli;.!l'Ju'e displayeel hy the South 
on othf'r questions connc('ted \\ ith sla,"ery. I 
think th.lt no ship of state was e"er frt.i
hte'el 
\\ ith a lIIore \"('ril:lhle Junah than thi:; salllC 
clolllf>sti(' institution of nUN. )11'l'hist n l'lwll'" 
himself ('ouMnot feÍ!...'11 so hittt'r1
', so !oatiric:lll.r 
sael a sight. as this of three millions of human 
brin
s I'rnshe.l beyollfl hell' or hope hy thi:; 
Olle mi;.!hty al"',!ument, - Ollr fathers knl'w no 
htttt"T! !'("'f'rthpless, it is the una\"oirlahlc des- 
tin,. of Jonahs to he f'a!':t o\"erhoanl soemer or 
Jatèr. Or shall we try the experiment of hid- 
in,! onr Jc)lI:Jh in a saff' pla('e, that nOnf' ma
' 
lay h:1IlIls on him to make jets:ull of him? r et 
us, tlU'n. \\ ith e'lu:Jl fnrethou;.!ht anel \\ iselom. 
lash our,.el\"t's to the an('hor. and await, in piou
 
confidcJ1I'e, the ('cJ1.:lin re:omlt. PI'rh.lps our 
suspie'Jous pa..scnger is nn Jonah :Jfter aU. h<>- 
in
 hla('k. For it i
 well kno\\ n that a 
uperin- .. I know of no so rt'sponc:;ihle po<;ition a.<; thnt 
tenrling Providenre made a kinrl of s'lndwi('h of the pub1iI' jnurnalic:;t. Tlw editor of onr flay 
of Ham anet his descendants, to ue de\'oured I bf>aN the sllJne rplatinn to his time that the 
by the Caucasian race. clerk bore to the age before the invention of 


Sez John 
. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
" Yes," bez Juhnson, ., in Fr(lJH
e 
Thl'Y 're Leginllin' to ùance 
Beelzebub's own rigaùoon," Sf'Z h('. 
"The 
onth 's safe enough, it ùon't fèel 
a mitt' skeery, 
Our slavcs in tlH'ir darkness an' dut 
air tll Illest 
X ot to "elcumc with prouù ballylugers 
thl> ery 
\\
 en our e,\gle kkks Journ from thl> 
nil ytlUnal nest, 
Sez ,Jolin c. Calhoun, S('7. hE' ;- 
" ( )," b('Z \YesteoU 0' Floriùa, 
" \,"lIt tn'a!oion is horridcr 
Then our priv'leges try in' to proon f' 
sez Le. 
" It's 'eoz thpy 're so happy, thet, wen 
erazy snrl'ints 
Stick their nose in our bizness, we git 
so ùarneù rilell ; 
'Ye think it's our dooty to give pooty 
sharp hints, 
Thet the last dumb of Edin on airth 
sha' n't he spiled," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ;- 
" Ah," sez Dixon H. Lewis, 
" It perfectly true is 
Thet slavery's airth's grettest boon," 
sez he. 


In (iod.s name, let all, who ',ear nparer and 
nearl'r thl' hUllgry lIlu.Ul of the :-.tOTJIl aud the 
bru\\ 1 uf the b1t
ahcrs, speak uut! Uut, al..u> I 
\\ C h,1\ e 110 right to iutcnere. If a IIl.Ul pluck 
an apple IIf JI1IIIC, he shall he in dlllger of the 
ju..tiee; but If he steal In}' hrother, I llJu!>t be 
:-'Ilent. Whu say:; thi:;? Our CUJlstltution, (,Oll- 
SI'('rJ.ted Ly the callous cCllIsuetude of sixty 
).ears, and brrctSpc.1 in tJ iUllll'h.lIlt ar';UJllcnt by 
the left h.uul uf him ,\ hose J ight hand f'lut('hl's 
the clotted slave-whip, J usti('e, "ellf'rablc \\ ith 
the unclethronablf' majesty of cuuutle'is aons, 
saY:i, - SPEAK I The 1'ast, \\ ise with the sor- 
rO\\ s nnrl desolations of :Jgf'S, from anaid her 
shattereel faues fiud wolf-housing IMI"'I'p , edl- 
oes, - SPEAK! ::-'ature, through her thollsand 
trumpcts of frecelom, her stars, her 
uurisc!'i, 
her Sl':\S. her wimb, her ('atarJ.('l:" her mOlln- 
tams hlue with cloudy pincs, blow:'J juhilant 
enc'our.lgement, aJul crie:i. - 
PEA K ! From 
the sours trembling ahys!>es the still, small 
"oke not yaguely murmurs, - SPEAK! But, 
al:Js! the Constitution and the Honurable 
Ir. 
ßa
owind, M. c., say -DE DnlB! 
It o('curs to me to su;,;gest, ao; a topic of in- 
quÏ1'y in this connection, whether, OJI tint mo- 
mentuus o('casion when the gnats awl the sheep 
shall he parted, the Constitutiun and the Hnn- 
oraLie 
Ir. lla
nwiml, 
1. C., will ue eJl..pected 
to take their places on till' left as our hircine 
\'icars. 


Qllid S1lm miser tunc dictuTUS 1 
Quem, patronum rogatlcrus? 


Therp is a point where toleration sinks into 
sheer basenes
 amI poltrooncl")'. The toleration 
of the '\'orst leads us to look on what is barely 
better as good enough, and to worship" hat is 
only moderately good. Woe to that man. or 
that nation, to whom mediocrity has become an 
illl'al ! 
lIas our experiment of self-
o,"ernment Sl1('- 
('celled, if it barely mana
e to ruh m1l1 !Tn? 
lIere. now, i.. a piece of harbari!,;JJ1 whirh Christ 
an.l the nineteenth ('pntllr,. say shall re:Jse, :Iud 
which 
(essrs. Smith, Browu.. aJHI others Kay 
shall1tnt ('e1se. r wouM bv uo means df'n\' the 
emineut respe('tahility or tÌtesp I!pnt1elllpn: but 
I ('onfps". that. in sllc.h a "restlin!!-match. I 
('annot help ha\"ing my fears for them. 
Disciteju.stitiam, moniti, et 7Wn temnt'r" dil.OJ. 
H. W.] 


Xo. YI. 


TIlE PIOUS EDITOR'S CREED. 


[.\T the speC'ial inshnre of 
(r. Digl()\v. I 
T1reface the following' satire with an extraet 
from a sermon preacheel durin
 the pa!'>t slim- 
mer, from Ezekiel xxxÌ\.. 2: .. S()n of m:m. 
l'rophe"y a!!ain'it the shepherds of Jsr.leI." 

iJH'e the Rlhbath on which thi'i disl'ourse WilS 
dplh f'T"f>el. the pelitor of the" Ja"11am Jneleppn- 
(l('nt TIlllnelerhllss" has una(,C'01lJ1tably absented 
himself from our house of worship. 
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printing. Indeed, the position which he holds 
is that whkh the c1ergyman should hold even 
110W. But the elergymall ('hooses to walk off to 
the extreme edge of the world, and to throw 
su('h seed as he has clear o'"er into that dark- 
ness which he calls t.he Next Life. As if next 
did not mean nearest, and as if any life were 
nearer than that immediately preseut one whi('h 
boils and eddies all around him at the caucus, 
the ratification meeting, and the I)()lls! Who 
taught him to exhort men to pre parr for eter- 
nity. as for some future era of which the pres- 
ent forms no integral part? The furrow whieh 
Time is even now turning nms thrdugh the 
Everlasting, and in that must he plant, or no- 
where. Yet he would fain believe and teach 
that we are going to have more of eternity than 
we have now. 'This going of his is like that of 
the auctioneer, on which gone follows before we 
have made up our minds to bid, - in which 
manner, not three months back, I lost an ex- 
cellent copy of Chappelow OIl Job. So it has 
come to pass that the preacher, instead of be- 
ing a living force, has faded into an emblematic 
figure at christenings, weddings, and funerals. 
Or, if he exercise any other function, it is as 
l
eeper aud feeder of certain theologic dogmas, 
whkh, when occasion offers, he unkennels with 
a staboy! 'to bark and bite as 't is their nature 
tn,' whence that reproach of odium theologicum 
has arisen. 
":L\Ieanwhile, see what a. pulpit the editor 
mounts daily, sometimes with a congregation 
of fifty thousand within reach of his voke, and 
never so much as a nodder, even, among them! 
And from what a Bible can he choose his text, 
- a Bible which needs no translation, and 
which no priestcraft can shut and clasp from 
the laity, - the open ,'olmne of the world, upon 
which, with a I>en of sunshine or destroying 
fire, the inspired Prrsent is even now writing 
the annals of God! l\lethinks the editor who 
shouM understand his calling, and l)e equal 
thereto, wouM truly lie serve that title.of 7TOlf-L1)V 
).,awv, whkh Homer bestows upon prmces. He 
wonld l)e the Moses of our nineteenth century; 
anll whereas the old Sinai. Rilent now, is but a 
common mountain stared at by the elegant 
tourist ami crawled over by the hammering 
geologist, he must fiml his tahles of the new law 
here among factories and cities in this Wiltler- 
ness of Sin (Numbers xxxiii. 12) ('aIled Pro
ress 
of Ci\'ilization, and be the captain of our Exo- 
dus into the Canaan of a truer social order. 
" Nevertheless our editor will not COIllC so 
far within even tJ
e s11adow of Sinai as .l\llhomet 
did, Imt choo
es rather to construe )Ioses by 
Joe Smith. He takes up the crook, not that 
the sheep may be fed, but that he may never 
want a warm woollen suit and a joint of mut- 
ton. 
Immcmor, 0, fidei, pecorumq'lte oblite hwr'ltm! 
For which reason I would derÏ\.e the name 
editor not so much from edo, to puhlish, as from 

do, to eat, that being the I)eculiar profe
sion 
to which he esteems himself (':lHed. He blows 
up the flames of political discord for n
 oth
r 
occasion than that he JIlay thereby hamhly bOIl 
his own pot. I believe there are two thousand 
of these mutton-loving shepherds in the United 
States, and of these, how many have even the 
dimmest perception of their immense power, 


and the duties consequf'nt thereon? Here and 
there, haply, one. Niue hunùred and nincty- 
nine 1abor to impress upon the IJeople the 
grcat principles of l'wcc(lleclnm, and other nine 
huwlred and ninety-nine preach with equnl 
earnestness the gospel according to TU"eeùle- 
dee." -H. W.] 


I DU believe in Freellom's cause, 
Ez fur away ez Payris is ; 
I love to spe her :;tick her claws 
In them infarnal Phayrisc('s ; 
It 's wal enough agin a king 
To ùror resolvps an' trigger
,- 
But lihbaty '5 a kind 0' thing 
Thet don't agree with niggers. 


I ùu bplieve the lwople want 
A tax on teas an' cofft'es, 
Thpt nothin' aint extravygunt,- 
Purvidin' I 'm in office; 
Fer I hev loved my country Sf>nce 
l\Iy eye-teeth fillpd their sockéts, 
An' Cllcle Sam I reverence, 
Partic'larly his pockets. 
I du believe ill any plan 
0' h'vyin' the taxes, 
Ez long ez, like a lumberman, 
I git jest wut I axes; 
I go free-trade thru thick an' thin, 
Because it kind 0' rouses 
The folks to vote, - an' keeps us in 
Our quiet custom-houses. 
I dn believe it's wise an' good 
To sen' out fun"in missions, 
Thpt is, on Sal tin undprstood 
An' orthydox conditions ;- 
I mean nine thousan' doUs. per ann., 
Nine thou san' more fer outfit, 
An' me to recommend a man 
The place 'oulù jest about fit. 
I du believe in special ways 
0' prayin' an' convartin'; 
The bread comes back in many days, 
An' buttered, tu, fer sartin; 
I mean in preyin' till one busts 
On wut the party chooses, 
An' in convartin' public trusts 
To very privit uses. 
I du believe hard coin tIle stuff 
Fer 'lectionpers to spout on ; 
TIlP people's ol1ers soft enough 
To make hard money out on ; 
Dear U nc1e Sam pervièles fer his, 
.A n' gives a good -sized junk to all, - 
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I don't care how liarù money is, 
Ez long ez mine's paid punctooal. 
I du lwli('ve with aU my soul 
I u the gret Pn'ss's freeùom, 
To pint the pt>oplc to the goal 
.An' in the traces lead 'em; 
ralsied the ann thet forges yokes 
At my fat coutracts s(luintin', 
An' withered be the nose thet poles 
I nter the gov'ment printin' ! 


I dIt hr1ieve thet I should give 
""ut 's bis'n unto ('resar, 
Fer it's hv him I move an' live, 
Frulll llim my bread an' cheese air; 
I du believe thet all 0' me 
1)oth bear his sUlwrseription, - 
'\ïll, conscience, honor, honesty, 
An' things 0' thet description. 


I flu ne1ieve in prayer an' praise 
To him thet bez the grantin' 
0' jobs, - in every thin' thet pays, 
Hut most of all in (' A
TI
' ; 
This doth my cup with marcies fill, 
This lays aU thought 0' sin to rest,- 
I drm't believe in l'rincerple, 
But 0, I dzt in interest. 


I du believe in bein' this 
Or thet, ez it may happen 
Ont> way or t' other bentliest is 
To krtch the people nappin'; 
It aint hy princerples nor men 
My l'reudunt course is steadied,- 
I sceut wich pays the best, an' then 
Go into it baldheaùeù. 


I du b{'lieve thet hoMill' slaves 
Comes nat'ral to a Presidunt, 
Let 'lone the rowd('dow it saves 
To hey a wal-broke preceùunt ; 
Fer any office, small or gret, 
I could u't ax with no face, 
"...ithout I \1 ben, thru ùry an' wet, 
Th' unrizzest kind 0' dough face. 
I du believe wntever trash 
'11 keep the people in blindn('
s,- 
Tht.t we the Mexit"uns can t1irash 
Hight inter ltrotherly kinrlness, 
Thct bom hshells, grape, an' powder 'n' 
ball 
Air gooù-will's strongf'st magnets, 
Thet ppace, to make it stick at all, 
Must be druv in with bagnets. 


In short, I firmly du l)elieve 
In lIurnhug generally, 
Fpr it's a thill
 thet I pC'rceive 
To hev a solid vally ; 
This beth my faithful shepherd ben, 
In pasturs sweet heth It:ù me, 
An' this'11 keep the people green 
To feed ez they hev fed me. 


[I sUQjoin here another passage from my 
before-men tioned discourse. 


,. Wonderful, to him that has eyes to see it 
rightly, is the newsl'ap
r. To me, for exam- 
ple, sitting on the critical front bench of the 
pit, in my study here in Jaalam, the a(lvent 
of my weekly journal is as that of a strulling 
theatre, or rather of a puppet-show, on whose 
stage, narrow as it is, the tl"a
edy, comedy, and 
tarce of life are V1aycll in little. Behuh] the 
whnle huge earth sent to me hebdomadally in 
a hrown-paper wrapper! - 
.. Hither, to my oL,
t'ure corner, by wind or 
steam, on horseback or clromedary-hack, in the 
pouch of the IllIlian runner, or clicking OVer 
the magnetic wires, troop aU the famuus per- 
formers from the four quarters of the globe. 
Looked at from a point of criticism, tiny pup- 
pets they seem all, as the editor sets up his 
booth upon my desk and officiates as showman. 
Kow I can truly see how little and transitory 
is life. The earth appears almost as a drop of 
vinegar, on whkh the solar micro8cope of the 
imagination must be brought to bear in order 
to make out anything distinctly. That animal- 
cule there, in the pea-jaC'ket, is Louis Philippe. 
just landell on the coast of England. That 
other, in the gray surtout and cocked hat, is 
Xapolcon Bonaparte Smith, assuring France 
that she nee(l apprehend no interference from 
him in the present alarming juncture. At that 
spot, where you seem to see a speck of some- 
thing in motion, is an immense mass-meeting. 
Look sharper, and you will see a mite ùran- 
dishing his manllihles in an excited manner. 
That is the great 
Ir. Soanclso, defining his po- 
sition amid tumultuous and in-epressihlecheers. 
That infinitesimal creature, upon whom some 
score of others, as minute as he, are gazing in 
open-mouthed admiration, is a famous philoso- 
pher, expounding to a sel{>C't audience theip 
capacit). for the Infinite. That scarce discern- 
ible l)utflt't of smoke and dust is a revolution. 
That speck there is a reformer. just arranging 
the lever with which he is to move the world.. 
Anll 10, there creeps forward the shallow of a 
skeleton that blows one breath between its 
grinning teeth, ami all our distinguishc(l af'tors 
are whisked off the slippery stage into the dark 
Beyond. 
,', Yes, the little show-box has its solemner 
suggestions. Now ami then we catf'h a g-limpse 
of a grim old man, who lays down a scythe and 
hour-
la
s in the corner while he shifts the 
scenes. There, too, in the dim background, a 
weinl shape is ever delving. Sometimes he 
leans upon his mattock, :uul gazes, as a coach 
whirls hy, bearing the newly married on their 
wetlliing jaunt, or glances ('arelessly at a bahe 
hronght home from í'hristening. Suddenly (for 
the scene grows larger and larger as we look) a 
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bony hand snatrl1es l)ack a }wrformer in the 
midst of his part. aull him. whom 
'estenlay 
two infinitips (past and future) wouM not sur 
fiee, a hamUul of dust is en()u
h to cover and 
silence fbre'"er. Xay, we s('e the same tleshless 
fingers opening to dutt'h the showman himself, 
and gut'ss, not without a sluulder, that they are 
lY 
 ' .; in wait for speetator also. 
. Think of it: for three dollars a year I huy 
a cason-tieket to this great Glohe Theatre, for 
which God would write the dranw<; (only that 
we like farces, sl'ectades, and the tragedies of 
Apollyon better), whose s<"ene-shifter is Time, 
and whose curtain is rung clown by Death. 1 
'7Such thoughts will OCl'ur to me somethnes 
ash am tearing off the wrapper of my lIews- 
}Iaper. Then suddenly that otherwise too often 
vacant sheet berlll 
 1 :a n\'estcd for me with a 
strange kind of awe. Look! deaths and mar- 
riages, notices of i ltions, discoveries, and 
books, lists of promotions, of killetl, wouJHle(l, 
and missing, news of fires, accidents, of sudden 
wealth and as sudden poverty;- I hold in my 
l1and the ends of myriad invisib]e electric con- 
ductors, along whicÌ} tremble the joys, sorrows, 
wrongs, triumphs, hopes, and despairs of as 
many men and women everywhere. So that 
upon that mood of mind which seems to isolate 
me from mankind as a spectator of their l'uP- 
l)et-pranks, another supervenes, in which I 
fee] that I, too, unknown and unheard of, am 
yet of some import to my fellows. For, through 
my newspaper here, do not families take pains 
to send me, ] entire stranger, news of a death 
among them? Are not here two who would 
bave me kno of t.heir marriage? Ami, stran- 
gest of aU, is not this singular person anxious to 
11ave me informed that he has reeeh'ed a fresh 
supply of Dimitry ßruisgins? But to none of 
us docs the Present continue miraculous (even 
jf for a moment disrernpd ag such). We glance 
carelessly at the sunrisl', and get used to 
Orion and the Pleiadcs. The wonder wears off, 
and to-morrow this sheet, in which a vision 
was let down to me from Hpaven, shall be the 
wrappage to a bar of snap or the platter for a 
beggar's broken victuals." - H. W.] 


No. VII. 


A LETTER 


FRO1\[ A CANDIDATE FOR THB PRESIDEXCY 
I
 ANSWER TO SGTTIN QUF.STIO
S PRO- 
POSED BY MR. HOSEA BIGLOW, INCLOSED 
IN A NOTE FROl\[ MR. BIGLOW TO S. H. 
GA Y, ESQ., EDITOR OF THE NATIONAL 
A
TISLA VERY STANDARD. 


[CURIOSITY may be said to be the quality 
which l're-eminent]y distingnis11es and f.;pgre- 
g[ltes man fr01l1 the lower animals. As we trarc 
the scale of animate<l nature downwar(l. we 
find this faculty (IlS it may tndy l,e ralle(n. of 
tIle mind diminislwcl in the savage, and qmte 
extinet in the hrute. The first ol'.1e(.t which 
f'ivilized man propo!':es to himself I taJ,;e to. be 
the fjndin cr out whatsoe'"er- he can {'onc('rnmg 
his neighb""ors. Nihil h1tntanu'nb a .ntc alicnmn 


Pllto: I am curious ahout even John Smith. 
The desire next in strength to this (an oppo- 
site polt', indf>ed, of the same magnet) is that 
of comllllluieatillg the uniuteHigellce we ha'"e 
cal"pflllly pid,;ell np. 

ten in 
eneral may l)e divide(l into the in- 
quisitive àn<l the c'on'lllunieatÏ\'e. '1'0 the 
first dass belong Pepping 'roms. eaves-drop- 
pers, JHl\'el-contt'mplating Brahmins, metaphy- 
sician
, tra\"ellcrs, Empedodeses, spies, the 
various societies for l'romoting Rhillothism, 
Columbuses. Yanl,;ees, discO\"erer:3, aTlil men of 
Scit'IH>e, who prcsent themselves to the mind as 
so many marks of interro;;ation w<llHlt'ring up 
and <lown the worid, or sitting in sÌllllies anù 
laboratories. The second elass I shoul,l a
ain 
subdivide into four. In the first subdi,"ision 
I would rank those who have an itl'h to tell 
us ahout themselves, - as keept'rs of diaries, 
insi
nificant persons generally, )lolltaignes, 
Horace Walpoles, autohiographers, poets. The 
second indlldrs those who are anxious to im. 
part information cOllcernillg other }Jeop]e, -as 
historians, barbers, and such. To the third be- 
long those who labor to gÍ\'e us intelli
ence 
about nothing at all, - as nO'.elists, political 
orators, the large nwjority of authors, !weaeh- 
ers, lecturers, and the like. In the fourth 
pome those who are communicative from mo- 
tives of puillie hellevolenee, - as fimlrrs of 
mares'-uests amI bringers of ill news. Each of 
us two-legged fowls wit.hout feathers em braces 
all these subdivisiolls in himself to a greater or 
less degree, for none of us so much as lays an 
egg, or incubates a chalk one, but straightway 
the whole barnyard shaH know it by our cadde 
or our duck. Onmibus hoc 1'itimn est. There 
are different grades in all these dasses. One 
will turn his telescope toward a hack-yard, 
another toward Uranus; one will tell yon t)lat 
he dined with Smith, another that he supped 
with Plato. In one particular, aH men may lIe 
considered as belonging to the first grand di ,'is- 
ion, inasmuch as they all seem equally desir- 
ous of discovering the mote ill their neigh bor's 
eye. 
To one or another of these Sl)ecies e,.ery hu- 
man being may safely be referred. I think it 
beyoml a peradventure that .Jonah prosecuted 
some inquiries into the digestive apparatus of 
whales, and that K oah sealed up a lettcr in 
an empty bottle, that news in reganl to him 
might not be wanting in case of the worst. 
They had else l'een super 01' subter human. I 
f'onceiye, also, that, as there are certain persons 
who continually peep and }ny at the keyhole 
of that mysterious door through which, sooner 
Ol" later, we all make our exits, so there are 
douht]ess ghosts fidgeting and fretting on the 
other side of it, because they have no means of 
conveyin cr back to this world the scraps of 
news ihey have picked np in that. For there 
is an answer rea(ly somewhere to every ques- 
tion, the great law of gire and fnke runs 
throu(Yh aU nature, ami if we see a bool,;, we 
mav l
e sure that an eye is waiting fnr it. I 
rea;l in everv faee I mèet a standing ad,'prtise- 
ment of infòrmation w;mtf'd ill ret:arcl tn A. B., 
or that the frieuds of C. D. ('an hear something 
to his disadmntage by application to such a 
one. 
It was to gratify the two great passions of 
asking and answering that epistolary corre- 
spondence was first iuveuted. Letters (for by 
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tlJfø 1umrpet1 tit1e epistle.. are now commonly 
known) are of se\'t'ral }..1IJrls. First. Ult
re are 
thosf' whic'h .u-e lICIt h'Ucrli at all, - as It:'ttt:'I

 
patent, Il'ltf'r
 dilllissor'y, lettc.I
 eIH'lo
ing 
'LilIs, lettcr'i of Ilchninbtr.ltion. Plin.\.'
 letters, 
letter'i of tliplolu.u'y, of Cati), of 'lentoI', of' 
Lc>rcl
 Lyttelton. Chesterfieltl, ancl C )rrery, of' 
Jacoh ßehmen, 
encca (wholll 
t. Jt-WIIIC ill- 
c1Ulle
 in his list of sacr<'d \\ riters), letu>r
 from 
ahl'Oiul. from sons in college to their fathers, 
letter
 of 1I1arlfue, .Ulcl It.tters gener.llIy, whieh 
are in no wise lettt'l"S of mar}... :-;cconcl. are 
1"f'al h-ttt'rs, sueh .IS tho!>e flf (;ray, Cowper, 
W.llpolc. lIowt.lI, Lam", D. Y., the hrst It-tter
 
fl'tlm chilcln-n (printecl in staggering (':&pit.lb), 
I.t.tters from 
cw York, letters of credit, ami 
othf'1"8, intere
tin
 for the sa}..e of the writer 
or the thing written. I ha \.e rc.ld also lettcr:> 
from Eurol'f' hy a gentleman named Pinto, eon- 
taining SOIJlf' curious gos!ooip, awl which I hope 
to see ('o11I'c-tc'cl for the hem-lit of tllf' cur.ious. 
'I'here are, ùeslde's, letters atlclressecl to pos- 
terity, -as epitaphs, for e...ample, written for 
their 0\\ n monulJlents hy monar('hs, whercu)' 
we have lately he('ome possl'ssed of the nalJles 
of se\'eral gl't'at ('owl'lerors and}" ings of I_iugs, 
hitherto unhpanl of aJIII still unpronounceahle, 
but \alu.lhlf' to tIlf' stuclent of the entirely c1.lrk 
R
e:i. The It'tter which St. Peter sent to King 
l'epin in the }"t'ar of grace 7:)j, that of the Vir- 
gin to the 11l:lgbtrates Df )lc8sina, that of ðt. 
Gregory Thalllllaturg-us to the I)-I, and that of' 
this last-mcl1tione.l active polic'e-magistrate to 
a nun of GiJ'genti, I wonlcl place in a dass by 
thelll!oo(.lve,.. as nl"o the lctteI"l'l of rawli1lates, 
conl'erning whiC'h J shall dilate 1II0re fnlly in 
a note at the encl of the follO\\ing poem. .At 
}1Il'st:nt, $(tl l'rflt(L bibtrunt. Ollly, conC'erning 
the shape of letters, they are all either sliu:lJ'e 
or ohlollri, to \\ hich general figures eirl'ular 
letters ancl rnunù-robiu
 also conform them- 
t:eh'e
. -II. W.] 


DF}m sm it
 gut to l)e tIle fashnn now 
to rite letters to the cantH,} 8
 and i wns 
chose at a puLlil'k M eetin in J aalam to dn 
wut wus nessary fur that town. i writ to 
2ïI ginera]s and gut ansers to 209. tha 
ail" (':tIle.} cantliù 88 bnt I don't see nothin 
calHlitl ahout 'cm. this here 1 wich I 
sellll wus thought satty's factory. I dunno 
a... it's ushle to print Poscrips, hut as all 
the allsers I got hell the sailll, I "'posell it 
wus hest. timt's has gretly changet!. 
Fornw.ly to knock a m:\n into acockell hat 
\\ Ui to n
t' him up, hut now it ony gh'es 
Hm a chance fur the cheef maùgustracy. 
- H. B. 


I>I:AR Sm, - You wish to know my 
notions 
On fo;artin llints thet rile the lana ; 
There 's Ilothill' thet my natur so 
slulIIs 
E7 l)cin' mum or nndf'rlm1Hl; 
I 'Ill a strai
ht-sl'()kl'n kil1l1 o' (TN'tur 
Thct hlnrts right ont wut's in his 
head, 



\n ef I've one pp('oolpr f('ptnr, 
1 t is a nose thet wunt ùe led. 


So, to hegin at the beginnin' 
..\n' come dil't'dy to tIlt' pint, 
I think the country's unùerpinnin' 
Is sonw consiù'ùle out 0' jin t ; 
I aint agoin' to try your patierll'e 
By tellin' who ùone this or thet, 
I don't make no insinoo.ttions, 
I jest let on I smell a rat. 


Thpt is, I mean, it seems to me so, 
But, ef the puhlic think I 'm wrong, 
I wunt deny but wut I be so,- 
.An', fact, it don't STlwll very strong; 
.:\Iy mind's tu fair to lose its balance 
.An' say wich party het most sense; 
Tllt're may be folk') 0' greater talellce 
Thet can't set stiùdicr on the fcnce. 


I 'm an eclectic; ez to choosin' 
'Twixt this au' thet, I 'm plaguy 
lawth . 
I leave aside' th('t looks like lo
ill', 
Hut (wile there's ùoubt) I stick to 
both; 
I stan' upon the Constitution, 
Ez preuclunt statcsmun say, who've 
planned 
A way to git the most profusion 
0' chances ez to warc they '11 stand. 


Ez fer the war, I go agi nit, - 
I mean to say I kiwI 0' <lu,- 
Thet is, I mpan thet, bC'in' in it, 
The best way wuz to fight it thrl1 ; 
X ot hut wut ahstract war is horrirl, 
I sign to thet with all my heart,- 
But ci,.lyzation doos git forrid 
Sometimes upon a powùer.cart. 
Ahout thet clarnecl Provic;;o matter 
I ne,.er heel a grain 0' doubt, 
X or I aint one mv SPI1SP to scatter 

o '8t no one ròuld n't pick it out; 

ly love fer North an' South is equil, 
So I '11 jest answer plump an' frank, 
X 0 mattf'r wut may be th(' sequil,- 
Yes, Sir, I mn agin a Dank. 


Ez to the answerin' 0' questions, 
I 'm an off ox at llt'in' tin,,', 
Though I uint one tlwt ary tf'st shuns 
'll give our folks a hell'in' shove; 
KiwI 0' promiscuous I go it 
}\'l' thp holl countr), an' the ground 
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I take, ez nigh f'Z I ran show it, 
Is pooty gcn'ally all round. 
I don't appruvc 0' givin' pledges; 
You 'el ough' to leavE' a f('Her free, 
An' not go knockin' out thE' wedges 
To ketch his fing,'>rs in the trE'e ; 
Plf'dgE's air awfle breachy cattle 
Thet preuùunt farmers don't turn 
out, - 
Ez long 'z the people git thE'ir rattle, 
'Vut is there fer 'm to grout about 1 
Ez to the slaves, there's no confusion 
In my idees cousarnin' them,- 
I think they air an Institution, 
A sort of - yes, jest so, - ahem: 
Do Iown any? Of my merit 
On thet pint you yourself may jeclge ; 
All is, I never drink no sperit, 
N or I llaint never signed no l)]edge. 
Ez to my princerples, I glory 
In hevin' nothin' 0' the sort; 
I aint a .Wig, I aint a Tory, 
I 'm jest a candidate, in short; 
Thet 's fair an' square an' parpendicler, 
But, ef the Public cares a fig 
To hev me an' thin' in parti(>ler, 
'Vy, I 'm a kind 0' peri-Wig. 


P. s. 


Ez we're a sort 0' lwivateerin', 
0' course, you know, it's sheer an' 
sheer, 
An' there is suUhin' wuth your hf'arin' 
I 'n mention in YO'lt1' privit ear; 
.Ef yon git 'mC inside the '\Thite House, 
Your head with He I 'II kin' 0' 'nint 
By gittin' yon inside the Light-house 
Down to the eend 0' J aalam Pint. 
An' {>7, t11C Korth hez took to hnlstlin' 
At heiu' scrouged frum off the roost, 
I 'II tell ye wut 'II save all tusslin' 
An' giye our side a harnsome boost,- 
Tell 'E'm thet. on the Slavery question 
I'Ill IUGHT, although to speak I 'm 
Ia wth ; 
This gives you a safe l)int to rest on, 
An' leaves me frolltin' South by 
North. 


[Awl now of epist1es C'am1idatial, which are 
of two kinds, - namely, letters of aC'cept1\nce, 
Ilnd letters ddìnitive of position. Our repnb- 
lie, on tile eve of an electioll, mar safely cnough 


he caned. a repuNic of letters. Epistolary 
composition hecomes then an epidemic, which 
seizes one candidate after another, not seldom 
cutting short the thread of }wlitical Hfe. It 
has come to such a }laSS, that a party dreads 
less the attacks of it... opponents than a letter 
from its candidate. Litera scripta ?I1anet, and 
it will go hard if something l)ad cannot be made 
of it. General Harrison, it is weB understood, 
was surrounded, during his C'andidacy, with the 
cordon s(mitaire of a vigilance committee. !\ 0 
prisoner in Spielberg was e\"er more cautiously 
deprived of writing materials. The soot was 
scraped carefully from the chinmey-places ; out- 
posts of expert rifle-shooters relHlered it sure 
death for any goose (who came clad in feathers) 
to approaeh within a certain limitpd distal1l'e 
of Korth Bend; amI all domestic fowls about 
the premises were reduC'ed to the C'ondition of 
Plato's original man. ]
y these precautinns 
the General was sa\'ed. Parra C01nlio1U're 7II((g- 
nis, I remember, that, wilen party-s}lirit once 
ran high among my lleople, upon occasion of 
the choice of a new deacon, I, having my pref- 
erences, yet not caring too openly to eX}H"ess 
them, 1uade use of an innocent fraud to bring 
about that result which I deemed most desira- 
b]('. :My stratagem was no other t}lan the 
tllJ'OwÍllg a copy of the Complete LetteJ;;-Writer 
in the way of the C'andidatc whom I wished to 
defeat. He caught the iufection, and ad(hes!ærl 
a short 1lÜte to his constituents, in whÏl.h the 
opposite party detected so many and. so graye 
improprieties (he had modelled it upon Hie 
letter of a 
'Olmg ladyacct'l'ting a proposal of 
marriage), that he not only lost his election, but, 
falling under a suspieion of Sabellianism amI I 
know not what (the widow Endive assured me 
that he was a Paralipomenon, to her l'
rtaill 
knowledge), was forced to lea,Te the toW)}. 
Thus it is that the letter kiUeth. 
The object which candidates propcse to 
themselves in writing is to convey no meaning 
at all. And here is a quite unsuspected pitfall 
into which they successively plunge headlong. 
For it is precisely in such cryptographies that 
mankind are prone to seek for and find a won- 
derful amount and. \.ariety of significanee. 
Omne ignot1t1n pro rairifico. How do we admire 
at the antique world strh"ing to crack those 
oracular nuts from Delphi, Hammon, and. el
e- 
where, in only One of wllich can I so much as 
surmise that any I;:eruel hall e\'er lodged; that, 
namely, wherein Apollo confe;;;sed that he was 
mortal. One Didymus is, moreover, related to 
have written six thousand. bool;:s on the single 
subject of grammar, a tOI,ie rendered only more 
tenebrific by the labors of his suC'C'essors, and 
which seenH5 still to possess an attr:wtion for au- 
thors in proportion as they can make noUtin
 of 
it. A singular loadstone for theologians, also, 
is tIle Beast in the Apoca1ypse, whereof, in the 
course of my studies, I have noted two hun- 
dred. and three several interpretations, each 
lethiferal to all the rest. Xon '11Ostr1.l1n est t([?t- 
tas componere lites, yet r have myse1f ventured 
upon a two hundred and fourth, which I em- 
bodied in a discourse pr('ached on oecasion of 
the demise of the late usurper, Napoleon Bona- 
parte, and which quieted, in a large measnre, 
the minds of my people. It is tnle that my 
views on this important point were ar(lently 
controverted by Mr. Shemjashub Hulden, the 
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then prereptor of onr I\radf'my, and in other 
llal"ticulard a very dpservin:; and sensible 
yonng man, though possessing a somewhat. 
limited knuwledge of the Gl't'ck t()n
ue. Dut 
1IÍs heresy stl'ul'k IlowlI no df'ep root, and, he 
ha\'in" heen latdv removed hy thl' haml of 
}>rovidenl'e, I had "the satisfa('tioll of reallirlll- 
itw mv l'herished sentiments in a sermon 
JIJ7-a('hèd upon the LOl'lrS day illllJl(.tliately snc- 
("eedilw his funeral. This might St'em like tak- 
in
 an ounfair allvantnge, dill I not :ultl that he 
ha.lmatle provision in his last will (heing cl'li- 
hat
) fur the publication of f\ }losth\\lllo'
s 
ra{'- 
t,ltc in support of his own dang-erons OpIllIOIlS. 
I know of nothin
 in our modern timt's whi('h 
npproaches so nearly to the :1ncit'nt ol"aell' as 
thf' lettel. of a Presidential earlllillatl'. :Xow, 
amoll" the Greeks, the eating of 111'clllS was 
stl"it'tly forhidden to all stH'h as hacl it in mind 
to consult those expert amphiholu"dsts, alld 
this sallie prohiLition on the part IIf Pythag- 
ou" to his disciples is ulllierstooll to imply 
all ahstillenre fl'OIl1 politics, Leans ha\'ing been 
u
ed as }JaUnts. That other explication, 'luod 
t.idelicet sensw
 eo ci1Jo o1Jtundi existinuLt"et, 
though supported pugnis ct c(lrcibus by many 
of the leamed, and not wanting the counte- 
n:uwe of Cicero, is confuted by the lar
cr expe- 
rieJl('(' of :XI'W England. Un the whole, I think 
it s:rl"er to apply here the rnle of interpretation 
which now generally oht
ins in regard to an- 
ti(IUe cosmogonie!l, myths, fables, pro\'erhial 
expressions, and knotty points generally. which 
is, to tind a common-sense meaning, and then 
selet't whatever can he imagined the most oppo- 
site thereto. In this way we arri\'e at the con- 
clusion, that the Bred.!! ol
jedell to the (Illes- 
tioning of ('anditlates. Awl very properly, if, 
as I conceivp, the chief point be not to tlis- 
cO\"t'r what a person in that position is, or what 
he will do, hut whether he ('an he elected. Vos 
exelllJ1laria Græca noctllrna versate 7lumu, versate 
diu ,"no,. 
But, since an imitation of the Greeks in 
this particular (the askin;; of questions being 
one chief privHe
f' of freemen) is harùly to be 
hoped for, awl our candiùates will answer, 
whether they are questionell or not, I wouhl 
recommend that these ante-ele('tionarv dia- 
lo.;ues should be carried on hy symbòls, a!l 
were the diplomatic (,OITf>SpOlHIf'nl'es of the 
S('ythians anti :\Iaerobii, or confined to the lan- 

nìl
e of si
n
. like the famous inten'iew of 
Pan urge and Goatsnose. A candidate might 
then convey a suitahle reply to all ('ommittees 
of inquiry hy dosing one eye, or by prl'sl'nting 
thelll with a phial of E
yptian darkness to be 
speculated upon by their respe('tive constituen- 
cies. These answers woultl he susccptible of 
whate\'er rf'trospective constnwtion the exi- 
gencies of the po1itieal C'arnpaign mi
ht seem 
to delllaJul, awl the ('awlitlate ('ould take his 
JIOSït ion on either side of the fen('e with entire 
consistl'n('y. Or, if lettpl.!I must he writh'n, 
profitahle u!'e 1lli
ht he malle of thl' Dightoll 
rock hil'ro
h"phi{. or the ('ltIlpifonn s('ript. 
C\ I'ry fre..h flt'('iph!'rer of \\ hich is enahled to 
elllll'e a ditferent meanin
, wherchy a s('ulp- 
tured stonf' or two sUPl'lit's us. anI I will proh- 
ahly contÏ1mc to supply posterity, with a vt'ry 
\flst 111111 \'arioHs hody (If authentic histor), 
For e\"en the hriefl'st epistlf' in the orllinary 
chirogral,hy is dangerous. There is scarce all) 
13 


style so ('ompressl'd that superfluous worrl9 
m,lY not lle detel.tcIl in it. A sevcre critic 
might {'urtaH that famoHs brevity of Cæsar's by 
two thirds, drclwin
 his pen through the super- 
erogatory t'cni aml vidi. Perhaps, after all, 
the surest footin
 of hope is to he foullli in the 
rapi,lly i,wreasin
 teluleney'to df'lIIatulless and 
It'ss of qualifieation in candidates. AII'eady 
ha\'e statcsnmnshil', experience, and the pos- 
session (nay, the prof!'ssion, even) of prinl'il'les 
1,cen r!'jP{,tl'd as superfluous, allli may not the 
patriot reasonahly hopc that the ahility to write 
will follow? At }Iresent, there may be death 
in pot-hooks as well as pots, the loop of a Jet- 
ter may suffice for a 1.ow-string, anti all the 
dreadful heresies of Antislaver)" may lurk in a 
tlouri:)h. - H. W.] 


No. VIII. 


A SECO:iD LETTER FROM B. SAWIN, FSQ. 


[I:i the following epistle, we behoM 
Ir, 

awin l'cturning, a ntiles emeritus, to the hosom 
of his family. Qllantll1f/, 7iwtatlts! The gooll 
Father of us all had doubtlcss intrusted to the 
keeping of this chiM of his certain f.ll'tllties of 
a constructive kind. He had IUlt in him a 
share of that vital force, the nicest economy 
of en'ry minute atom of whieh is nece!>sary 
to the perfect development of Humanity. He 
h:1I1 gÏ\'en him a Lrain anll heart, and so had 
equipl'ell his soul with the two stron
 wings of 
knuwledge aud love, whereby it can mount to 
hang its nest under the eaves of hf>an'n. And 
this child, so dowered, he had iñtrustetl to the 
keeping of his vicar, the State. How stands 
the account of that stewar,lship? The ::5tatc, 
or So('iety (call her by what name )'OU will), 
h:1Il taken no manner of thoug-ht of him till she 
saw him swel1t out into the street, the pitiful 
leavings of last night's debanch, with cigar- 
elllls, lemon-parings, tobacco-quids, slops, ,"He 
stenches, and the whole Joathsome next-mor
 
iug of the bar-roolll, - an own chiltl of the 
Almighty God! I rt'member him a!l he was 
brought to be christpned, a ruddy, rugged 
bahe; anl\ now there he wallows, reeking. 
seething, - the dead I'orpse, not of a man, but 
of a soul, - a putref
 iug lump, horrihle for the 
life that is in it. <';onll's the wind of hea\"en, 
that good Samaritan, and parts the hair upon 
his forehead, nor is too ni('e to kiss those 
parched, ('rackelilips ; the mornin
 opens upon 
him her eyes full of pitying sunshine, the sky 
yearns down to him, - and tht're he lies fer- 
menting, 0 sleep! let me not profane thy holy 
name by calling that stertorous unconseions- 
ness a slumber I Dyand hy comes along the 
:state, God's vicar. Does she say, - .. }I) poor, 
forlorn foster-chilli! 13eh01d here a force 
which I will make dig and plant and bnilil for 
me"? Xot so, hut, - .. Here is a recruit ready- 
made to my hawl, a piece of dcstroyin
 ener
y 
lying unprofitahly i.llf'." So she elaps an ugly 
gray suit 1111 him, pllts a muskt't in his 
rasp, 
alii I sellll... him (Iff. with Gubernatorial anti 
oth!,I' 
(I(lspeed:i, to do duty a!l a destroyer. 
I made one of the crowd at th
 la.:.t '1t:cban- 
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ics' Fair, and, with the rest, stood gnzin
 in 
wonder at a l'erfcC't machine, with its soul of 
fire, its boiler-heart that sent the h
t hlood 
}Hllsing along the iron arteril's. and its thews of 
steel. Änd ,\ hile I was admiring the adapta- 
tion of means to end, the harmonious in'"lllu- 
tions of contrh"ance, and the ne'"l'r-bf'wil,lered 
complexity, I saw a grimed and gr('asy fellow, 
the impt'rious engine's laC'key and drudge, 
whose sole office was to let fall, at intel"\'als, a 
drop or two of oil upon a certain joint. Then 
my :;nnl said within me, 
ec there a pieC'e of 
meehanism to whil'll that other you ulal"\"el at 
is hut as the rude first etli)rt of a child, - a 
force whkh not merel)' suffices to set a few 
wheels in motion, hut which can send an im- 
})ulse all through the infinite future, - a con- 
trivance, not tor turning out pins, or stitching 
Imttonholes, but for making Hamlets and 
Lcars. .\nd yet this thing of iron shall be 
honsed, waited on, guarded from rust and dust, 
and it shall be a crime but so ml1eh as to 
snatch it with a pin: while the oOter, with its 
fire of God in it. shall be Imtl'ptecl hithcr aud 
thither, and finally sent C'arefully a thousand 
miles to ue t.he target for a l'll'xiean cannon- 
hall. Unthrifty Mother State! )ly heart 
burned within me for pity and i1}(li
nation, and 
I renewed this covenant with my own soul,- 
In (tliis VI(( nsuctns ero, at, in lJhtslJhcntiis con- 
tra Christ1wt. non ita. -l:l. W.] 


I SPOSE you wonùer ware I he; I can't 
tell, fer the soul 0' me, 
Exacly ware I be myself, - meanin' by 
thet the holl 0' mc. 
".... en I left hum, I hed two legs, an'they 
worn't bad ones neither, 
(The scaliest trick they ever played wuz 
bringin' on me hither,) 
Now one on 'em's I dmlllO ware;- 
they thought I ,,"uz adyin', 
An' sawed it off bf'cause they saiù 't wuz 
kin' 0' mortifyin' . 
I 'm willin' to beÜeve'it ""HZ, an' yit I 
don't Sf'e, nuther, 
'V y one shoud take to feelin' cheap a 
minnit sooner'n l' other, 
Bence both wuz eCluil1y to blame; but 
things is ez they be ; 
It took on so thf'Y took it off, an' thet's 
enough fer me : 
There's onf' good thing, though, to bf" 
saiù about my wooùen new one,- 
The liquor can't git iuto it ez't useù to 
in the true one; 
So it saves drink; an' then, besiJes, a 
feller could n't Leg 
A grettc'r blessin' then to hev one oIlers 
sobpr p<'g ; 
It '8 true a chap's in want 0' two fer fol- 
If'rin' a drum, . 
But all thf' march I'm up to now is jest 
to Killgùolll Come. 


I've lost one eye, but thet's a luss it '8 
easy to supply 
Out 0' the glory that I've gut, fer thct 
is all my eye; 
An' one is hig <'lIough, I guess, by dili- 
gent1y miÏn' it, 
To see all I shall ever git by way 0' pay 
fer losin' it ; 
Off'ccrs I notice, who git paid fer all 
our thumps an' kiekins, 
Du wal by keel'ill' single eyes arter the 
fattest pick ins ; 
So, ez the eye's put fairly out, I'll larn 
to go without it, 
An' not allow 'inysclf to be no gret put 
out about it. 
N ow, Ie' me see, t11et is n't al1; I used, 
'fore leavin' J aalam, 
To count things on my finger-f'f'nds, but 
sutthin' seems to ail 'eIll : 
'V are 's my left hand? 0, darn it, yes, 
I recollect wut's f'ome on 't ; 
I haint no left arm but my right, an' 
tlIet 's gut je:st a thumb on 't ; 
It aint so helllly ez it ,,"uz to cal'late a 
sum on 'to 
I've hed some ribs hroke,- six (1 bl'icve), 
- I haint kep' no account on '('Ill ; 
'Ven lwnsions git to lie the talk, I'll 
settle the amount on 'em. 
An' now I'm speak in' about ribs, it kin' 
0' brings to mind 
One thet I could n't never break, - the 
one I let"' bdlÌud; 
Ef yon should Sf'e her, jest clear out the 
spout 0' your invention 
An' pour the longest sweetnin' in about 
an annooal pension, 
An' kin' 0' hint (in case, you know, the 
critter should refuse to be 
C0l1s01f'd) I aillt so 'xpensive now to keep 
ez wu t I ust>d to be ; 
There's one arm less, ditto one eye, an' 
then the It>g thet 's wooden 
Can be took off an' sot away wellever 
ther's a pudùin'. 
I spose you think I'm comin' back ez 
opperlunt ez thunder, 
'Yith shiploads 0' gold images an' varus 
sorts 0' plunder; 
'Val, 'fore I vullinteered, I thought this 
country wuz a sort 0' 
Canaan, a reg'lar Promised Lanù tlowiu' 
with rum au' water, 
"\Vare ]>l'opaty grO\VPcl np like time, 
without no cultivation, 
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.An' gole} W117 c1n
 ('7. tatcrs be among OUf 
\r.mkf'(' nation, 
"'arc natl'rd.l aclvanta
es were pufficly 
nmazill', 
'Vare everv rork thf'rp wuz al,out with 
prcc'io"us stUIl
 \\.\17. ùlaziu', 
"rare mill-
itl's lille'el th(' cuuutry np cz 
thick ez you coulù cram ('1Jl' 
.An' <1f'
pllt ri\Cr:i run about a b<>ggin' 
fol k..; to d.\ll1 \'111 ; 
Tlwn tllt"rt
 were Tlleetinhouses, tu, 
chockful 0' gol<1 an' :,ilnr 
Thet "OU ('ouM take, an' no olle could n't 
Jiand ye in no hill fer;- 
'l'het's wut I thought afore I wcnt, 
tlU.t'8 \\'1\t them ft'llers told us 
Thet !oitayt'd to hum an' :-;pccehi1ìeù an' 
to the ùuzzar,ls sol<1 us; 
I thought th('t gulcl-miut's cuuld be gut 
chl'a}wr than Chiny elsters, 
.An' Sf'(' m}
clf acolllill' ùack like sixty 
.Jacob .\stors; 
But scC'h Îeh'f's soon meltc<l down an' 
dill n't I('ave a 
rease-spot; 
I vow my hull she('r 0' thc spiles would n't 
comc l1i
h a V spot ; 
Although, most finywares we've ben, 
yuu need u't break no locks, 
Nor run uo kin' 0' risks, to fill your 
pocket full 0' ro('ks. 
I 'xlwet I mentioned in my last some 0' 
th
 nateral ft'cturs 
0' thi=" all-fiercli buggy hole in th' way 
0' awfle crepturs, 
But I (('rgut to name (new things to 
spf'ak 011 so ahoullllf'tl) 
How one ,lay yon'l1 must die 0' thust, 
an' 'fore the Iwxt git drownùeù. 
The c1ymit s(>Pl11s to me jest like a tea- 
pot malle 0' pcwter 
Our Prnllf'nce hpd, thpt would n't pour 
(all she could ùu) to suit her; 
Fust place the leaves 'ould choke the 
spout, so's not a ùrop 'ouItl ùreen 
out, 
Then Prurle 'ouId tip an' tip an' tip, till 
the holl kit bu'\t dean out, 
Th{' ki
or-hiIl
('-I
in ùein' lost, tea-leaves 
an tea an klvpr 
'ouId all come down krrslI'nsh / ez though 
the dam hroke in R river. 
Jt
st so 't is here; holl months there 
aillt a cby 0' rainy weatlll'r, 
An' jpst ez th' officers 'oulù ùe a I
'yin' 
Ju.aùs togpther 
I:.l t' huw th
y \1 mix th{'ir drink at sech 
a milingtary dcel)ot, - 


'T "ouM pour e7 thO
lg11 the lid v. uz off 
the e\ t'rl.\:-itin' tt'al'ot. 
The cons"l'lI'nl"e i"" th..t I shan take, 
well I 'm allowl'ù to If.ave lll'rf', 
One I'Ït'ce 0' prul'aty along, au' thet'8 
the 
hakiIl' fever; 
It's rpggilar t'mployrnpnt, though, au' 
th..t aint thought to harm OIU', 

 or 't aint so tiresome ez it wuz with 
t' other l..g an' arm on ; 
.Au' it's a consolation, tu, although it 
duo,", u't }la), 
To hev it saill lUU 're some gret slmkes 
in any kill' 0' \\ay. 
'T \\"OI"11't W very 101lg: I ten J.e "ut, I 
thought 0' fortin-makin', - 
One day a J"t'g'lar shi \'pr-ùe-freeze, an' 
llext ez goode/ hakin',- 
One day aln.ilin' in the sand, then 
sll1oth'rin' ill the m:l:-,he:-i, - 
Oit up all sounel, ùe Intt to bed a mess 
0' hacks an' sm<lshps. 
But then, thinks I, at any rate there'8 
glory to he hl>d, - 
Thet's an investment, arter all, thet 
may n't turn out so bad; 
But sOll1phow, wen we'(} fit an' lickeù, 
I oIlers founù the thanks 
Gut kin' 0' lodged afore they come ez 
low ùown ez the ranks; 
The Gin'rals gut the biggest sheer, the 
Cunnles next, an' so on, - 
lVe npver gut a blasted mite 0' glory ez 
I know on ; 
.An' spose we h{'d, I wonder how JOU 're 
goin' to contrive its 
Division so's to give a piece to twenty 
thousand privits ; 
Ef JOU should multiply by ten the por- 
tion 0' thp brav'st one, 
You woulll n't git more 'n half enough to 
speak of on a grave-stull ; 
'Ve git the licks, - we 'n' jest the grist 
thet 's put into ". ar's hoppprs ; 
Leftenants is the lowest gmlle thet helps 
pick up the coppers. 
It may suit folks thet go agin a body 
with a soul in 't, 
..\n' aint contpnted with a. hide without 
a helgnet hole in 't ; 
nut glory is akin' 0' thing I sha' n't 
pursue no furller, 
Coz thet 'g thp olfcers parfJuisítp,- 
yourn's ou'y je:)t the murJ.er. 
'Val, art{'r I gin glory up, th ill 'ks I at 
least there's one 
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Thing in the bills we aint hed yit, an' 
thet's the GLOmors FC, ; 
Ef once we git to l'lexieo, we fairly may 
persumc we 
All dayan' night shall revel in the halls 
0' Montezumv. 
I'll tell ye wut ?;lY reve]s wuz, an' see 
how you woulillike 'em; 
TVe never gut im
ide the hall: the nigh- 
est evcr I come 
'Yuz stan'in' sentry in the sun (an', fact, 
it seemed a cent'ry) 
A ketchin' smells 0' Liled an' roast thet 
come out thru the entry, 
An' hearin' cz I swelter;d thru my 
passes an' repasses, 
A rat-tat-too 0' knives an' forks, a 
clinkty-cIink 0' -glasses: 
I can't tell off tIle bill 0' fare the Gin- 
rals hed inside; 
All I know is, thet ont 0' doors a pair 
0' soles wuz fried, 
An' not a hunderd miles away frum 
ware this child wuz posted, 
A :Massachusetts citizen wuz baked an' 
biled an' roasted; 
The on'y thing like revellin' tIlet ever 
come to me 
'Yuz bein' routed out 0' sleep by thet 
darned revelee. 


They say the quarrel's settled now; fer 
my part I 'ye some doubt on 't, 
't 'II take more fish-skin than folks think 
to take the rile dean out on 't; 
At any rate I 'm so used up I can't do 
no more figh tin', 
The on'y chance thet 's left to me is pol- 
itics or writin' ; 
Now, ez the people's gut to heva mil- 
ingtary man, 
An' I aint nothin' else jest now, I've hit 
npon a plan ; 
The can'idatin' line, you know, 'ould 
suit me to a T, 
An' ef I lose, 't \\"unt hurt my ears to 
lodge another flea ; 
So I '11 set np ez can'idate fer any kin' 
0' office, 
(I mean fer any tl1et includes good easy- 
cheers an' soffies ; 
Fer ez tu runnin' fer a place ware work's 
the time 0' day, 
You know thet's wut I never did,- 
except the other way;) 
Ef it's the Presidential cheer fer wich 
I'd better run, 


,V ut two legs anywares a.bout could keep 
up with illY one? 
There aillt no kin' 0' quality in can'i- 
dates, it's said, 
So useful t-'Z a wooden leg, - except a 
wooden head; 
There's ]}othiJl' aiut so POl'p)"lar - (wy, 
it's a parfpct sin 
To think wut Mexico hez }laid fer Santy 
Anny's }Jill ;) - 
Then I haiut gut no princerples, an', 
sence I wuz knee-high, 
I never did hey any gl'et, ez JOU can 
testify; 
I 'm a decided peace-man, tu, an' go 
agin the war,- 
Fer now the holl on 't 's gone an' past, 
wut is there to go for? 
Ef, wile you're 'lectioneerin' round, 
some CUrtIS cllaps should beg 
To know my views 0' state affairs, jest 
answer WOODEN LEG! 
Ef they aint settisfied with thet, an' kin' 
0' pry an' don 1t 
An' ax fer sutthin' deffynit, jest say 
OKE EYE PUT OUT! 
Thet kin' 0' talk I guess you '11 find '11 
answer to a charm, 
An' wen you're drnv tll nigh tIle wall, 
hol' up my missin' arm; 
Ef they should nose round fer a pledge, 
put on a vartoous look 
An' tell 'em thet's percisely wut I never 
gin nor - took ! 


Then you can call me "Timbertoes,"- 
thet 's wut the people likes; 
Sutthin' combinin' morril truth with 
pluases sech ez strikes; 
Some say the people's fond 0' this, or 
thet, or \\"ut you please,- 
I tell ye wut the people want is jest cor- 
rect idees; 
"Old Timbertoes," yon see, 's a creed 
it's safe to be quite hold on, 
There's nothin' in 't the other side can 
any ways git. llOld on ; 
It's a good tangible idee, a sutthin' to 
em hod v 
Thet valooàble class 0' men wIlQ look 
thru brantly-toddy; 
It gives a Party Platform, tu, jest le\'(>1 
with the mind 
Of all right-thinkin', 110nest folks thet 
mf>an to go it hlind ; 
Then there air other good hooraws to 
drar on cz you need 'em, 
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Sech e7. the O
F.-r:YF.f) RI.AnTEJ:.EJ:., the 
BI.OODY BII
lIot'I:EIH'
l : 
Them'8 Wlit takt's hoM 0' folh.s th(-1 
think, ez \\"l.ll ('Z 0' the ma
:-.f>
, 
Au' ma)..cs yon sartin 0' the a.il! 0' gooù 
men of all cl.1SSCS. 


There's one thin
 I 'm in doubt about; 
iu onIt'r to be Prcsidunt, 
It's ahsolnte1y ne':)sary to L' a 
outhern 
fl'sitl unt ; 
The COll!o,titntiou settlcs thet, an' also 
tl1t't a. 1"1' IIt'r 
Must OWIl a uigg('r 0' some sort, jet blàck, 
or 1,ro\\'n, 01' )"('III'r. 
Now I haillt 110 objcctions agin partieklar 
('Ii Illes, 
Nor agiu ownin' any thin' (except the 
truth sonJPtimes), 
Bnt, t'l I haiut no capital, up there 
among ye, mayl)f', 
You might mise "ulllIs ('nough fer me to 
1my a Io\\"-pricl'd ha1,y, 
Au' th(>l1 to suit the X o'thern folks, who 
ft',,1 ohlt'l'gl'd to say 
They hate un' cuss the very thing they 
vute fer e\'ery ùay, 
Say yon 'n' assnl"l'll I go full butt fer 
Libhatv's dilrusion 
An' IlIadI.' the pnrchis on'y jest to spite 
the I nst itootion ;- 
J
ut, golly! there's the currier's hoss 
upon the pa\'(,IHl'nt pa.win' ! 
I 'll be more 'xplicit in my next. 
Y ourn, 
ßIRDOFREDt:'
{ SA ,,"1X. 


[We have now a tolemhl\" fair rhan('e of es- 
till1atin
 how the balan('e-Rlieet stand:i hetween 
our retu.rIle,1 volunteer and g-lory. Supposing 
the entne:i to hp set Ilown on hoth sillf':i of the 
a('('onnt in fractional parl.. of one hl1l1flrt'(I, we 
shall arri\"e at something like the fullowing re- 
ault ;- 


B. SAWIX, Esq., in a('('otmt with (BLA
K) 
GLORY. 


C
 D
 
By 10Si of onp leg, 20 To one fìï
th three 
.. do. one arm. 15 rhpf'rs in Fan- 
dll. fonr f1n
ers, 5 eni1 11.111, . "30 
do. Olle e\ ('. . 10 do. rlo. on o('ca- 
the"' hf('.ll
ing of sion of prespnta- 
Hi"( ri hi, . . 6 tinn of S\\ onl to 
havin
 Sp r\f'1 I Colonp1 Wri
ht, 25 
under Colonel .. onp Rnit of 
r:lY 
CnRhin
 one '.lotllt's (in
t'n- 
month, . . 4-1 ions1y Unllt'l'om- 
ing) . 1:; 


100 


Cr. 
Drought forward 100 


Dr. 
nrol1
ht f'orw:ml 70 
To mURical f'ntf'r- 
taiulllent!õõ (drum 
fll II I fi fe SIX 
munthfol),. "5 
.. onc dinller nftf'r 
rl't u rn . 
chance of' Ilen- 
sion, . 
pri\"ile
e of 
drawing lon
- 
how during rt'...t 
of natural life, 23 


1 


1 


100 


100 


E. E. 


It "onld apppar that 'fro Sawin fonnrl thp 
al'tual ft'.l<;t ('\11 iou
ly the re\"er
c of the hill 
of f.lre advt'11isc(1 in Fanf'uil II.lll anll other 
1'1:'U'es. J lis prim,lry ohje('t SCCI1Iß to have 
I
cn the m"\ldng of his fortune. Q1V
renrlrr. 
pecllnin primu11l, tJirtlts post nllmmo.'J. lie 
hob-ted s,lil for J:lllor,u1o, aud ship\\ rf'ckCll 011 
Point Trihulation. Quid llon mort(llia pectora 
cog is, (Juri øacTa fames? The 81.ecuhtion has 
sometimes c'ros'icrl my miwl, in that dre.try 
illten.al of tlrought which illu'rvcllcs lwtwel'n 
quarterly stiptmdiary sho\\crs, that Provi- 
lienee, by the ('reation of a 1Il0ney-tref', mi:;ht 
ha'"e sÍll1plifit",1 \\\lllderfully the sometimes per- 
plpxing prublcm of human life. We reatl of 
hread-tref's. the lmUer for which lies rearly
 
churned in Irish hogs. .l\1ilk-tree:. we "\re as- 
sured of in Houth America, and stout 
ir John 
IIawkinR testifies to water-trees in the Can,t- 
ries. Boot-tree.. bear abumlantl\" in L\"Im anll 
elspwherf' : and I have seen, in .the eñtrieR or 
the wealthy, hat-treps with a fair show of fruit. 
.A famih"-tree I ont'e culti\"att
ll myself, ami 
foUl III U;f'rf'from but a 
('anty yiell( mill that 
quite tastelt'ss ami innutritious. Of tref's hear- 
in
 men we are not without pxamples : as those 
in the park (If I onis thf' Elf'venth of France. 
Who haR for
Ol:tf'n, moreover, that olive-tree, 
gro\\in
 in the .\thellian.s hack-garden. with itg 
stran
e uxorious crop. for the general propaga- 
tion of whieh, RR of a new anrl precious variety, 
the philnRophcr Diogenes, hitherto uninterested 
in arhorieulturf', was RO zealouR! In the sylva 
of our own Southern Statcs. the females of my 
family ha'.e calh'(l my attention to the china- 
trpf'. Xot to nlH1tipl
" pxamples. I will harp1y 
aiM to my list the bin'h-tree, in the smaller 
hran('hf'R of whil'h ha.. been impl:mtf'(1 RO 
miracnlous a virtue for commnlli"atiJlg the 
r'ltin an(1 Greek langua
eR, amI which may 
well. therefore. hf' c"lasserl among till' trees pro- 
thll'in
 ne('cssarips of life. - 't'eneral>ik dOltUÐ' 
fafnli.'i 'lJirg(r'. That monf'y-trf'es f'xiRtell in the 
gnltlpII a:.:p there want not l,re,"a1cnt reasons 
for our lwlipvillg. For does not the old prnv- 
f'rh, whpn it nssf'rts that mOJ1PY dof's not grO\v 
on erer!l hush. imply a fortiori that therf' were 
pf'rtain hushps whi('h did produ('e it! .\Jrain, 
thf'rf'iR another an('il'nt saw to the effi'et that 
mone\" is tile' Toot "f an evil. From \\ hich two 
a(l-1:.:p;' it may he s:lfe to infpr that the alore- 
saill sl)f'('ies of trf'I' lirst dp
f'nelatetl into a 
shrnh, then ah"colJllellundef'
round. anrl tinal- 
ly, in our iron a
C!, vanishetl alt.o
ether" In 
70 
 favorable CXl'oiiurtJt> it may be coujecturcll tl1J.t 
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n 
peeimen or two sl.1rYived to a great age, as 
in the garden of the Hesperides; and, indeed, 
wlwt f'lse coulll that tree in the 
ixth Ænei,l 
JHwe heen, with a brandl whl'reof the 1'rojan 
Itero procured admission to a territory, for the 
enterin
 of which money is a sure,' passport 
than to a certain other more profitable (too) 
foreign kin
do1ll? Whethcr thesc speculations 
of mine haye any force in them, or wllt'ther 
they will not rather, by most rea(lers, be deemed 
impertinent to the matter in hand, is a ques- 
tion whieh I leave to the lletermination of an 
indulgent posterity. That there were, in more 
primitive and happier times, shops where 
money was sold, - anù that, too, on credit and 
at a ùargain, - I take to be matter of demon- 
stration. For what but a dealer in this artide 
was that Æolus who supplied Ulysse8 with 
motive-l'ower for his fleet in bags? What that 
ErÌ<'us, King of Sweden, who is saiù to have 
kept the winds in his eap? what, in more 
recent times, those I,apland N ornas who traded 
in favoraùle llreezes? A]) which will a)lpear 
the more clearly when we consider, that, even 
to this ùay, raising the 'wind is proverllial tor 
raising money, and that brokers and banks 
were invented by the Venetians at a late.. þc- 
rioù. 
And now for tIle improYement of this digres- 
sion. I find a pam])el to :Mr. :-:;awin's fortune 
in an :l<henture of my own. For, shortly after 
I had first broached to myself the before-stated 
natural-historical anù are hæologieal tLeories, 
as I was passing, l!(('c 11C[lotia penitus meCU1n 
revolvens, through one of the obscure suLurbs 
of our New England metrollOlis, my eye was 
attracted by these words upon a sign-hoard,- 
CHEAP CASH-STORE. Here was at once the 
confirmation of my speeulations, an(l the sub- 
stance of my hopes, Here lingered the frag- 
ment of a happier past, or stretched out the 
first tremulous organic filament of a more for- 
tunate future. Thus glowed the distant l\Iex- 
ico to the ('yes of Sawin, 3S he looked through 
the dirty pane of the recruiting-office window, 
or speculated from the summit of that mirage- 
Pisgah which the imps of the bottle are so 
cunning in raising up. Alreatly had my Al- 
naschar-fancy (even during that first half-be- 
)ieving glance) expended in various useful direc- 
tions the funds to he obtained by pledging the 
manuseript of a pro})osed volume of discourses. 
Already did a clock ornament the tower of the 
Jaalam meeting-house, a gift appropriately, 
but modestly, commemorated in the parish and 
town records, both, for now many years, kept 
by myself. Already hac} my son Seneca com- 
))leted his course at the University. Whether, 
tor the lI1onwnt, we may not hc considere(l as 
Rctually lording it OWl' those R:lrat.arias with 
the ,'ieeroyalty of whi('h Hope invests us, and 
whether ,,:e are {'verso warmly housed as in 
our Spanish castles, wou1<1 afford mattcr of 
argument. Enough that I 1'O\1))(} that sign- 
board to be no other than a O:lit to thc trap of 
a de('ayed gTO('pr. Kevertheless. I hought a 
pound of dates (:.!;etting short wf'ight hy reason 
of immense fti
hts of harpy flies who pursued 
anù light<><1 upon their prpy ('yen in the w'1T 
flcales). whiPh pnrehase I made, I10t onl
' with 
:m eye to the little ones at home, but also as 
a figurative reproof of that too frequent habit. 
of my mind, which, forgetti
lg the due order of 


('hronology, will oft('n p('rsuat1c ml' t11nt 1118 
hal'PY s('eptre of Satnrn is t>trdchell O"Cl' tlÜ
 
Astræa-1(u'sakell ninlt
enth ('
lItlUT. 
Having glanced at tile ledocr of <..aoQ' under 
the title Sa win, B., lct us extend our illves- 
tigatiuns, and dis('uver if that instructive vol- 
mile does not ('ontain sOllie char 6 cs moro 
))crsonaUy interestilJg to our;"ch'es. I think wo 
should lIe more economÌl"al of our resources 
did we thoroughly apprecia.te the fact, that: 
whenever Brother JUl1athan seems to he thrust- 
ÌI
g l
is hand iuto his 0\\"11 }locket, hc is, ill filet, 
)Hekmg ours. I confes:> that the late 17me!.; 
which the country has been running has mate- 
ria1Jy ('hanged 111)' vÏC'ws as to the Lest method 
of raising revenue. If, by means of direct tax- 
ation, the biJIs 10r every extraor<1inary outlay 
'
ere brl!ught unùer our immediate eye, so that, 
lIke thnfty housekeepers, "\ve could sce where 
and how fast the moncy ,vas going, we shaul.} 
be less likely to commit extravagances. At 
)Iresent, these things are managed in such 
a hugger-mugger wa)', that wp know not what 
we )1ay for; the poor man is clmrged as ll1u
h 
as the rich; Elml, while we are saving and 
scrimping at the spigot, the government is 
drawing off at the bung. If we could know 
that a part of the mOIH'Y we f'xpend for tea 
and f'of:!ee gocs to buy powder and balls, anll 
that it is Mexican ùlooll whkh IIIakes the 
clothes on our backs more costly, it would set 
some of us athinking. During the present fall, 
I have often pictured to l1Iy
elf a government 
official entering my study and handing me tLe 
following bill :- 


WA.SHINGTON, Sept. 80, ]848. 
REV. HOMER WILBUR to 
ncIe .samuel, 
Dr. 


To his share of work done in Mexico on 
}lartller8hip accoullt, sundry jobs, 
as below. 
" killing, maiming, and wounding about 
5,000 l\Iexicans, . $ 2.00 
I. slaughtering one woman carrying wa- 
ter to wounded,. .. .10 
.. extra work on two different Sabbaths 
(one bombar(lmcnt and one as- 
sault), wherel)y the .Mexicans 
were preyented from defiling 
themselyes with the idolatries of 
high mass, . . 3.50 
.. thrO\\'ing an especially fortunate and 
Protestant bombshell into the 
Cathcdral at ,"cra Cruz, whereby 
spveral female Papists were slain 
at the altar, . .50 
.. his proportion of cash paid for con- 
quered territory,.. 1.75 
do. do. for f'Ollquering do. 1.50 
.. manuring do. with npw superior 
compost caned .. American Citi- 
zen" .50 
"exteJllIing the ar"ea of freedom and 
Protestantism, .01 
" glory, .01 
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Immediate paY171ent is requested. 


N. B. Thankful for fomH
r favors, U. 8. 
reqnests a contiuuance of patronage. Ûrùers 
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exC'C'utct1 with neatnf'
s nnd rlC'!;pat('h. T('rms 
ns low as those of any othcr contractor for the 
Bailie hind ,'Iud Ht)"le of work. 
I can fancy the otfkial answf'ring my look of 
horror with, -" Yes, 
ir, it luoks like a hi
h 
ch.1r
c, 
ir; but in these flays shughtcring is 
slau.;htering." Verily. I would that everyone 
under:òloud that it WR:J; for it 
')es aùout ob- 
taining money l1wler the false pretelwc of hl'ing 

Iory" Fllr )fit', I ha\'e au imagination whic'h 
]llilY
 me un('omforta1,le tril'ks. It happens to 
me sometimes to see a sl:mghtercr on hiM way 
)Iollle from his (lay's work, and furthwith my 
imagination pllt.; a cOf'ked-hat upon hig hea.1 
awl ('p,mlettes upon his sholll.ler:J, and scts 
him up as l1. ('ilwlidatf' for tllP Presidency, So, 
also, on a recellt puhlic Of'f',lsion, a
 the pl;u'(' 
nssi
ned to the .. ltevcrelld Clel-gy" is jllst be- 
hind th.1t of" Olfì,'cr:i of the Army ,1I1d 
avy" 
in processions, it W.IS my fortulle to he seatt'.1 
nt the dinlll'r-tahle o\.pr l1.
ainst oue of these 
respectahle IJf'rsolls. lIe was arrayed as (out 
of his own proff'ssion) only kings, court-ulli- 
l
('rs, anti footmen arc in Europe, and Indians 
in Ameriea. Now what floes my 0\ er-ottieious 
imagination hut ::;et to work upun him, strip 
}Iim of his gay livcry, awl prcsent him to me 
l'uaUess, his trousers thrust into the tops of 
a P.1ir of boots thick with clotted hloml, and a 
b..tsket on his arm out of whidl lolled a gore- 
smeared axe, thcreùy destroyiug my relish for 
the temporal mercies UpOll the boarù befure 
mel-ll. W.) 


x o. IX. 


A THIRD LETTER FRO:\[ B. SAWI
, ESQ. 


[UPON the followin
 letter slender comment 
will be Ileellful. In what rÏ\'er 
elemnus ha..; 
f r. 
Sawin bathed, that he has become so swiftly 
oùliviou
 of his former lo\.es? From an al"df'llt 
and (liS hefits a soldicr) l"onlì.lent wooer of that 
cuy briùe, the popular favOl", we see him suh- 
sitle of .1. sUllden illto the (I trust not jiltptl) 
CinC"Íllnatus, returning to his plough with a 
gooùly sized hranch of willow in his hawl; 
tiriurati\"ely returning, howe\"er, to a fi;;urati\"e 
),Iough, and from no profound affection for that 
)Ionored implement of hushandry (for which, 
iwle('II, '11.. Hawin l1e\'pr displayed any deeidf'.t 
}1I'cdilection). but in order to he gracefully sum- 
JIloned therefrom to more congelliallaùurs. It 
"multi seem that the character of the ancipnt 
Hidator had become part of the reco
nized 
"tock of onr modern political ('ollledr tholl"h 
as 0111" tcnll of oUiee extcnfls to a qll
drelll7iaj 
length, the par,lllel is not so minutely exact a
 
con III he dcsired. It is snffi('i,'ntl\" so 11Ow- 
ever, for purposes of !\("pnÌl' n'"res"n
Ltion. 
An h11111hle l'utta
e (if huilt of lo
s, tlm ht'ttt.r) 
forms the .Arcadiall ha..k
roun.l IIf the sta
t'. 
This rustic I':tracli..;,. is Ithdle.l .\shllllll, Ja- 
:11.1111, XIII!h D('n.I, 
hr...hlit'hI. KiIlfICl.hoo!{, or 
Intnn It IU'
P, .1.. o('l"a
ion IICIIULllIls. Before 
t'IC (loor st 11111.; a something with one hanùle 
(the other paintell III proper perspef'tÏ\'e), 
which reltresenb, in happy illeal \"agnelless, 
the I,lough. To this the defeateù candidate 


rn..h('s with delirions joy, w(:}('omPfI :tCl a fat!IPr 
hy appl"l>priate groups of h.ll'l'Y I.lhnrcl's, or 
frolll it the S\H'("('
sful one is torn with dlm- 
culty, SU.;t.liIlCd alolle hy a nohlt. :-.cnse uf puh- 
lic ùuty. Only I have oh..;('rve,l, th.lt, if the 
KCcne he l,lill at Biton H.ouge ur .hh1.md, the 
lahorcrs are kept carefully ill the 1,.1I'k;;1"OulI ' l, 
awl ,Ire he.lrd tf) shout from behiwl tlw'i,.clleg 
in a sillglliar tone n'sclllhiing ululation, ,LUfl 
a('('oIHl'aniefl by ,L sounel not unlike vigofUu'i 
dappillg. This, however. lIIay be arti:,tit'ally 
ill keepill
 with the hahits uf the ru!-tic 1'01'111;1- 
tion (If those hJl'aliti..s. The IJr
('ise ('onlle4'twn 
1I..twe('n agricultural pursuits awl sí.at.e.,man- 
"hip. I h,lve not ùeen a"le, after flili;;t'ut 
lIuluiry, tf) discover. But, that Iny invt'sti;.:a- 
tious lIIay not be harrell of aU fruit, I \\ III 
lIIentiou one euriou:i statistical fact, whit'h I 
cunsider thoroughly est,lblished, namely. th:1.t 
no real farmer e\'Cr attains praetÍ<'alIy ùpyowl 
a SOdt in Gelleral Court. howP\'er thcoreticalIy 
qURliticfl fur more exalte.l statif)n, 
It is prohahle that some other prospept has 
been openeù to 
Ir. Sawin, awl that h(' has 1I0t 
ma.le this 
rp.1t sal'ritice without some defillitc 
Ulltierst:llltlin
 in rp.
anl to a seat in the f'ah- 
iuet or a forei;;n mis.;ion, It m:LY he supposed 
that we (If Ja.alam w('re not untou4'lw.1 hv a 
feeling of villatie pricle in beholcliu6 our towns- 
man oc('upyin;; so larg.. a spacc ill the puhlie 
eye, Awl to lIIe, deeply revolving the qu.lli- 
fit'ations uCI'c"s'lry to a eandi(late in these frn- 
gal times, those of 
Ir. S. seemed peculiarly 
adapted to a successful campaign. The loss or 
a Ie;;, an arm, an eye, awl four fingers reclucell 
him so nearly to the eonditiou of a vm; et prro- 
terra nihil, that I could think of nothing but 
the loss of his heafl hy whkh his ('hanl'e coulrl 
have hccn betleretl. But since he has dwsen 
to balk our sutfragl's, we must content our- 
selves with what we ca
 get, rememhprin!; l('c- 
tuc(t.
 non esse dandas, dum, cardui sufficiant.- 
11. W.] 


I SPOSE you rf'collect thet I eXplained 
my gcnnle viC'ws 
In the last billet thet I writ, 'way ùown 
f ru m V ('pry Cruze, 
Jest arter I'd a kind 0' ben spon ta- 
nously sot up 
To run unannermously fer tbe Presiden- 
tial cup; 
0' cour
e it worn't no wish 0' miI1f', 
't wuz ferflely distressin', 
But pOl'piler enthusiasm gut so almighty 
pressin' 
Thet, though like sixty all along I fumf'(l 
an' fussed an' sorren'ù, 
Therf' tlilln't seem no wa
's to stop their 
ùrillgiu' on me forn'nl : 
Fact is, they u<lw'ù the matter so, I 
('oHhl n't hplp a(hllittin' 
The Fatlwr 0' his ('oHlltry'S shoes no 
fel.t hut mine 'oHM fìt 'in, 
Uesilles tilt' savin' 0' the sole:; fer ages to 
sllcceed, 



200 


THE BIGLO'V PAPERS. 


Seein' t1lCt witl} one wan nut foot, n pair 
'd bp more '11 I need; 
An', tell ye wut, them shops '11 want a 
thund'rin sight 0' patchin', 
Ef this ere fashion is to last we've gut 
into 0' hatchin' 
A pair 0' second \V. ashintons fer every 
new election,- 
Though, fer ez number one '8 consarned, 
I don't make no objection. 


I wuz agoin' on to say thet wen at fust I 
saw 
The ma!,ses would stick to 't I wuz the 
Country's father-'n-Iaw, 
(They wouhl ha' hed it Father, but I told 
'em 't would n't du, 
Coz tllt't wuz sutthin' of a sort they 
could n't split in tu, 
An' '\Tashinton hed hed the thing laid 
fairly to his door, 
Nor dars n't say 't worn't his'n, much 
ez sixty year afore,) 
But 't aint no matter ez to thet; wen I 
WHZ llomernated, 
'T worn't natur but \Vut I should feel 
consid'able elated, 
An' wile the hooraw 0' the thing wu? 
kind 0' noo an' fresh, 
I thought our ticket would ha' caird the 
country with a resh. 
Sence I've come hum, thong}}, an' looked 
round, I think I seem to find 
Strong argimunts ez thick ez fleas to 
make me change my mjnd; 
It 's clear to anyone whose brain aint 
fur gone in a phthisis, 
Thet hail Columhy's happy land is goin' 
thru a crisis, 
An' 't would n't noways du to llev the 
people's mind distracted 
By bein' all to once by sev'ral pop'Iar 
names attackterl ; 
'T ,';ould save holl havcartloarls 0' fuss 
an' three four months 0' jaw, 
Ef some illustrous paytriot should back 
out an' withdraw; 
So, ez I aint a crooked stick, jest like- 
like ole (I swow, 
I dunno ez I know l1Ís name)- I '11 go 
back to my plough. 
,\\T enever an Amerikin distinguished pol- 
itishin 
Begius to try et wut they call definin' 
his posishin, 


WaI, I, fer on(', feel sure he aillt gut 
nothin' to definp ; 
It's so nine> cases out 0' ten, but jest tbat 
teuth is mine; 
Anù 't aint no more 'n is }1foper 'n' right 
in sl'ch a sitooation 
To Ilint the course you think '11 be the 
savin' 0' the nation; 
To funk right out 0' p'lit'cal strife aint 
thought to be the tllÍng, 
'Vithout you deacon off the toon you 
want your folks should sing; 
So I ed vise the noomrous friends thet 's 
in 011e boat with me 
To jest up killock, jam right down tlH'ir 
hellum hard a lee, 
Haul the sheets taut, an', laying out upon 
the SntInm tack, 
1\1ake fer the saff'st port they can, wich, 
I think, is Ole Zack. 


N ext thing you'll want to know, I 
spose, wut argimunts I seem 
To see thet makes me think this ere '11 
be the strongest team ; 
Fust place, I've ben cousiù'ble round in 
bar-rooms an' saloons 
Agetherin' public sentiment, 'mongst 
Dpmmercrats and Coons, 
An' 't aint ve'y often thet I meet a chap 
but wut goes in 
Fer Rough an' Ready, fair an' square, 
hufs, taller, horns, an' skin; 
I don't deny but wut, fer one, ez fur ez I 
could see, 
I did n't like at fust the PbeladelpllY 
nomernee : 
I could ha' pinted to a mall thet wuz, I 
guess, a peg 
Highp.r than him, -a soger, tu, an' with 
a wooden leg; 
But every day with more an' more 0' 
Taylor zeal I 'm burnin', 
Seein' wich way the tide thet sets to 
office is aturnin'; 
'Vy, into Bellel's's we notched the votrs 
down on three sticks,- 
'T wuz Birdotredum one, Cass aught, an' 
Taylor twenty-six, 
An' bein' the on'y canderdate thet wuz 
upon the grou11l1, 
They said 't wuz no more 'n right thet I 
should pay the drinks all}"oUlHI ; 
Ef I '<1 expected spch a trick, I would 11't 
ha' Cllt my foot 
By goin' an' votin' fer myself like a con- 
sumed coot; 
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It di<l l1't makC" no difrrf'n('(', though; I 
wish I lIIay lit, .'ust, 
Ef B,'lh'rs \HI/. u't 
lilU enough to say he' 
would n't tru
t ! 


Another pint t11('t infiul'nces thp minas 
0' so\)('r jcdrrps 
Is tlH.'t tll(' Giu'
LIIH'z 11't gut tieù hand 
an' foot with plcdgps; 
He hf'z n't tol.l ye wut he is, an' so there 
aint no kuowin' 
IJut wut he may turn out to be the best 
thcre is àgoin' ; . 
This, at th(' on'y 
pot thet Plllchell, the 
shoe tlil"l,ctly e.lses, . 
Coz enn' on.' is free to 'J\.pcct p >rclsely 
wu t "he pl..asl's: , . 
I W.lIIt fn'l'-trade; you don t; the Gm- 
'ral is n't bouu.l to nl'ÌtheI ;- 
I vote my way; YOIl, YOUI'n; .In' both 
air soott'd to a T tIll're. 
Ole Roucrh an' l
l':l(ly, tu, 'g a \\Yig, but 
\\ itì70ut hf'in' uÏtry 
(lIe's like a holsomp hayin' day, thet 's 
warm, but is n't sultry; 
He 's je
t wut I should call myself, a 
kin' 0' scratch PZ 't ware, 
Thct aint exacly all a wig nor wholly 
your own hair; 
I've b..n a 'Vig three weeks myself, 
jl'st 0' this mod'rate sort, 
An' don't filHI tllI'm an' Dcmmercrats so 
different ez I thought 
 
They ùoth aet pooty md'ch alike, an' 
pu-;h an' Sl'l"ougP an' cus ; 
They're like two pickpockets ill league 
fer Lllde 
:unwell's pus; 
Each takes a sitle, an' thl'H they sllueeze 
tlH' ole man in ùetween em, 
Turn all his pockets wrong side out an' 
(luick ez li
htllin' clean 'em; 
To nary one 011 'em I 'J trust a secon'- 
han,lpd rail 
X 0 funIcI' off 'an I could sling a bullock 
by the tail. 


". ehstpr sot matter
 right in thet air 

[ashfiel' sppech 0' his'n ;- 
Ie Taylor," s('z hp, "aint nary ways the 
onp tbet I 'd a chi77pn, 
X or he aint fittin' fer the place, an' lik.> 
t.'Z not he aint 
X 0 more 'n a ton
h ole buUctheat.l, nn' 
no grpt of a saint; 
But thpl1," spz lit', "OÙ"-1.rve my pint, 
he '8 jf'st c
 good to vote reI' 


Ez th011
h th(' grf'asin' on him \\orn't a. 
thill
 to hire ('ho.Lte fl'r ; 
\illt it ('/. ell:')" do Ill' to drop a ùallot in 
a box 
Fer one {'z 't i<:J fer t' other, fer the bull- 
clorr c/. tilt' fox?" 
It take; a mind like D.U1nel's, fact, ez big 
ez ull ou' doors, 
To find out th..t it looks like rain arter 
it fairly pours; 
I 'grf'c with him, it aillt so dreffic trou- 
bl{'some to vote 
Fer l"tylor arter aU,-it 'sjest to go an' 
change your coat; 
". ell he'8 once grcas('d, you'll swaner 
him an' never know on. 't, SCUlC{', 
Lnless he scratches, goill' down, with 
them 'ere Gill'ral's spurs. 
I've hen a votin' Delllmercrat, ez reg- 
'Jar a.<:J a clol.:k, 
But dou't find goin' Taylor gives my 
nan.cs no gret 'f a shoek ; 
Truth is, the cutest leat.lin' \\Tigs, ever 
Stance fust they fouud 
Wich side th.> ùrea;l gut buttered on, hev 
kpp' a edgin' rouwl; 
They kin' 0' slipt the planks frum out th' 
ole platform ol1e by one 
A\n' made it gradooally noo, 'fore folks 
know'ù wut wuz done, 
Till, fur 'z I know, there aint an inch 
thet I conltllay my han' on, 
nut I or any Dpmmercrat, feels comft- 
ble to stàn' on, 
.An' ole 'rig doctrines act'lly look, their 
occ'pants bein' gon p , 
Lonesome ez stadJlcs on a mash with- 
out no ha)'ricks on. 
I spose it's time now I should gi \'C my 
thoucrhts upon the plan, 
Thet chil
)ed tllf> shell at Buffalo, 0' set- 
tin' up ole Van. 
I used to vote fer )Iartin, but, I swan, 
I'm c1f'an disgusted, - 
Hc aint the man thet I can say is fittill' 
to ùe trusted; 
He aint 11alf antislav'ry'nough, nor I 
aint sure, e7 somp Ùf>, 
He'd go in fer aboli
hin' the Dcestrick 
0' Co]umhy ; 
.An', now I come t<> recollec, it kin' 0' 
makf's me 
ick 'z 
\ 1101'S.', to think 0' wut he wuz in 
eightecn thirty-six. 
A\ll' then, another thing; - I gllC:'S, 
though mebby I am wrong, 
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This Buff'lo })lastC'r aint agoin' to dror 
almighty strong; 
Some folks, I know, hey gut th' idee 
thet 1\0 'thull dough'l1 rise, 
Though, 'fore I see it riz an' baked, I 
would n't trust IllY ('yes; 
'T will take more t'mptins, a long chalk, 
than this noo party's gut, 
To give seeh heayy cakes ez them 
start, I tcn ye wut. 
But eYen ef they caird tIle day, there 
would n't be no enduriu' 
To stan' upon å platform with sech crit- 
ters ez Van BurPll ; - 
An' his son John, tu, I can't think how 
thet 'ere chap should dare 
To speak ez he doos; wy, they say he 
used to cuss au' swear! 
I spose he never read the hymn thet 
tells how down the stairs 
A feller with long legs wuz throwed thet 
would n't say his }Il'ayers. 
This brings me to another pint: tIle 
leaders 0' the party 
Àint jes;t sech men ez I can act along 
with free an' hearty; 
They aillt not quite respectable, an' wen 
a feller's morrils 
Don't toe the straightest kin' 0' mark, 
'''y, l1Ìm an' me jPst quarrils. 
I ,vcnt to a free soil meetill' once, an' 
wut d' ye think I see 
 
A feller was aspoutin' there thet act'lly 
come to me, 
About two year ago last spring, ez nigh 
ez I can jedge, 
An' axed me ef I did n't want to sign 
the Temprunce pledge! 
He's one 0' them that goes about an' sez 
you hed n't ough'ter 
Drink nothin', mornin', noon, or night, 
stronger 'an Taunton watpr. 
There's one rule I've ben guilled by, in 
settlin' how to vote, ollers,- 
I take the side thet is n't took by them 
consarned teetotallers. 


Ez fer the niggers, I've bf'n Routh, an' 
thet hez changed ll(V min'; 
A lazier; mom ongrateful set you could 
n't nowers fin'. 
You know I mentioned in my last thet 
I shoul<! huy a uigger, 
Ef I could make a purchase at a pooty 
moÜ'rate figger; 
So, ez there '8 nothin' in the worlù 
fonùer of 'an gunnin', 


I closed a bargain finally to take a feller 
runnill'. 
I shou'tlered queen's-arm an' stumped 
out, au' well I come t' th' swamp, 
'T W01'Il't 'Tery long afore I gut upon the 
uest 0' Pomp; 
I conlP acrost a kiu' 0' hut, an', playin' 
rOUlHl the door, 
a Some Httle woolly-headed cubs, ez 
many'z six or more. 
At fust I thought 0' iirin', but tkhzk 
twice is safest oIlers; 
There aint, thiuks I, not one on 'em 
but's wuth his twentv dollars, 
Or would be, ef I heù 'enl Lack iuto a 
Christian ]anù,- 
How temptill' all on 'em would look 
upon au auction-stand! 
(K ot but wut I bate Slavery, in th' 
aLstract, stem to starn, - 
I leave it ware our fathers did, a prh'it 
State consarn.) 
Soon 'z they see me, they yel1ed an' run, 
but Pomp wuz out allOeÏn' 
A leetle 1lat('h 0' C01'll he hed, or else 
there aint no knowin' " 
He would n't ha' took a pop at me ; but 
I hed gut the start, 
An' wen he looked, I vow 11e gmaned 
cz though he'd hroke his heart; 
He done it lîke a wite man, tu, ez nat'- 
}'a1 ez a pictur, 
The imp'dunt, pis'nous hypocrite! wus 
'an a boy constrirtur. 
" You can't gnm mc, I tell ye now, an' 
so you lleed u't try, 
I 'xpect my eye-teeth ever)' mail, so jest 
shet up," sez 1. 
"Don't go to actin' ugly now, or else 
I 'n let }wr strip, 
You'd best draw kindly, seein' 'z llOW 
I've gut ye on the hip; 
Besides, you darned ole fool, it aillt no 
gret of a disaster 
To l)e ùenev'lently druv back to a con- 
tented master, 
"\Vare you hed Christian priv'leùges you 
, don't seem quite aware on, 
Or you '<1 ha' never run away from bein' 
well took care on; 
Ez fer kin' treatment, wy, he wuz so 
fond on ye, he said 
He'd gÌ\Tc a fifty spot right out, to git 
ye, 'lh.e or dead; 
I'm 'Vite folks aint sot by half ez much; 
'member 1 ruu away, 
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,V cn I wnz honnl1 to f'ap'n Jakes, to 
.:\lattys(IUIll
l'ot Bay; 
Don' know hilll, likely? Rl'ose not; 
w,(I, the I1Il',1II oh' COIIW.I. W('l1t 
An' 
frcl'cd:- wut I'e\\:al'll, thill
 1 \\
al, 
It WOI'I1 t 110 less n a ccnt. 


"Yal, I jest gut 'cm into linc, an' druv 
'elll on afore me, 
Thc piS'llOUS brutes, I 'd no idee 0' the 
iIl-\\ ill thcy horc me ; 
'Ye walkc(l till som'ers about noon, au' 
thl'n it grew 80 hot 
I thought it best to camp awile, so I 
chose out a spot 
Jest uUller a magnoly trec, an' there 
ri
ht (lown 1 sot; 
Then 1 unstrapped my woodeu lcg, coz 
it Legun to dmfe, 
Au' laid it down 'long side 0' me, sup- 
posin' all \\.uz safe; 
I maùe my ùarkies all set down around 
me in a ring, 
.Au' sot an' kin' 0' cipherNI up how 
much the lot woulU bring; 
But, wile I ùrinked the peaceful cup of 
a pure ht'art au' min' 
(
lixed with some wiskey, now an' then), 
Pomp he snakeù up hchill', 
An' crcl'pin' graù'Uy close tu, ez quict 
ef. a mink, 
Jest graLhed m)' leg, and then pulled 
foot, quicker 'an you could wink, 
.An', come to look, they eadl 011 'em 
hrù gut behin' a trce, 
An' Pomp l'oketl out the lcg a picce, 
jf>"t so ez J could see, 
An' )"(.Ueù to me to throwaway my pis- 
tils an' my gun, 
Or cb(> thet they \1 cair off the leg, an' 
fairly cut an' rUll. 
I YOw I did n't b'lieve there wuz a dc- 
cent alligatur 
'fhet het! a heart so destitoot 0' common 
human natur; 
How('ver, ez tht're worn't no hrlp, I 
fillaUy give in 
An' lll'ft my arms away to git my leei' 
s.1.fe back agin. 0 
Pomp gethered all the weapins up, an' 
then he come an' grinneù, 
He showt'11 his Ï\'ory some, I :rness, an' 
Sl'Z, "You're fairly pinncd ; 
Jest bUI'klc on vour If>eI' auill , an' g it 
. . 0 0 
right up /lU' rome, 
'T wun't du fer f.lJlIml'rly nH'n like me 
to Le so long frum hum." 


At fust I put my foot right <1own an' 
8\\"01'(' I wouhl n't budge. 
" Jest f>7 you choose," s"zlll', f}uite cool, 
" "ither lIt' shot 01' trudge." 

o this hla('k-h"attt',l ruollbtcr took au' 
.J.ct'lly tint v ll1e La<:k 
Along the very f('etmarks 0' my happy 
morllin' track, 
.An' kc\)' me I'ris'IH'r 'Lout 
ix months, 
an workcd me, tu, like Sill, 
Tilll hed gut his corB an' his Carliny 
taters ill ; 
lIe made me lam him reaùin', tu (al- 
though the crittnr saw 
How 1I111<'h it hut my 1Il0rrii sense to act 
agiu the law), 
::;o'st he could n'ad a TIihle he'd gut; 
an' axed ef J could pint 
The 
 orth 
tar out; but there I put 
his nose some out 0' jint, 
Fer I weelt'ù roun' about sou'west, an', 
look in' up a bit, 
Pickt'd out a middlin' shiny one an' tole 
him thet wnz it. 
Fin'lly, he took me to the door, an', 
givin' me a kick, 
Sez, - " Ef you know wut 's best fer ye, 
be off, now, double-quick; 
The winter-time'8 a comin' on, an', 
though I gut ye cheap, 
You're so llarnf>d lazv, I don't think 
you're harùly wuth your keep; 
Besiùes, the childrin's grow in' up, an' 
yc,u aint jt'st the moùel 
I'd like to hey 'em immcrtatc, an' so 
you'd better toùdle ! " 


N ow is there any thin' on airth 'll ever 
prove to me 
Thet rcne
allpr slaves like him air fit 
fer Lein' frre? 
Ð' yon think they'II suck me in to jine 
the Butf'lo chaps, an' th(,1Il 
nank infidels thl't go agin the 
kriptur'l 
CllS 0' Shelll 1 
Not by a jugfull! sooner'n thrt, I 'ù 
go thru fire an' water; 
\\Ten I hey'onee made up illY mind, 8 
mcet'nhus aint sott('r; 
No, not though all the crows thet flies 
to pick my bones wnz cawiu',- 
I guess we're in a Chrh.tian land, - 
Y ounl, 
ßIRDOFREDU
( 
u WIX 


(Here, patient reader, we take ]eave of each 
other, I tru:it with some JIIutua] s:ltisf.u"tion. 
I bay patient, for I love llut that kiuù which 
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skims dippingly oyer the surfare of the page, I am not whoUr unconscions of a pe<,u1iarity 
as swalluws over a pool before rain. lly :5Uch of ment.ll organization whid1 impels me, liko 
no pearls shall be gathclwL But if 110 pearls the railrnad-cuginc with its tr:lin of cars, to run. 
there he (as, indeed, the world is not without backward for a short distmll'e in order to oh- 
eX:1Inple of books wherefrom the 10ngest-wilHle(1 tain a fairer start. I lIlay ('olllpa1"c mysdf to 
din'). shall bring up no more than his proper one fishing from tIle rocks when the sea ruus 
bandful of mud), yet let us ho})e that an o
'ster high, who, lIJisillterpretiug the su(,tion of the 
or two may reward adequate }Ierse\"eran<,e. If undertow tor th(' biting of sUllie larger tish, 
l1either lwarls nor oysters, yet is }mticnce itself jerks surldenly, and tinds that he has caught hol- 
a gem worth Üi\"ing deeply fQT. tom., hauling in upon the enù of his line a tmil 
It may sel'm to some that too much space of various alger, among which. IIevclthcless, the 
lIas been usurped by my own private lucubra- naturalist Ulay hal)ly find somewhat to repay 
bons. and some )}Jay be fain to bring against the disappointment of the angler. Yet ha\'e I 
lIIe that old jest of him who })reached all his conscientiuusly enùenvored to adapt myself to 
bearers out of the meeting-house save only the the impatient temper of the age, daily deJ.!;ener- 
I:'exton, who, remaining for yet a little spa('e, ating more and 1II0re fru1II the high stal1l(;lrd of 
from a sense of offkial ùut
., at lnst gave out our llristine New England. To the eatalogue 
also, and, presenting the keys. humhly requested of lost arts I wouIll mournfully add also that 
our preacher to lo("k the d(Jors, when he should of listening to two-hour Ser1llUIlS. Surely we 
ha\"e wholly relieved himself of his testimony. have been abridged. into a race of pygmies. 
I confess to a satisfat'tion in the self act of For, tmly, in those of the old llist'ourses yet 
Ineaching, nor do 1 esteem a dlscoUl,:>e to be subsisting to us in })rint, the ellllless spillal 
wholly thrown away even upon a sleeping or column of divisions and subdivisions can he 
unintelligent auditory. I cannot easily helie\.e j likened to uothing so exactly as to the vet"Ìe- 
that the Gospel of Saint John, which Jacques bræ of the saurians, whent'e the theorist ll1ay 
Cartier ordered to be read in the Latin tongue conjet'ture a race of Auakim pro}lortionate to 
to the Canadian savages, upon his first meeting I the withstanding of these other 1\)onsters. I 
with them, fell altogether upon stony ground. say Anakim rather than l'ephelim, because 
For the earnestness of the preacher is a sermon there seem reasons for supposing that the ra('e 
appreeiaùle hy dullest intellects and most alien of those whose heads (though no giants) are 
ears. In this wise did Episcopius connrt <,onstalltly em'eloped in clouds (which that 
many to his opinions, who )'et understood not name imports) will never hecome extillt't. The 
the language in which he discoursed. The attempt to vanquisl1 the innUJllemùle h,w!s 
chief thing is that the messenger helieve that of one of those afore-mentioned dis('ourses 
Ill' has an authentic l11essage to deliver. For may supply us with a plausiule illterpretation 
counterfeit messengers that mode of treatment of the second labor of Hercules, alld his SIlC- 
which Father John de PIano Carpini relates to cessful experiment with tire atlonLs us a useful 
have prevailed among the Tartars would seem prel'edent. 
effectual, and, perhaps. deserved enough. For But while I lament the degeneracy of the age 
luy own part, I lIlay lay claim to so mueh of in this regard, I cannot refuse to su('cU1l1b to 
the spirit of martyrdom as woulù have led me its influence. Looking out through my study- 
to go into hanishment. with those clergymen window, I see }.IT. .Biglow at a distance busy 
whom Alphonso the Sixth of Portugal drave in gathering his 13aldwins. of whh-h, to judge 
out of his kingdom for refusing to shorten their by the numher of barrels lying allout \UHler the 
T,ulpit elOfluence. It is possiùle, that, having trees, his crop is more aùundant than my o\\'n, 
been invited into my brother l3iglow's desk, I - by which sight I am admonished to turn to 
may have been too little seruIHllolls in using it those orchards of the mind wherein lilY labors 
for the \"enUng of my own peculiar doctrines to may be more prospere.ù, amI apply myself liili- 
n congregation drawn together in the expecta- gently to the prelJaratlOll of my next f::)aùuath'l 
tion al1ù with the ùesire of L.earing l1im. di
cow.se. -H. \Y.] 
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THOCGH prefaces seem of late to ha\"e 
f:J.llcn mulcr some reproach, they have at 
l
.u.t this alh anta
e, that they set us 
a
.Ün on the feet of our pl.r
onal conscious- 
ne
i and rt.>scue us from the gre
.1.fious 
Jrlcwk-mo,lesty or cowardice of that n'e 
\\ hich 
hrills fedJlv throu:,!hout mOllern 
liter.ltnre like the silri
kill
'of mice in the 
walls of a hou...
 that has l''ass,.d its prime. 
] h\Ïng c1 few \\ orlls to say to the Ill<lny 
tJ icncls whom the" Hi;!low Paper'i OJ have 
won me, I shall accor,lin
ly take.the free- 
dom of the first pprson 
in
u1ar of the 
personal pronoun. Let eaeh of thc 
o()cl- 
n.lturetl unknown who have cheercclme by 
the written cOlllnumication of their sym- 
\):llhy 10ùk upon thi.. Introduction as a 
1rivate Il'Uer to himsdf. 
\Vhen, more than twenty years a
o, I 
\ rote the first of the serit'", I had no detl- 
lite plan and no intention of ever writin
 
it'lother. Thinking the :\I
xican war, as [ 
think it still, a JlUtion:ll crime cOJllmittell 
ill lwhoof of :::;la\"ery, our common sin, awl 
wi-.;hing to put the feeling of those who 
t hou
ht as I dill in a way that would tell, 
J imagiJw,l to JIl
-self such an upcountry 
m3.n as I h.lIl olten set.n at antislavery 
gatherings, capable of llistrict-school Eng- 
Ihh, hut always instinctively falling hack 
into the natural stron
holcl of his homely 
dialect when heated to the point of self- 
for
etfulness. ""hen I began to carry out 
III)" conception ancl to write in my as- 

oi\nnecl eharactt'r, I found myself in a strait 
11etween two perils. On the one hallll, I 
"a'i in danger of I)ein
 carriecl hl'yonll th(> 
limit of my own opinions, or at least of 
that Í(-J11p('r \\ith which every man shoulcl 
speak his minll in print, a1ll1 on the other 
I It'arell the ri
k of seeming to vulgarize a 
deep al\ll sacred conviction. I JH't>llell on 
(,{"ca"ion to rise ahove the Ievpl of mer,' 
,,If,is, aUlI for this purpose concei \"t.d the 
ltev. \Ir. \\ïlhur, who shoul(l express the 
more cautious clement of the New EnzlaJlfl 
character ancl its peclantr
", as ,)[r. Bii!low 
shoulll st>rve for its homely common-s,'nse 
vivitlcll anll 11 (,:1.t('(1 hy conscicnce. The 
parson was to be the complempnt rather 
than Ule antithesis of his parishioner, awl 


I feU or fancied a certain humorouc; ele- 
ment in the real iclcntity of the two miller 
a seeming incongruity. :\lr. \\ ilbur's fonù- 
ness for scraps of Latin, though drawn 
from the life, I adoptc,l deliberately to 
hddlten the contra<;t. Finding soon after 
thai I nC"lled some one as a moutlll'iece of 
the mere druller), for I conceive that true 
hU!llor i-ö lu-\"cr llivoreecl from moral con- 
viction, I inHntccl 1\1 r. 
awiJl for the 
clo\\ n of my little puppet-show. I meant 
to embolI\- in him that half-cunscious 1lfl- 
moralil\. \\ hich I had noticell as the recoil 
in gross natur,'s from a puritani
Ill that 
still strow to ke('p in its creecl the intense 
savor which hall long gonc out of its faith 
an(llif... Tn thc three I thought I should 
fillli room enough to e
press, as it was my 
plan to clo, the popular feeling and opin- 
ion of the time. For the namt's of two of 
my characters, since I Il<l.\"e re('eived some 
remonstrances from very worthy person8 
who happen to h
ar them, J would say 
that they were purely fortuitous, prolla- 
lily mere unconsdous memories of si
n- 
lJOarcls or (lircctories. l\J r. Sa\\ in's sprang 
from the acciclent of a rhynlC at the e11l1 
of his first epistIe, and I jHlrposl'ly chris- 
ten('(1 him by the impossihl(> surnalJlP of 
Bir,lofreclnm not more to stigmati/t' him 
as the incarnation of" Manifest Destim.," 
in otht'r words, of national recklessnt's
 a" 
to fight and wrong, than to a\.oÍ(1 the 
chance of wounding any private sensitive- 
ness. 
The success of my experiment soon hf'
an 
not only to astonish me, but to makl' me 
feel the n'sponsihi1ity of knowing that I 
helcI in my hawl a weapon insteall of the 
mere fencing-stick I hacl supposel!. Yery 
far from heing a popular author uwler my 
own namp, so far, iIHleecl, ac; to he almost 
unread, 1 fOlll1l1 the verses of m
. PM'U- 
II()n
 me copied f>\.erywhere; I sa\\' tht-'m 
pinnell up in work"hops; J heal'll them 
f]uote,I awl their authorship tleh.lted; I 
once even, when rnmor hall at l,'n
th 
c'1ng-ht up m
' name in OJW of its c,lclieq, 
had tht> satisfaction of onr11earillg' it c1em- 
ol1strate(l, in the pauses of 8. concert, that 
I wa
 utterly incompetent to havp writ- 
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ten anything of the kind. I ]1ad rearl too 
mueh not to know the utter worthle
sness 
of contemporary reputation, especially as 
).eganls satire, hut I kucw also that by 
giving a certain amoullt of intlucnee it also 
hall its worth, if tktt iuthwu('e were used 011 
the tight side. I haù Jt.'arned, too, that the 
first requisite of good writing is to have an 
earnest and df'fillite !,urposl'; whdher æs- 
thetic or moral, anù that ('\"en good writing, 
to please long, must have more than an 
a\"erage amount either of imagination or 
common-sense. The first of thpse falls to 
the lot of scarcely one in several genera- 
tions; the last i:. within the teach of Inany 
in e'"ery one that passes; and of this an 
author may fairly hope to become in part 
the mouthpi..ce. If I put on the cap and 
bells '-anù made mv
wlf one of the court. 
fools of King Demos, it was less to nlake 
his majesty laugh than to win a passage 
to his royal ears for certain serious things 
\vhich J had deeply at. heart. I say this 
because there is no imputation that could 
he more gal1ing to any man's self-respect 
than that of being a nlt-'re jester. I en- 
dea"ored, by generalizing my satire, to 
give it what value I could Lf')"01ll1 the pass- 
ing moment anù the immediate applica- 
tion. How far I have succeeded I cannot 
tell, but I have had better luck than I 
ever looked for in seeing my verses survive 
to pass beyond their nonage. 
In cllOosing the Yankee dialect, I did 
not act without forethought. It had long 
seemed to me that the great vice of Amer- 
ican writing and speaking was a studied 
want of simplicity, that we were in danger 
of comÌ1Jg to look on our mother-tongue 
as a dead language, to be sought in tl1e 
grammar anll dictionary rather than in the 
heart, and that our only chance of escape 
was by seeking it at its living sources 
among those who were, as Scottowe says 
of l\Jajor-General Gihhons, "divinely illit- 
erate." President Lincoln, the only really 
great puhlic man whom these lattrr (lays 
have seen, was great also in this, that he 
was master -- witness his speech at Get- 
tysburg - of a tTIlly masculine English, 
classic hecause it was of no special period, 
and level at once to the highest and lowest 
of his countrymen. But whoever should 
read the debates in Congress might fancy 
11illlse1f present at a meeting of the city 
council of some city of Soutllern Gaul in 
the decline of the "Empire, whf're harha- 
rians with a Latin varnish emulated each 
other in being more than Ciceronian. 
Whether it he want of cult.ure. for the 
highest outcome of that is simplicity, or 
10r whatever reason, it is certain that very 
1ew American writers or speakers wield 


their native ]ang-uage with the i1ir('ctnes
, 
precision, and force that are common as 
the Ilay in the mother COUll try. \Ve use 
it like '
;cotslllen, lIot as if it l,eIonged to 
us, 1>\1t as if we wishHI to prove that we 
helonged to it, by showing our intimacy 
with its written rather than with its 
spoken dialect. Anli yet all the while our 
popular iùiom is racy with life and dgor 
and originaJity, lmcksome (as 1\1 i1toll usul 
the word) to our new occasions, and l'ro\'e
 
itself no mere graft hy sen,ling up new 
suckers from the old root in spite of us. 
It is only from its roots in the living gen- 
erations of men that a language can be 
reinforced with fresh vigor for its lle
ds ; 
what may be called a literate ùialect grows 
ever more and more pedantic and foreign, 
till it becomes at last as unfitting a vehicle 
for living thought as monkish Latin. That 
we should all be made to talk like books 
is the danger with which we are threatened 
by the Universal Schoolmaster, who does 
hi!'; best to pnslave the minds and memo- 
ries of his 
ictims to what he esteems the 
best models of English composition, that 
is to say, to the writers whose style is 
faultily correct and has no hlooò-warmth 
in it. No language after it Ims faded into 
diction, none that cannot suck up the 
feeding juices secreted for it in the rich 
mot her-earth of common folk, can bring 
forth a sound and lusty book. True vigor 
and heartiness of phrase do not pass from 
page to page, but from man to man, where 
the brain is kindled and. the lips suppled 
by downright living interests and by ras- 
sion in its very tllroe. Language is the 
soil of thought, and our own especially is 
a rich leaf-mould, the slow deposit of ages, 
the shed foliage of feeling, fancy, and im- 
agination, which has suffered an earth- 
change, that the vocal forest, as Howell 
called it, may clothe itself anew with 
living green. There is death in the dic- 
tionary; and, where language is too strictly 
limited by convention, the ground for ex- 
pres
ion to grow in is limit ed alRo; and 
we get a potted literature, Chinese dwarfs 
instead of healthy tref's. 
But while the schoolmaster Ims been 
busy starching our language and smooth- 
ing it flat with the mangle of a supposed 
classical authority, the newspaper re}'orter 
has heen doing even more harm l,y stretdl- 
in
 and swelling it to suit his occasions. 
A 110zen years ago I hegan a list, which I 
have aIMed to from time to time, of some 
of the changes which may be fairly laid at 
his door. I giv{-' a few of them as show- 
ing their tentienc
r, all the more clangerous 
that their f'ffeet, hke that of some poisons, 
is insensibly cumulati\"e, and that they are 
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!ure at last of effect among a people whose I two columns the old style and its modeTD. 
chief reaùing is the daB). IMIJt:r. I gi\'e in I equivalent. 


.Yew Styl
. 
Was launched into etemity. 
\\ lICll the td.tal uou:.e Wa:! adjusted about the 
neck of the uuturtull.t.te \ ictlm of his own 
un bridled 11.1
si()ns. 
A vast cunCOUl-:.e was assembh:d to witness. 
Visa:.trous conftagrd.ticm. 
The coutlagration extended its devastating 
career. 
EdifÏl'e ('onsumed. 
The J-IruJress of the devouring element was 
arrested. 
Individual was precipitated. 
A 'uluable ho
e attached to a vchide drh en 
by J. S., in the ellll'loYlUt:ut of J. H., collided 
with. 
The infuriated animal. 
Calleel into rceluisition the services or the 
family l'hysit-ian. 
The chief magistr.Lte of the metropolis, in well- 
chosen and eloquent lauguage, flequently 
interrupted by the l'laUllit
 (If the surging 
1l1llltitude, officially tendered the hosl'itali- 
tics. 
I shall, with your })ermission, beg leave to 
otfer some hrief observatiolls. 
Conlluenced his rejoinder. 
One of those omnipresent characters who, as 
if ill l.JUrsuance of some previous armnge- 
lUent, are certain to be encountered in the 
viciuity when an accident occurs. ventured 
the su;,',:;estion. 
lIe dt'l"eased. he passed out of existence, his 
spirit quitted its earthly habitation, winged 
its way to eternity, shook off its burden, etc. 
In one f:ense this is nothing new. The I which is even worse. "The sharlowy 
Bchool of Pope in verse t'ntled by wire- phantom of the Republic continued to flit 
drawing its phrase to such thinness that I before the eyes of the Cæsar. There was 
it could hear no weight of meaning what- still, he apprehended, a genn of senti- 
ever. Nor i" tine writing by any means ment existing, 011 which a scion of his own 
confine<<! to America. All writers without house, or e\.PIl a stranger, might bol<lly 
imaginatior. fall into it of nel'essity when- throw himself and raii'e the standare! of 
ever they attempt the figurative. I take patrician independence." Now a ghost 
two examples from )f r. Merivale's" II is- nIaY haunt a lllur<<lerer, but hardly, I 
tory of the Romans under the Empire," shouhl think, to scare him with the threat 
which, indeed, is full of such. "The last of taking a new lease of its ole! tenf'ment. 

'eaN of the age familiarly styled the Au- And fancy the scinn of a hOllse in the act 
gustan were singularly barren of the liter- of throu'ing itself upon a gertn of sentim,ent 
ary glories from which its celebrity was to raise a standard! I am glarl, since we 
chietlv derh.ed. One bvone the stars in have so much in the same kiwI to an
wer 
its firillament had been lost to the worM; for, that this bit of horticultural rhetol"Íc 
Virgil alii I Horace, etc., hall long since is from beyond sea. I woulll not be sup- 
di.ed; the charm which the imagination of pose<<l to cowlf'mn truly imaginath.e prose. 
Ln y had thrown Over the earlier annals of There is a simplicity of splelHlor. 110 less 
Rome had ct.'ased to foòhine on the details I than of plainnf'
s. and prose would be poor 
of almost contemporary hi
tory; allll if ineleed if it coulel not find a ton::rue for 
the tlood of his eloquence still continued that meaning of the mind which is hehind 
flowing, we can hareBy suppose that the the meaning of the words. It ha" sOllle- 
stream wa
 a!i ralliel, as fresh, and as clear I times 
eemt'el to me that in En::rlawl there 
8e; ever." I ,\ m not waste time in criti- was a growing tenclency to curt(\Íllanguuge 
ci
ing the bad English or the mixture of into a meft> com.enience, anel to ell-fec.ate it 
metaphor in these senten('e
, hut will of all emotion as thoroughly a
 algehraic 
simply cite another from the same author signs. This has arisen, 110 doubt, in part 


Old Style. 


Was banged. 
When the hdlter was put round bis neck. 


A gnoat ('rowd came to see. 
G reJ. t tire. 
'I'he fire spread. 


nouse bumed. 
'rhe tire \\ as got under. 


:Man fell. 
A horse and wagon ran against. 


The frightened horse. 
Scnt fur the doctor. 


The ma
.or of the city in a short speech wel- 
comed. 


I shall sa). a few words. 


Began his answer. 
A by:òtander adv15ed. 


He died. 
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from that healthy national contempt of 
humlmg whidl is charact
ristic of :English- 
Ilitll, ill part from that sellsiti"elless 10 the 
hlilicrous which makes them so shy of cx- 
In'essing feeling, but in part also, it is to 
be fearell, from a growing distrust, one 
might almost sa.\' hatrell, of whatever is 
super-material. Tht're is something sad 
in the scorn with which thdr journalists 
treat the notion of there being such a thing 
as a national ideal, seen1ÏlIg utterly to 
have forgotten that even in the affairs of 
this world the imagination is as much 
matter-of-fact as the umlersta1llling. If 
we were to trust the impression made on 
us bv some of the clever
st anù most 
charàcteristic of their periodical litera- 
ture, we should think EnglalHl llO}Jelessly 
stranded on the goü<l-humol'ed cynicism of 
well-to-do midclle-age, and should fancy it 
an ellchanted nation, doomeù to sit forever 
with its feet under the mahogany in that 
after-cHnner mooll which follows consci- 
entious repletion, and which it is ill- 
n13nners to disturb with any topics more 
exeiting than the quality of the wines. 
But there are alreacly symptoms that a 
large class of Englishmen are getting 
weary of the (lol1linioll of cOllsols amI 
divine common-sellst', awl to l,elie\"e that 
eternal three per cent is not the chief end 
of man, nor the highest and only kind of 
interest to which the powers and oppor- 
tunities of England are entitled. 
The quality of exaggeration has often 
been remarkell on as typical of American 
character, and especially of American Im- 
mar. In Dr. Petri's Oecll'ängtes [{anclbllch 
del' Fremd'Würter, we are told that the 
wort! humbug is commonly us ('(I for th
 
exaggerations of the North-Americans. '1'0 
be 
iire, one wonltl he tempted to think 
the dream of Columbus half fulfilled, allll 
that Europe hall found in the "\VeRt a 
nearer way to Oripntalism, at least in dic- 
tion. But it seems to me that a great deal 
of what is set (lown as mere extravagance 
is more fitly to be called intensity and pic- 
turesqllenes
, symptoms of the imagina- 
tive faculty in full health and strength, 
though producing, as yet, only the raw and 
formless material in which poetry is to 
work. By awl by, perhaps, the world 
will see it fashionetl into poem anci picture, 
awl Enropp, which will be hard pushed 
for originality erelong, ma
T have to thank 
us for a new sensation. The French con- 
tinue to tint! Shakespeare exaggeratecl 
because he treated Engli
h just as our 
country-folk do when they speak of a 
"steep price," or say that they "frepz(' 
to" a thing. The first postulate of an origi- 
nal literature is that a pe()ple shoulll use 


I 


their language instinctively and uncon- 

ciously, as if it were a lively part of thdr 
growth and personality, not as the lUcre 
tOl"l'icl boon of education or inheritance. 
Even Bums contrived to write H'ry poor 
verse anù prose in .English. Y ul;.{arÏ::;ms 
are oftell ouly lJoetry ill the egg. The late 
.Mr. Horace Mann, in one of his puLlic 
adllresses, C01llmented at some IengLh on 
the beauty awl moral significance of the 
.French phrase s'vricntu, awl calle(l on 
his young friends to practise UpOIl it in 
life. There was not a Yallkee in his 
audience whose problem had not always 
been to find out what was abollt east, amI 
to shape his course accordingly. 'rhis 
charm which a familiar expression gaills 
hy being commented, as it were, anù set 
in a new light by a foreign language, Ì3 
curious and instructive. I cannot help 
thinking that Mr. Matthew Arnolt! forgets 
this a little too much sometimes whell he 
writes of the beauties of French style. It 
would not be hard to find in the works of 
French Acaùemicians phrases as coarse as 
those he cites from Burke, only they are 
veiled hy the unfamiliarity of the language. 
But, however this may be, it is certain 
that poets and peasants please us in the 
same way by translating words back again 
to their primal freshness, and infusing 
them with a delightful strangeness which 
is anything but alienation. \Vhat, for ex- 
ample, is Milton's" edge of battle" but a 
doing into English of the Latin acies 1 
1rns die Gans gedacht das der Sch'll)an 
vnllbracltt, what the goose but thought, 
that the swan full brought (or, to de-Sax- 
onize it a little, what the goose conceived, 
that the swan achieved), and it may well 
l>e that the" Jife, invention, amI vigor shown 
by our popular speech, and the freeclom 
with which it is shalwd to the instant 
want of thooe WIlD use it, are of the best 
omen for our having a swan at last. The 
part J }lave taken on myself is that of the 
hum bIer bird. 
But it is affirmed that there is some- 
thing innately vulgar in t.he Yankee dia- 
lect. J\I. Sainte-Beuve says, with his 
usual neatness : "Je déJinis un ]Jntnis 'lme 
ancienne langue qni ((, PU dps malheurs, 
ou encore une langue fnute jeune et qui n'a 
l)((S fail f n rt1me." The first part of his 
definition applies to a clialect like the Pro- 
vençal, the last to the Tuscan before Dante 
hall lifted it into a classic, ana neither, it 
seems to me, will quite fit a pafnis, whkh 
is not properly a ,lialect, but rather certain 
archaisms, proverbial phrases, ancl nlOllès 
of pronunciation, which maint.ain tllt>m- 
"elves among t.he unellucatell 
icle hy si(le 
with the finished and ulliversallyacce}Jted 
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language. Norman French, for example, , And what gTE'ater phonptic \agary (
hich 
or Scotch do\\n to tIlt, time of Jal11c
 \ I., I Ùl")d
n. L) the '\\ay, cdllul fe'lary) 111 our 
coull I hardly ùe callci I }J(1I( is, "Idle I :.h
ulll 1 Î11!/UU 1"Il.',tica. than this ke-r fur coune 1 
ùe h.Llf inclin
d to nalllC th
 Yanhl'c a IW:Jo I copy from tilt' tly-Ie.LHIi of nlY Lonks 
rathl'r thau a <li.Llcct. It ha.. J"l.tainell a wherc I h.L\"e notcll them from tinU' to 
few wonls now fallt'n into disusc in the timc a fl'W (>xamplc8 of pronuneiation awl 
mother countf)', like to ta1"/.,'I, to }Yrngress, phrase whieh will show that the 'auht'e 
Jltshy,fall, ami some others; it has changc,I 1 often has anti'l'.1Ïty and ,ery respectahle 
tIlt., meaning of SOIlll', as in freshet.. allli litcrary authority 011 his side. My list 
it has clung to what I su!-.pect to h.H'e Lcen I lIlight he largdy increasell Ly refcrring to 
the LroJ.11 Norman pronunciation of e glossaries, Lut to them every one can f:O 
(which 
Ioli
r
 puts into the mouth of hi
 for himself, and I ha\'c gathered enough 
rustic
) in 8uch words as sctr'fcmt, purfect, for my lJUrpose. 
t,"ILl'tuO, ami the like. It maintains SOllle- I will take first those cases in which 
thing of the Frcnch sount! of a all)o in something like the French souncl has IJeen 
,"orlls like c1lllmbt r, danytr (though the presenc(l in certain 
ingle lettt'rs anll 
latt
r hall cl'rtaillly he
un to take its pres- diphthollgs. And this opc'ns a ('urious 
ent sound so early as lU36 1 wht'n I find it question as to how long this Gallici!-lIJ 
sOBlc.times spelt dailtYCT). But in general maintained ibelf in .England. SorlJctilllt"'s 
it may be s.Lit! that nothing ('an Le fOUllIl a ùi\'Hgellce in pronunciation lias gh 
Il 
in it which Iloes not ",till survive in [,ullle us two worù" with different JI1e.Ulillg
, as 
one or other of the English pro\'incÏal llÏa- in gentcel and jmmty, which I fillli conlilJg 
lects. I alii not speaking now of Ameri- in to\\"a1"(1 the close of the 
eHnteenth cen- 
cani!:lms l)roperly so calle,l, that iI), of tury, and wa\.el illg between [fentpet and 
words or phrases which have {!rown iuto jantee. It is usual in America to drop 
use here either through necessity, inven- the u in \\ orùs encling in OU1",'- a \"ery 
tion, or acciùeut, such as a carry, a one- proper cllange r
comlllemled Ly Howell 
h01"se ajtair, a j)'rain'e, to 
.amuse, E\.en two centuries ago, amI carrit'li out Ly him 
tllt
se are fcwer than is sometinl
s tak
n so far as his printt'rs woulù allow. This 
for gl",mtecl. But I think some fair defence arul the corresl'olllling changes in '1nusique, 
may be made against the charge of nllgar- musick, alld the like, which he also ath"o- 
ity. Properly sl'p.lking, vulgarity is in cate,l, :-how that in his time the Freuch 
the thought, and 110t ill the worel or the accent illllicatell hy the superfluous letters 
way of l'ronounciug it. )Iodern Fn'11ch, (fur French hall once Ill.arly as strong an 
the most polite of languages, is harharously accent as Italian) hall gone out of use. 
\"ull!ar if compared with the Latin out of There is plenty of French accent down to 
which it ha,', heen corrupteù, or e\"en with the elHl of ElilaLeth's rdgn. In Dauiel we 
Italian. TherE' is a whler gap, and one ha\"e riches' aUIl cou1lsel', in Bishop Hall 
implying grcater hoorishness, hetween c(J1net', cha)Jëlaill, in Donne pictll1"e
', t ir- 
,ninisteril11n amI métie'l', or sapipns and tlle, presence', 'Inort((I', me1'it', }uunuus', 
sac/Utllt, than betw
en dru1J allli dl'nre or giant', with many lJIore, and Marston's 
aI/in aUlI against, which last is plainly an satires are full of them. The two latter, 
arrant superl.Lti\'e. Our rustic em.edict howenr, are not to he relit;d on, as they 
is Ilt'ar
r its Fl"pnch original than the <<Ii- may he suspecte,l of Chaucerizing. IIer- 
minuti\'E' coverlet, into v.hich it has he en rick 'Hites boptime. TIIP tendency to 
ignorantly corrupted in }Jolitcr speech. throw the acccnt Imckward IJegan early. 
I ohtainPl1 from three ('ulti\"atell English- But the incongruities are pt'rplt.'Aing, and 
men at IWrerent times three di\"erse pro- pprhal's mark the })eriod of transition. In 
nunciations of a single wor(I,-en1t"cl1m- \\"arner's "Albion's Englallll" \\e lla\"e 
b r, coocumber, and rllcllmber. Of these C1"ecttor' and crëature' side by side" ith the 
the tirst, \\ hich is Yankee also, comes 1lI0c!c>rn creator and cr
atllre. E'm:y and 
nearest to the nasality of emzemnbre. LorI] e'm.yil1g occur in Campion (l60
), and yet 
Ossor) assures us that Yoltaire saw tht' enr?/' sun"Ï\'t'd )Iilton. In some casf'S we 
l'est socil'ty in EnglaJIII, allll Y oltaire tells have gone hack again nearer to the French, 
his countn'ruen that /l.I.llZdkachÙ'f wag as in rn'ellue for re'l.'cn'llc. I h.ad heen so 
pronouncclllwnkt!1"c!lpr. (fillll it so spelt usell to hearing imbecile pronounct'ù with 
in Hakluyt anll elsc\\ 1l1"re. This t'norrnitv thl> accent on the first sdlahle, whkh is in 
the Yanke
 still l't'r
i!-.ts in, and as tllf'r'è aecorl!ance with the g
neral tellllt'llcy in 
is ah\ a) s a reason for SUI"h fle\"iations from such nmtters, that I was surprisl',l to tind 
the sOUllI1 al) rcprc
cnte,l lIy tht> sl't'llill
) imh(.c'ilr in a n>
e of \\"orclsworth. The 
Il!ay we not suspect two sources of Ih'riva dictiollarÏt's all give it so. I asked a highly 
tron, and finll au ancp
tor for knrher in cultivated Englishman, and he ùeclare(! 
eull'l'ertuTt rat her than in couV'rechef 1 for t:mbeCl'l'l'. In general it may be as- 
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sumerl tllat accent will finallv settle on the 
syllable dictated by greater è.Lse and there- 
fore quickness of utterance. Elas'pltenwlls, 
for ex.l1nlJle, is lUore rapidly pruuoullced 
than blJ,8 1 )!tcIJl,' (JUS, to which our Yankee 
clings, following in this the usage of lUany 
of the ol,ler poets. A m,er'ican is easier 
than .A meri' Cfl1t, amI therefore the fal:se 
quantity has carried the day, though the 
true onè may be foul1l1 in George Herbert, 
and e,'en so late as Cowley. 
Fro come back to the matter in hand. 
Our "uplandish man" retains the soft or 
thin sound of the u in some words, such 
as rule, truth (sometimes also pronounced 
truth, not trooth), while he says 'ìWO for 
new, anti gives to view and few so inde- 
scribable a mixture of the two sounds with 
a slight nasal tincture that it may be called 
the Yankee shibboleth. Spenser writes 
deow (dew) which can only be pronounced 
with the Yankee nasality. In rule the 
least sound of a precedes the u. I find 
rellÜ in Pecock's " Repressor." He prob- 
ably pronounced it rayoolë, as the old 
French word from which it is derived was 
very likely to be sounded at first, with a 
reminiscence of its original regnla. Tin- 
dal has rueler, and the Coventry Plays 
have preudent. As for noo, may it not 
claim some sanction in its derivation, 
whether from -nouveau or nellf, the an- 
cient sound of which may very well have 
been noof, as nearer novus 1 Beef would 
f;eem more like to have come from buffe 
than from bæuj, unless the two were mere 
varieties of spelling. The Saxon fe'W may 
have caught enough from its French cousin 
peu to claim the benefit of the same doubt 
as to sound; and our slang phrase a few 
(as" I licked him a few") may well ap- 
peal to un peu for sense and authority. 
Nay, might not lick itself turn out to be 
the goo!Ì old word lam in an English dis- 
guise, if the latter shoul(i claim descent as, 
perhaps, he fairly might, from the Latin 
lambere 1 The New England ferce for 
.fierce, and perce for pie'ì.ce (sometimes 
heard as fairce and pairce), are also Nor- 
ma.n. For its antiquity I cite the rhyme 
of verse and pierce in Chapman antI Donne, 
and in some commendatory verses by a 
Mr. Berkenhead before the poems of Fran- 
cis Beaumont. Our pairlous for perilous 
i') of the same kind, amI is nearer Shake- 
speare's parlous than the modern pronun- 
ciation. One other Gallicism survives in 
our pronunciation. Perhaps I should rather 
call it a semi-Gallicism, for it is the resul!> 
of a futili effort to reproduce a French 
sound with English lips. Thus for joint, 
employ, rOJlal, we have jynt, em ply, rýZe, 
the last differing only from rile (,.oil) in a 


prolongation of the y sound. In \Va1ter 
tie Bihlesworth I tind sulives Englished by 
yistes. This, it is true, Illay ha\'e been 
l'runounccli. jeests, but the pronunciation 
j!fstes must have preceded the present 
spellin
, which was no doubt adopted after 
tile raùical meaning was forgotten, as ana- 
logical with other words in oi. In the 
same way after N orman- .French inti uence 
had softened the lout of 'would (we already 
tind 'Woud for vel.lt in N. F. poems), should 
followed the example, and then an l was 
put into could, where it does not belong, 
to satisfy the logic of the eye, which has 
atfecte(l the pronunciation and e\'en the 
spelling of Bnglish more than is cOUllllonly 
supposed. I meet with euster for ouster 
as early as the fourteenth century. I find 
dystrue for destrou in the Coventry Plays, 
viage in Bishop Hall and l\Iidtlletoll the 
dramatist, bile in Donne and Chrononho- 
tOllthologos, line in Hall, ryall aud chyse 
(for choice) in the Coventry Plays. In 
Chapman's" All .Fools" is the misprint of 
employ for imply, fairly inferring an iden- 
tity of sound in the last syllable. Indeed, 
this pronunciation was habitual till after 
Pope, and Rogers tells us that the elegant 
Gray said 'ìwise for noise just as our rus- 
tics still do. Our cornish (which I find 
also in Herrick) remembers the French 
better than cornice does. \Vhile, clinging 
more closely to the Anglo-Saxon in drop- 
ping the g from the end of the present par- 
ticiple, the Yankee now anù then pleases 
himself with an experiment ill French na- 
sality in words ending in n. It is not, so 
far as my experience goes, very common, 
though it may formerly have been more 
so. Capting, for instance, I never heard 
save in jest, the habitual form being kcpp'n. 
But at any rate it is no invention of ours. 
In that delightful old \'olume, " Ane Com- 
pendious Buke of Godly and Spiritnall 
Songs," in which I know not whether the 
piety itself or the simplicity of its expres- 
sion be more charming, I find bllTding, 
garding, and cousing, and in the State 
'frials uncerting used hy a gentleman. I 
confess that I like the n better than the ng. 
Of Yankee preterites I find risse and riu 
for rose in Middleton and Dry(len, clint in 
Spenser, chees (chose) in Sir John l\1an- 
devil, give (gfl,l'e) in the Coventry Plays, 
shet (shnt) in Golding's Ovid,. het in Chap- 
man and in \Vee\'er's Epitaphs, thriv ami 
s'J1tit in Drayton, quit in Ben Jonson and 
Henry More, and pled in the Paston 
Letters, nay, even in the fastiflious Lan- 
dor. Rid for rode was anciently com- 
mon. So likewise was see for saw, but I 


:I Cited in Warton's Obs. Faery Q. 
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find it in no writer of authority (except 
Golding), ullI
ss Chauc
r's s'ie was :'0 
soumlclÌ. ::sit w is used by H
ctor jJ()ec
, 
liil
 fletl:hcr, DrmulllUwl 01 !la\'. thoru- 
den, and in th
 Pastou L
tters. 
illlilar 
stroug prderil
s, like snew, tlteu', and 
\"t:n 
,,1,# U', ar
 110t without example. I HlllÌ sew 
for 8eu:etl ill Pi
rs Ploughma1l. Il1lÌe
tl, the 
anomali
s in Englibh l'rderites are l'
r 
Vlt'xi1lg. \V e huv
 probably transf
l1"cù 
Jlew tromjlu,c (as the }lrdt'rite of which I 
hUH'! h
urtl it) toJly Ilel:aus
 we hall anoth
r 
þret
rite in ;led. Or \\ eak l'rt.tcrites tht> 
Yallkee retains yroll:ed, blulced, fOl' \\ hkh 
11e has gooll authority, ami less vftell 
k1tt w"d. U is sut is 11I
rdy a broall sound- 
iug of sat, no more iuelegallt thall the com 
1110n gut tor g'Ll, which he furth
r tlegralles 
illto yut. Whcn he say
 dLust, he uses a 
torm as olù as Chd.ucer. 
The Y allk
e has retained something of 
the long sound of the a ill such \\orlÌs as 
axe, ll'UJ., pronouncing th
m exe, 1.Cex 
(-;hortclletl from aix, IL.uix). He also sa) s 
he?: and Iud (ll.ãce, Itãd) for lULCe and had. 
In mo:,l cascs he tollows an Anglo-Saxon 
usage. III aix for a.de he c
rtainly ùoes, 
I tillli we.c amI ltiscltes (a8hes) ill Pecock, 
auù exe ill the Pastoll Letters. Golding 
rhymes ICa.C with wexe ami spells c1wllenge 
cltelen!Je. Chauc
r wrote hendy. Dryden 
rhymcs can with ml'n, as )lr. Biglvw 
would. Alexanùer Gill, Milton's teacher, 
ill his" Logonomia " cites hez for halh 11.'\ 
peculiar to Lincolnshire. I find ha!Ja
 ill 
Collier's" Bihliogravhical Accollntof Early 
English Lit
rature" unùer the date 1584, 
anù Lord Cromw
ll so wrute it. Sir Chris- 
topher "Tren wrote belco71Y. Our feet is 
only the O. F. faid. Tlwi'ln for them was 
common in the sixteenth centun-. \,"e 
ha\.e an example of the same thing in the 
ùouhle form of the verb thrash, thresh. 
""hile the New-Englandt>r cannot be 
brought to say Ùl!;le
d for ins!irl (('om- 
monly 'slid where not tht' last word in a 
sentence), he changes the i into e in red for 
rid, tell for till, henrlrr for !tinder, rem;,> 
for rinse. I find rnl in tht' oM interhl11e 
of" ThersJtf's," tt'll in a letter of Dahorne 
to Hcnslowe, an(l also, I shu(lcler to men- 
tion it, in a letter of the weat Duchess of 
Marlhorongh, Atossa lwrsclf! It occur:, 
twice in a single verse of the Chester Play:--, 
.. Tell the day or dome. tell the beames blow." 


From tile word blnto i!'l formed b[nu:th) 
which I heard ß!!ain this snmnH'r aftpr a 
10llg int
nal. 'Ir. \Vright- explains it as 


· nil,tiunnry or Ol>sulete and Pro, incial 
El1bli::ih. 


meaning" a blos
om." 'Vith \1S a sin
le 
1,Jo
sol1l b a bluw, whilti Uuwtlt 1I1
.1.lIS the 
hl()

l)l1lillç in g
n
ral. A tallUt'r \\ auld 
say that Were \\.tS a good LJvwth 011 Ids 
Jrnit-trt>es. The wonl r
trt'ats tarth
r in- 
land and away from th
 railways, ) 
al' Ly 
YC.1.r. \\ïther rhYIll
:S hi,ul, ,. ,\ ith sl 'nder, 
allù
hak
:,p
are al1ù Lo\ dace ha\ C ,'encltl'd 
for l"Ùu;ed. In" Ganllllt'r Gurtûn " is seuu 
for since; 
larlborough's l>uches
 SO" rit(.s 
it, lUlU DOllue rh) rucs since with A miens 
allli p Lællce, Hishol' lIall and Otway \\ith 
prt. Lt:-,t ce, ChaplJlan \\ ith citiuns, Drnl
n 
\\ Ith pru?:idcltce. Ind
ed, \\ hy E-houlti not 
sitltence take that form! Vrnlt"n's \\ ile 
(an 
arl'8 daughter) hns tfll to"r till, 1\Iar- 
garet, Illother of Henry YII., writes serlte 
for such, anù our ef tinùs authority in the 
vlù for11l ycJfe. 
E som
tirlles takes the place of u, as 
jed!Je, tredge, lYreslt. 1 fiud tred!Je hi the 
int
rluù
 ot "Jack Jugler," lI'reslt in a ci- 
tation Ly Collier from " London Cries" vf 
th
 middle of the 
e\.enteenlh ct'ntury, and 
'l'escJte for rush (fifteenth century) in the 
very \.alua},le " \ olullle of \ ocahularies .. 
edited by Mr. "Yright. R,'sce is one of the 
Anglo-
axon fVl1us of tilt' word in Bos- 
worth's A. S. Dil'tionary. Goldillg has shet. 
The Yankee always shortens the u ill the 
ending ture, nlakiÎ)g 'Centur, natIO., pictllr, 
and so on. 'l'his \\ as cOlUmon, abo, alJlolig 
the educated of the last generation. I am 
inclined to think it JUay ha\'e heen ollce 
universal, anù I cprtaillly think it more 
eleg.mt than thp vile 'Cellcher, naycltLr, 
pickcher, that have taken its I,lace, 
oUlHI- 
illg like the invention of a lexicographer 
with lâ" mouth full of llOt lHulding. 
a1)h 
in his" Pierce Penniless" has t'eJltur, and 
so speJls it, and I meet it also in 
I'ell!'t'r, 
Drayton, Hen Jonson, lIt-rrick, alHI Prior. 
Spenser has lflrl''l'esl, which ('an be ('vn- 
traded only from tflrtllr anù not from 
turcher. Quarles rhymes nature ,\ ith cre- 
ator, and Dryden \\ ith satÙ'e, which he 
(loubtless })ronounced according to its older 
form of satyr. Quarles has also torture 
and lrwrtar. Man. 130levn writes I..reatur. 
I shall now gh--e somè examples which 
cannot so easily be ranked un(ler an). spe- 
cial head. Gill charges the Eastern coun. 
ties with kiva for co?:er, and ta, for to. 
The Yankee pronounces hoth too and to 
like ia (likt> the tou in touch) wht>re they 
are not emphatic. \Vhen the:r are, both 
become tu. In old spelling, to is the com- 
mon (an(l indeed correct) form of tfln, which 
is only to with the sense of in addition. 
I suspect that the sOUlul of our tnu has 
caught somethin
 from the Frt'nch tout, 
allli it i:õ; possible that the oltl too t()() i.. not 
a r
ùuplication, Lut a rClUiui.sc
llce of the 
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feminine form of the same word (touie) as 
anciently pronounced, with the e not yet 
silenced. Gill gives a 
 ortheru origin to 
(lea,un for guwn anù w((,/tnd for 1vuttnd 
(mtlnlts). Lowlace has 1V(tltílll, but there 
is something too (lrt'adful in suspccting 
Spenser (who borealized in his Va.stora.l:s) 
of haYing e\'er been guilty of yawn! And 
)'et some delicate mouths 
ven . n
)\v are, 
careful to observe the Hluermclsm of 
ge-ard for gltarll, an<l ge-url, for yid. Sir 
Philip Sidney {crerlite posten!) wrote fua 
for frtr. I would hartlly ha
'e believed it 
hall I not seen it in fftc-siuule. As some 
consolation I tillll furder ill Lord Bacon 
and Donne' anll Wither rhymes fw" with 
c/O", The Yankee, who omits the final d 
in many words as do the Scotch, makes 
up for it by ad:ling one in geOluiJd. 'rIle 
purist does not feel the loss of the d sen- 
sibly in lawn antI yon, from the former of 
which it has droppell again after a wrong- 
ful adoption (retainell in lau,ndry), while 
it properly belongs to the latter. But 
what shall we make of [fit, yit, aUll yis? 
I fiud yis and [fit in \Varner's " Albion's 
England," yet rhyming with wit, a(lmit, 
awl fit in Donne, with wit in the "Re- 
venger's Tragelly," Beaumont, awl Suck- 
ling, with writ in Dryùen, anlliatest of all 
with wit in Sir Hanbury \Villiams. Prior 
rhymesfittin.g an(l begettin.fJ. \V orse is to 
come. Among others, Donne rhymes again 
with sin, awl Quarles repeatedly with Ùt. 
Ben for been, of which our dear \Vhittier 
is so fond, has the authority of Sackvil1e, 
"Gammer GlU'ton" (the work of a bishop), 
Chapma.n, Dryden, allll many more, though 
bin seems to have been the common form. 
'\Thittier's accenting the first sylhble of 
rom' ance finds an aCCOrl plice in Drayton 
among others, anti though manifestly 
\vrong, is analogous with Rmn' ans. Of 
other Y ankeeism
, whether of form or pro- 
hunciation, which I have met with I a(M a 
few at ranllom. Pecock writes sowrliers 
(sogus, sondoyel"s), and Chapman a11<l Gm 
sodder. This absorption of the l is com- 
mon in various dialects. especially in the 
Scotti
h. Pecock writ.es also bi:ynulc, and 
the authors of " Jack J ug-ler" atHl " Gam- 
mer Gm"ton" yender. The Yankee in- 
eludes" yon" in the same category, awl 
say
 "hither an' yen," for" to awl fro." 
(Cf. German jenseits.) Pecock awl plenty 
more have 'l[.rrlstle. TiUllal has a:Jynsle, 
greller, shett, ondone, dehytë, and scrlce. 
"Jack Jugler" has satcel!! (which I have 
often heartl, though skllrce is the common 
form), anll Donne amI Dry,len make> great 
rhyme with set. In the i1H;criptioll un 
Caxton's tomb I fiUll ynd for eml, which 
the Yaukee more often makes eend, still 


using familiarly the old phrase U right 
anend" for" continuously." His" stret 
(straight) along" in the same sense, which 
[ thought peculiar to him, I tind in .Pecoek. 
Tindal's debytë for depltly is so perfectly 
Yahkee that I coulll almost fancy the brave 
martyr to have been ileacon of the First 
Parish at J aalam Centre. "Jack J ugler " 
further gives us pla!!sent and S((,f'Üty ne. 
Dryden rhynles cedttÙiJ with pw"tin!J, and 
Chapman and Ben Jonson use certain, as 
the Yankee always does, for certaialy. 
'rhe " Coventry Mysteries" have occupied, 
massage, nateralle, '1nateral (nwterial), 
and 7lW'iYtcles, - all excellent YankeeislIls. 
[n the" Qnatre tils, Aymon" (15U4),* is 
'VCrtlts for 'virtuolls. Thomas Fuller called. 
volume vollum, I suspect, for he spells it 
volllmne. However, per contl"Ct, Yankees 
habitually say colltllW for culwnn. In- 
deed, to pl'Ove that our ancestors brought 
their pronunciation with them from the 
Old Country, a.nd have not wantonly de- 
based their mother tongue, I neetl only to 
cite the words scriptltl., lsrall, athists, and 
cherfitlness from Governor B1'Iulfonl's 
" lÌistory." So the good Illan wrote them, 
and so the good de:scelHlallts of his fellow- 
t'xiles still pronounce them. Bralllvton 
Gurdon writes shet in a letter to \Vinthrop. 
P U/rteud (pretend) has crept like a serpent 
into the "Paradise of Dainty De\'Îces"; 
pnrvÙle, which is not so ball, is in Chancer. 
These, of course, arc universal vulgarisms, 
and not peculiar to the Yankee. Butler 
has a Yankee phrase, and pronunciation 
too, in "To which these carr'ings-on did 
teml." Langham or Laneham, who wrote 
an account of the festivities at Kenilworth 
in honor of Queen Bess, and who evi,lently 
tried to spell phonetically, makes sonows 
into somrz. Herrick writes hollow for 
halloo, aUll perhaps pronounced it (hor- 
resco sllg,ge7'('ns!) holla, as Yan kees clo. 
\Vhy not, when it comes from 'wld,? I 
findffelaschyppe (fellowship) in the Coven- 
try Plays. Spenser anll his q lleen neit.her 
of them scruple<<l to write (
f(}re, anll the 
former feels no inelegance e\'en in chrlW 
and idee. 'Fore was common till after 
Herrick. Dryaen has do's for does, anfl 
his wife spells 'W()1"se 'Wosce. Afea7'ed was 
once universal. Warner has el'.II for e.vel" a; 
nay, he also has illy, with which we were 
once ignorantly reproached by persons 
more familiar with Murray's Grammar 
than with English literature. Awl why 
not ill/!? :!\Ir. Bartlett says it is " a wonl 
used hy writers of an inferior class, who 
do not seem to perceive that ill is itself an 


'* Cite(l in Collier. (I give my authority 
where I ùo not t!uote from the original book.) 



IXTROD{;CTIOY. 


217 


a(h'erb, without the tennination ly," ancl 
quotes Dr. )Ies
er, Presielent of 131"0\\11 
rniversity, as asking triumphantl
., " \\Thy 
don't you 
ay 'lcelly'" I &houhl like to 
}Iave had Dr. 
Iesser ans'\ er hili own quei- 
tion. It would be trut'r to 
a\' that it WilS 
used by people who still renH_:m}'ered that 
ill \\ as all adjectï ve, the shortened torm of 
evil, out of which :-;hakesp('are ventured to 
make e1.'illy. I tilltl illy in \Varner. The 
objection to illy i
 not an et) mological 
one, hut simply that it is contrary to gC)
1 
usage, - a very sutticicnt rf'ason. III as 
an aeln
rb was at first a ,ulgeu"ism, pre- 
cisely like the rU!o,tic's when he sap;, ., I 
WelS treated bail." :\Ia, not the reason of 
this exceptional form b
 looked tor in that 
tClulel1c) to dodge what is hard to pro- 
J1oul1ce, to which 1 have already alluded I 
If the letters \\ere distinctly utterccl, as 
they 
hould be, it would take too lUuch 
timc to MY ill-ly, l{}t-ll-l!f, and it is to be 
ob
erved that we have avoi,led ðllutlly. anll 
tall.! in the same \\ ay, though we acId ish 
to them \\ithout hehitation ill SlIutliish anel 
tallÚh. \Ve have, to be sure, dully and 
fully, but for the one we prefer ðtupÙlly, 
and the other (though this lUay han, come 
from eliding the y before as) is gh inu way 
to lull. Tile uneducated, whose utt;rance 
is slower, still make aù'.erbs wi,en they 
will l l Y adding like to all manner of aeljec- 
tives. \Ye ha\.e had big charged upon us, 
hecau<:c we use it where an EIlp'lishman 
wouM now use g1Wtt. I fully aehnit that 
it were bett('r to distin
uish hetween them, 
allowing to big a certain contemptuous 
quality; hut 'lc; for authority, I want none 
hetter than that of Jeremy Ta
.lor, who, 
in his nohle sermon "On the Rt'turn of 
Prayer," speaks of "Jesus, who<;;e spirit 
was meek anrl F:entle up to the greatlwss 
of the bif/gesl example." As for our douhle 
negative, I shaH wa
te no time in quotinl! 
in<;;tances of it, hecause it was once as uni- 
'er<;;al in EnS!lish a
 it stiH is in the n(>o- 
Latin languages, wh('re it does not strike 
ue; as nllgar. I am not sure that the los... 
of it i;;; not to he r('grette(1. But surely 
I shaH arlmit the vulgarity of slurrin
 or 
alt02ether eHelinS! certain terminal conso- 
nants? I aelmit that a clear anel sharp-cut 
enunciation is one of the crowning channs 
anel eleganrie.. of speech. ". ortIs so ut- 
tpred are Iikf> coins fresh from the mint, 
compared with the worn and dingy dntdges 
of long !-.en'ice, - T do not mean American 
coins, for those look less baelly the more 
ther lose of their ori;..dnal n
liness. So 
one is more painfully conscious than I of 


· Thp wnrr1 O('('11T!'1 in ft letter of '[:\1")' Dolcyn, 
ill Gohlill
. and" dl u
r. 


the contrast between the rifle-crack of an 
Englishman's yea and no, anei the wet-fuse 
drawl of the same monm;} llable
 in the 
mouths of my countrymen. But I do not 
tiucl the dropping of tinal consonal1ts disa- 
greeahle in Allan Ramsay or Burns, nor do 
I helieve that our literdry ancestors were 
!-oen,ihle of that inelegal1ce in the fu!-.ing 
them together of which we are consciou
. 
How many eclucated men pronounce 
the t in chestnut' how many say pent- 
ise for penthollse, as the). shouleil \Vhen 
a Yankee skipper says that he is "houn' 
for Gloster" (not Gloucëster, \\ ith the leave 
of the Universal Schoolmaster), he hut 
speaks like Chaucer or an oM hallall-singer, 
though they would have })rollounced it 
boun. Thb i
 one of the cast's where the 
d i:i f;urreptitious, and has btell added in 
complnnent to the verb bind, \\ith which 
it has nothing to do. If we consider the 
root of the \\ord (though of course I grant 
that every race has a right to do what it 
,\ill with what is so }'eculiarly its own as 
its speech), the d has no lUore ri,;ht there 
than at the end of gone, where it is often 
}>ut by chiJdr('n, who are onr best guides 
to the sources of linguistic cormption, and 
the best teachers of its processes. Crom- 
well, minister of lIenr:r YIII., writes worle 
for u.orld. Chapman has 'lmn for 1 r and, 
allel lmen has rightfully rlisplaced laund, 
though with no thought, I sUiìpect, of ety- 
mology. ROp'ers tells us that Lady Ba- 
tlmrst sent him some letters written to 
\\ïlliam III. hy Queen )Iary, in which 
she addresses him as" Dear llusooll." The 
old form e:rpmm', which our farmers use, 
is more con-eel than the fonn "ith a bar- 
harous d tacked on which has taken its 
place. Of the kind opposite to this, like 
our gOll"1l(l for g01l'll, and the London cock- 
ney's 'It'ind for 'll'1"llC, I find drml"llll for 
drmt.n in the "'Iisfortunes of Arthur n 
(1584), and in Swift. And, by the way, 
whence came the long sonnel of 'lCÍnd which 
our poets still retain, and which sun ins 
in "win(ling" a horn. a totally different 
word from"" inrlin
" a kite-string 'I ". e 
say behind anù hïnder (comparath"e), and 
yet to htnde-r. Shakespeare p1:onounced 
I...,"nd k'ind, or what becomes of his play on 
that word ancl kin in Hamlet I :Xay, did 
he not (".en (shall T rlare to hint it 1) drop 
the final d as the Yankee still does? John 
Lilly plays in the same way on kindred 
and l"1.nd'1U!.ss. But to come to some other 
ancient instances. "p arner rh \"mes lxmnds 
with cr01rJUI, grolln is with tOlms, text \\ ith 
sex, IlYYrst with ("rust, inteTT1I pis with cups ,. 
Drayton, defects "ith sex,. Chapman, 
am
nds with clumsc,. "'ebster, defects 
\\ith checks; Ben Jonson, minds \\ith 
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combines,. Marston, trust and obsequious, 
clothes and shows,. Dryden gives the same 
sound to clothe.,;, and has also minds with 
designs. Of course, I do not affirm that 
their ears may not have told t.hem that 
these were imperfect rhymes (though I am 
by no means sure even of that), but they 
surely would never have tolerated any such 
llad they suspected the least vulgarity in 
them. Prior has the rhyme fi1'st and trust, 
but puts it into the mouth of a landlady. 
Swift has stunted and burnt it, an inten- 
tionally imperfect rhyme, no doubt, but 
which I cite as giving precisely the Yankee 
pronunciation of burned. Donne couples 
in unhallowed wedlock after and matter, 
thus seeming to give to both the true Yan- 
kee sound; and it is not uncommon to find 
(ifter and daughter, Worse than all, in 
one of Dodsley's Old Plays we have onions 
rhyming with minions, - I have tears in 
my eyes while I record it. And yet what 
is viler than the universal .Alisses ("-'Irs.) 
for Jlistress 1 This was once a vulgarism, 
and in "'.rhe Miseries of Inforced Mar- 
riage" the rhyme (printed as prose in 
Dodsley's Olù Plays by Collier), 


" To make my young mistress, 
Delighting in kisses," 
is put in the mouth of the clown. Our 
people say Injnn for lndian. The ten- 
dency to make this change where i follows 
d is common. The Italian giorno and 
:French jour from dÙtrnzts are familiar ex- 
amples. And yet Injun is one of those 
depravations which the taste challenges 
peremptorily, though it have the authority 
of Charles Cotton - who l'hymes " Indies" 
with "cringes" - and four English lexi- 
cographers, beginning with Dr. Sheridan, 
bid us say in'l'wgeolts. Yet after all it is 
no worse than the debasement which all 
our terminations in tion and lienee have 
undergone, which yet we hear with resi,q- 
nashltn and payshunce, though it might 
have aroused both impat-i-ence and india- 
na-ti-on in Shakespeare's time, Whèn 
Georg-e Herbert tells us that if the sermon 
be dllll, 
II God takes a text and preacheth pati-ence," 
the prolongation of the word seems to con- 
vey some hint at the longanimity of the 
virtue. Consider what a poor curtal we 
have made of Ocean. There was some- 
thing of his heave and expanse in o-ce-an, 
and Fletcher knew how to use it when he 
wrote so fine a ,Terse as the second of these, 
the best deep-sea verse I know,- 
" In clespernte storms stem with a little rudder 
The tumbling ruins of tbe oceän." 


Oceanus was not then woolly soom of his 
divine proportions, ann our modern oshlln 
sounds like the gush of small-beef in com- 
parison. Some other contractions of onrs 
have a vulgar air about them. .Jlore 'n for 
more than, as one of the worst, may stand 
for a type of such. Yet our oIl} Ilramatists 
are full of such 0 bscurations (elisions they 
can hartily be called) of the th, making 
whe'r of whether, bro'r of brotlz.er, snw'r 
f 
smother, mo'r of mother, and so on. In- 
deed, it is this that explains the word rare 
(which has Dryden's support), awl which 
we say of meat where an Englishman would 
use underdone. I do not believe, with the 
dictionaries, that it had ever anything to 
do with the Icelandic hrar (ralv), as it 
plainly has not ill rm'eripe, which means 
earlier ripe. And I do not believe it, for 
this reason, that the earlier form of the 
word with us was, and the commoner now 
in the inland parts still is, so far as I can 
discover, raredone. Golding has "egs 
reere-rosted." I find rather as a monosyl- 
lable in Donne, and still better, as giving 
the sound, rhyming with fair in \Varner. 
There is an epigram of Sir Thomas Browne 
in which the words 'rather than make 
a monosyllable: 


II What furie is 't to take Death's part 
And rather tIlan by Nature, die l)y Art I" 
The contraction more 'n I find in the old 
play H Fuimus Troes," in a verse where 
the measure is so strongly accented as to 
leave it beyond doubt, - 


" A golden crown whose heirs 
}lore than balf the world subdue." 


It may be, however, that the contraction is 
in "th' orId." It is unmistakable in the 
"Second Maiden's Tragedy" :- 
II It were but fony, 
Dear soul, to boast of more than I can pei.form.'" 
Is our gin for gÍ'l'en more violent than 
rna.r'l for ma').'l.'el, which was once common 
amI which I find as late as Herrick 1 Nay' 
Herrick has gin (speIIing it g'en), too, à
 
do the Scotch, who agree with us likewise 
in preferring ehi-mly to eJzimnpy. 
I wiII now leave pronunciation and turn 
to words or phrases which have been sup- 
posed peculiar to us, only pausing to pick 
up a single dropped. stitch, in the pronun- 
ciation of the word sltp'reme, which I had 
t.hought native till I founli it in the well- 
languaged Daniel. I will begin with a. 
word of which I have never met with any 
example in print. We express the first 
stage of withering in a green plant sudùen- 
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Iv cut down by the verl) to 'lfJ'ilt. It i::;, of 
course, own cõu:;in of the German u:elken, 
but I have never come upon it in print, 
and my own 1100ks of reference give me 
faint help. Graff gives 'lIJelhèn, marcescere, 
and refers to 1veih (wellk), and conjectur- 
ally to A. S. kcelan. The A. S. 'lceal'lcÙm 
(to 'leither) is nearer, but not so near as 
two wor(1s in the Icelandic, which perhaps 
IHlt us on the track of its ancestry, - 'l"elgi 
tepefacere (and 1'elki, with the derivative) 
meaning conÜl7ninrtrc. IVill, at any rate, 
is a good word, tilling, as it eloes, a sensible 
gap hetween drooping and withering, and 
the imaginative l)hrase "he wilted right 
down," like "he caved right in," is a true 
Americanism. Wilt occurs in English pro- 
vincial glossaries, but is explained ùy 
'Iiither, which with us it does not mean. 
'Ve have a few wonIs snch as cache, co}wg, 
carr.lJ (porta!fe), shoot (chute), timber (for- 

st), bu...flhwhack (to puJI a hoat along by 
the bushes on the edge of a stream), buck- 
eye (a picturesque word for the horse-chest- 
nut); but how many can we be saiù to 
have fairly brought into the language, as 
A]examler Gill, who first mentions Ameri- 
canisms, meant it when he said, " &d et ab 
.A merica'll is nonnlúla 'l1mt'lla1n1.tr 'ilt l\IAIZ 
et (' AXOA " ? Very few, I snspect, and 
those mostly by borrowing from the 
Frencb, Gennan, Spanish, or Indian. 
"The Dipper" for the "Great Bear" 
8trikes me as having a native air. Bng1tS, 
in the sense of u:orthless, is undoubtedly 
ours, hut is, I more than suspect, a COlTUp- 
tion of the "French baga
flse (from low Latin 
barrt.flea), which travelled up the l\Iissis- 
sippi from New Orleans, where it was used 
for the refu
e of the sugar-cane. It is tnw, 
we have modified the meaning of some 
words. 'Ve use freshet in the sense of 
ßnnd, for which I have not chanced upon 
any authorit
.. Our New En::danll cross 
between Ancient Pistol and Dugald Da]- 
getty, Captain Underhill, uses the word 
(16:38 ) to mean a current, and I do not 
rpf'olJect it elsewhere in that sense. I 
therefore leave it with a 1 for future ex- 
p]orers. Crick for creek I find in Captain 
J aIm Smith and in U
p. dediration of Ful- 
1('1"'" "Ho]y 'Yarre," and run, meaning a 
smflll strenm, in 'Yarmouth's "Voyage" 
Oli(5). Humans for men, which 1\Ir. Bart- 
lett incluc1ps in his" Dictionary of Ameri- 
canisms," is ('hapman's habitual phrase in 
his translation of Homer. I tind it also 
in the old play of "The Hog hath lost his 
Pearl. .. lJnfls for andirons is stiJl current 
in New Englanel, and in \Valter lie Bihles- 
worth I filHl chiens glossed in the margin 
by andiron.'l. Gunning for shnoting is ill 
Drayton. \Ve once got creùit for the po- 


etical word fnll for autumn, 'hut 
rr. Bart- 
]ett and the last ellition of \Yebster's Dic- 
tionary refer us to Dryden. It is evcn 
oIlIer, for I tind it in Drayton, and Dishop 
Hall has autum'll, fall. 
liùllleton plays 
upon the woni: ".May'st thou have a rea- 
sonable goo,l spring, for thou art like to 
have many dangerou1; foul fCtUs." Daniel 
rloes t he same, amI Coleridge nses it as we 
do. Gray u:;es the archaism picked for 
peaked, and the word smudge (as our 
backwooùsmen do) for a smother
d tire. 
Lorù Herbert of Cherbury (more l'rop- 
erly perhaps than even Sidney, the last 
preux cMt"aliRr) has" the Emperor's folks" 
just as a Yankee would say it. Lr,an for 
lend, with which '\\e have hitherto heen 
b]ackenerl, I must retort upon the mother 
island, for it appears so long af!o as in 
" Albion's Eng]and." Fkshy, in the sen!;e 
of stout, may claim Ben Jonson's warrant. 
Chore i
 also Jonson's word, and I am 
inclined to prefer it to chare and chm', he- 
cause I think that I see a more natural 
origin for it in the French jIJur- whence 
it mi
ht come to mean a day's work, ami 
thence a job - than anywhere plse. At 
onst for at once I thought a corruption of 
our own, till I found it in the Chester 
Plays. I am now inclined to suspect it 
no corruption at an, but only an ('rratic 
and obsolete superlative at onest. To 
p1'og1.ess' was flung in our teeth till 

lr. Pickering retorted with Shakespeare's 
"ùoth pro'gress down thy cJu'eks." I 
confess that I was never satisfied with 
this answer, because the acc('nt was <lifrer- 
ent, and bpcause the word might here be 
reckoned a suhstantive quite as wen as 
a verb. Mr. Bartlett (ill his dictionarr 
above cited) adrls a surrebutter in a verse 
froIII Ford's "Broken Heart." Here the 
worel is clearly a verb, but with the accpnt 
unhappily still on the first sy]]able. 
rr. 
Bartlett says that he " cannot say whether 
the word was used in Bacon's time or 
not.. " It certainly was, and with the ac- 
cent we give to it. Ben Jonson, in the 
" Alchemist," has this verse, 


.. Progress' so from extreme unto extreme," 


and Sir Philip Sidney, 


.. Progressing then from fair Tunas' golden 
place. " 


Surely we may now sleep in peace, and 
our English cousins will forgive us, since 
we have cleared oursph-es from an
' suspi- 
cion of originality in the matter! Poor 
for [elln, thirds for dml'er, and dry for 
thirsty I find in 
IilM]eton's plays. nry 
is also in Skelton aud in the "\V orld " 
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(1754). In a note on Middleton, l\fr. 
D.rce thinks it needful to explain the 
phrase 1 can't tell (m1Ï,.ersal in America) 
1))" the gloss J could nut S((!f' M id!llf'ton 
also uses snccked, which 1 h
tli helievp!l an 
Americanism till I saw it there. It is, of. 
course, only another form of SJlctfch, analo- 
geous to theek and thatch (d. the propf'r 
names Dekker and Thacher), break (brack) 
awl b7'each, 'Jnake (still common with ns) 
and match. 'Long on for occasioned by 
(" who is this 'long on '?") occnrs likewise 
in )1 i!ldleton. 'Canse u'hy is in Chaucer. 
Raising (an English version of the .French 
lea ten) for yeast is employed hy Gayton 
in his" Festi \'ous Notes on Don Quixote." 
J have never seen an instance of our ..New 
England wora emptins in the same sense, 
nor can I divine its original. Gayton has 
lÙnekill; also shuts for shntters, and the 
latter is used by Mrs. Hut.chinson in her 
"Life of Colonel Hutchinson." Bishop 
H all, and Purchas in his" Pilgrims," have 
chist for chest, and it is certainly nearer 
cist[l, as well as to its form in the 'reu- 
tonic languages, whence probahly we got 
it. \Ve retain the olù sound in cist, hut 
chest is as old as Chaucer. Lovelace says 
tcropt for wrapt. " 3Iusicianer" 1 had al- 
ways associate!l with the militia-lllusters 
of my boyhood, and too hastily conchuled 
it an abomination of onr own, hut 1\11'. 
'Vright calls it a Norfolk word, awl I find 
it to he as old as 1612 by an extract in 
Co1lier. "Not worth the time of dav" 
had passed with me for native till I Raw 
it in Shakespeare's" Pericles." For slick 
(which is on]y a shorter sound of sleek, 
like crick and the now universal britches 
for breeches) I will only call Chapman 
and Jonson. " That's a sure carrl !" and 
" That's a stinger!" hoth sound like 
modern slang, but yon will find the one 
in the old interhl!le of "Thersytes" (15:17), 
and the other in l\IÜhlleton. " Right 
bere" a fa\'orite phrase with onr orators 
and with a certain class of onr e!htors, 
tams up passim in the Chester and Cov- 
entry plays. 1\11'. Dick
ns fouwl some- 
thing very ludicrous in what he consÜlered 
our neologism right away. But I find a 
I)hrase very like it, amI which I wou1<1 
g]adly suspect to he a misprint for it, in 
"Gammer Gurton" :- 


.. Lyght it and bring it tite away." 


After all, what is it but another form 
of strrtightwClY 
 C1tssedness, meaning 
'wickedness, 'l1Utligníty, and CltSS, a sneak- 
ing, ill-natured fellow, in such phrases as 
It He done it out 0' pure cussedness," and 
"He is a nateral cuss," have been com- 


monly thougnt Yankeeisms. To vent cer- 
tain contemptuously indignant lUoods thev 
are admirahle in their rough-awl-ready 
way. But neither is our own. CUTsyd- 
iU'SS(', in the same sense of malignant 
wit'ke(lness, occurs in the Coventry Plays, 
and CltSS umy perhaps claim to have COllIe 
in with the Conqueror. At least the term 
is also French. Saint Simon uses it and 
confesses its usefulness. Hpeaking" of the 
ALbé Duhois, he says, "Qui étoit en 
pleÏIl ce qu'un mauvais françois appelle un 
sa ere, mais qui 11e se peut gnère exprimer 
autrement." "Not worth a cnss," though 
supported by "not worth a damn," ma.y 
be a mere corruption, since "not worth a 
cress" is in "Piers Ploughman." "I 
don't see it" was the -popular slang a 
year or two ago, awl seemed to spring 
from the soil; but 110, it is in Cib- 
her's" Careless Husband." Green sauce 
for vegetables I meet in Beaumont and 
Fletcher, Gayton, and elsewhere. Our 
rustic pronunciation sahce (for either the 
diphthong a1t was anciently pronounced alL, 
or else we have followed abundant analogy 
in changing it to the latter sounù, as we 
have in chance, dance, and so many more) 
may he the older one, and at least gives 
some hint at its ancestor salsa. JVarn, 
in the sense of not
fy, is, I believe, now 
peculiar to us, hut Pecock so employs it. 
To cotton to is, I rather think, an Ameri- 
canism. '1'he nearest approach to it 1 have 
found is cotton together, in Congreve's 
" Love for Love." To cotton or cotten, in 
another sense, is old and common. Our 
word means to cling, and its origin, P01ll- 
sibly, is to be sought in another direction, 
perhaps in A. S. Cl'earl, which means mild, 
clay (both proverbiaHy clinging), or better 
yet, in the Icelandic qvoda (otherwise 
kód), meaning resin and gllle, which are 
KaT' i
oX'ríll stieky substances. To spz:t cot- 
tnn is, I think, American, anf! also, per- 
haps, to fla:c for to beat. '1'0 the Iwb-'es 
still survives among us, though apparently 
obsolete in England. It means either to 
Jet or to hire a piece of land, receiving half 
the profit in TllOlley or in kina (part1"blts 
locare). I mention it becausp in a note 
by some English editor, to which I IUl\'e 
lost my reference, I have seen it wrongly 
('xplaine!l. The e!litors of Nares cite Bur- 
ton. '1'0 put, in the sense of to go, as Put! 
for Begone! would seem our own, awl yet 
it is strictly analogO\
s to the French se 
'1nett're å la vnie, and the [ta lian meitersi ù
 
via. lnrleeù, Dante has a verse, 
.. 10 sarei [for mi sarei] giå messo per 10 sentiero," 
w}Jich, but for the indignity, might be 
translated, 
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It I should, ere this, have put along the wa). ,. certainly comes yery near. But T have 
a higher authority than dther in 
t::1t1t'n 
who, in one of his 1I0tf-'
 to the " Poh.ol
 
1Iion," writes, "The first inventor of tÎlem 
(I !/IU!!IS you cli<;Iike not the aclcIition) \\a." 
one Bertho1cl Swart7." Here he mu
t 
mean by it, "I take it for grantetl." 
Anotht'r pecllIi,u"ity alrllo:-.t ac; I'l"Ominent 
is the bt'ginnill
 !.entenct's, ('
I'ecially in 
anSWer to questions, with" \\ ell." Put 
before such a phrase as " How d'e do 1" it 
is commonly bhort, and has the sound of 
UJul, but ill reply it is ddihcrati\"E
, and 
the variou
 shacles of meanÏ1)CT which can 
he conveyecl by ùitft'rt'nce of intunation, 
and 11Y prolonging or ahhre\"iatillg, 1 should 
vainly attempt to clesc'rihe. I ha\f' he.ml 
oon-aftl, 'wahl, ahl, 'll'i'll, ancl 
olJlethin(J' 
nearly approaching the 
ouncl of the Ie i
 
able. Homdilll(:,s hefore " I " it t1\\ incllc8 
to a mere I, as " '1 J (lunno." A fnenel flf 
mine (wh
 shoulcl I not please myself, 
though I di:-I'lease him, hy hrighttming 
TIl
 page with the initials of the must ex- 
qui
ite of humorists, J. II. !) toM me that 
he once heard fh'e " wells," like pioneers, 
precede the answer to an inquiry ahout 
thp price of lanel. The first was the 
ordinary 'lI"1l1, in deference to eustom; 
the secourl, the long, p('rpenùing ouuM, 
wi.th a falling inflection of the \ oicp ; the 
thll"d, the same, Lut with the voice ri
inrr 
as if in despair of a conclusion, into 

 
I plaintively nasal" hine; the fourth, UJlllh, 
I encling in the aspirate of a f;igh; and 
then, fifth, came a short, sharp 'wal, show- 
I ing that a conclusion had 1wen reached. 
I ha\ e used this latter form in the" Bicrlo\V 
.. Si s"tn parti CHAt;'T PAS." I Papers,:' because, if enough nas..ility be 
Like for as is neH'r uspd in New England, I :ulcled, It rp}wpsents most npar1y t
le a
er- 
llut i
 unin>rsal in the South and \V t':,;t. a
p sound of what I lllay call the 111terJec- 
It ha."ì on its sitle the authoritv of two tion. 
kings (('[I') sum re:c R(>11umorum' et !m} m !-- 10cu!ion preva.ils i!l the Sou
hern anrl. 
flrlWlln(1tic(wz), Henry Y III. amI Charles ::\htlclle States wll1ch. IS 85> curIOUS that. 
I. 'fhis were ample, \\ ithout throwing tll"ong
1 m>ver h
arcl In. 
 e\
 .En
land, 1 
into the scale the scholar" and poet Daniel. wIll )!Ive a .few Imps to .ltS. <-hscn
slOn, the 
Them was uSt'cl as a nominative hv the more readily Lecause It IS extmct dse- 
majesty of Edwa.rd Yr., b
" Sir P. Ìfoh
., where. I .mean t
l,e use of (l1l
'lI.." in the 
aud hy Lord Pa
et (in Froncie's "His- sense of affirm, as I allow that s a gOOll 
tor)' "). I have '-never seen an)' passagp h?
se." I find the 
\ord .so used in 
adcluccd where qll
SS was usecl as the IJ
S Ly Anthony Jenkmson 111 Hakluyt: 
Yankee uses it. 'The word was familiar in "Corne they SOwe not, neither doe eate 
the mouths of our ancestors. but with a dif- any bread, mockin
 the Christians for 
ferent s1laclt' of lIIeaning from that we have 
he salU
, awl dis
hling our strengthe, say- 

iven it, which is something like rather mg we .h\"e b). ea
lIIg the tOl'pe ofa wt'
tle, 
think, though the Yankee implies a confi- awl d.r mke a drlllke made o.f the same, 
dent certainty hy it whc'n he says, "J allmcl1
9 
heyr gr
at devourmg ?f tie!-'h 

lless I ,z,t!" Tlwre arp two pxamples in awl drlllklll
 of lllilke to he the mcrease 
Otway, one of which (" So in the struj!gle, of theyr strength." That is, they untler- 
I gUe
<; the note wa.. lo--t ") pprhaps might value(l our strength, ancl affi.l"Ine!1 their 
sen e our purpose, ancll'01eritlge's own to be the result of a cprta111 dIet. 111 
another passage of the same narrath"e 
tbe word h
 its more COWlllon meaning 


T deprecate in all vance any 
hare in 
Genf-'ral Banks's notions of intt'nmtional 
bw, hut \\ e may a.ll take a ju
t l'ri,le in 
hi.. exuherant elocplence a<; 
omething 
(li
tin('tl\'el) American. \Vhen he :-pok
 a 
few 
 ea
 a
o ot " Ipttillg the ('nion slide.>," 
e\"en tho
e who, for political purl'o
l
, re- 
proachell him with the sentiment, admired 
the iwligpnous virtue of his phra..e. Y d 
I find " let the world sliclc" in lJenvood's 
"Eclwarcl 1\"."; anll in Rea.umònt awl 
}'letcllt
r's "Wit without .:\loney" V alc11- 
tine S,1.ys, 


If Will 
'on go drink, 
And let the wurld slide?" 
So nlso in bidney's A rcrulia, 
.. Lc.t his dominion slide:' 


In the one case it is put into thp month of 
a clown, ill the other, of a gentl
man, and 
was evitlently l'ro\'
rhial. It has even 
}lÏgher sanction, for Chancer writes, 
.. Well nigh all other curës let he slide." 
:\lr. Bartlett gives" ahme one's bt'nd" a<; 
an Americanism; but compare Hamlc>t's 
"to the top of my bent." I n his tracl
/I 
for iUL11l,l!dwtely has acquired all American 
acccnt, allli passe:; where he can for a 
natiH. but is an importation nevertheless; 
for what is he but the Latin e 'l:estigin, or 
at best the X orman French elleslesjJns, 
1.oth which have the same Illeanin
 1 llot- 
J;,,)t (provincia.l a1:,;0 in England), 'I find in 
1 he olù romance of " Tristan," 


If t guc:>s 't \\ as fe,u-rul t1ltJTe to see" 
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of approving or praising: "The said king, 
much allowing this declaration, saill." 
Dueange quotes 13racton su.b voce ADLO- 
CAHE for the meaning "to admit as 
}H.o\"ed," and the tr..m::;ition from this to 
" a1lirm" is by no means violent. At the 
same time, when we consÎller some of the 
meanings of allow in old English, amI of 
allvller in 01,1 French, and al::;o remember 
that the verbs prize and pl'aiM are from 
one root, I think we must albl1it aÜall- 
dare to a share in the paternity of allow. 
F].'he sentence from Hakluyt would read 
equally well, "contemning our strl'ngthe, 
. . . . and praising (or valuing) thl'Îr great 
eating of flesh as'the cause of their increa::;e 
in strength." After all, if we confine our- 
selves to allocare, it may tUl"ll out that 
the word was somewhere and somewhen 
used for to bet, analogously to put np, put 
down, post (cf. Spanish apostar), and the 
like. I hear boys in the street continually 
saying, "I bet that's a gooll horse," or 
what not, meaning by no means to risk 
anything beyond their opinion in the 
matter. 
The worcl improve, in the sense of " to 
occupy, make use of, employ," as Dr. 
Pickering defines it, he long ago proved 
to be 110 neologism. He woultl have done 
better, I think, hall he substituted profit 
by for employ. He cites Dr. Franklin as 
sL\.ying that the word ha.d never, so far as 
]Ie knew, been used in New England 
before he left it in 1723, except in 
Dr. Mather's" Remarkable Providences," 
which he oddly calls a "very old book." 
Franklin, as Dr. Pickering goes on to 
show, was mistaken. Mr. Bartlett in his 
,; Dictionary" merely abridges Pickering. 
Both of them shoulll have continell the 
application of the wort! to material things, 
its èxtension to which is all that is peculiar 
in the supposed American use of it. For 
surely "Complete Letter- \Vriters" have 
been" impruvi"ng this opportunity" time 
out of mind. I will illustrate the word a 
little further, because Pickering cites no 
English authorities. Skelton has a pas- 
sage in his" Phyllyp Sparowe," which I 
quote the rather as it contains also the 
word allowed, and as it di::;tinguishes Ùn- 
lJrove from employ:- 
.. His [Chaucer's] Englysh well alowed, 
So as it is enprowed, 
For as it is enl'loyd, 
There is no English voyd." 
Here the meaning is to pr'?fit by. In 
Fuller's "Holy Warre" (1647), we have 
H The Egyptians standing on t
e firm 
grouncl, were th
reby enablt>tl to 
mprovf. 
and enforce theIr ùarts to the utmost. 


Here the word might certainly mean to 
malæ use of. Mrs. Hutchinson (Life of 
Colonel H.) uses the word in the same 
way: "And therefore did not emprooæ hi" 
interest to engage the country in the 
quarrell." Swift in one of his letters says: 
"There is not an acre of land in Ireland 
turnl'ù to half its advantage; yet it is 
better improved than the people." I find 
it also in, "Strength out of \Veaklless" 
(165i), and Plutarch's" Morals" (1714), 
but I know of ouly one example of its 
use in the purely American sense, and that 
is, " a very gooù Ùnprovement for a mill " 
in the "State Trials" (Speech of the 
Attorney-General in the Lady r vy's case, 
1684). In the sense of e1n}Jlvy, I could 
cite a dozen old English authorities. 
In running over the fly-leaves of those 
delightful folios for this reference, I find 
a note which reminds me of another word, 
for our abuse of which we have heen de- 
servelUy ridiculed. I mean lady. It is 
true I might cite the example of the Italian 
donna" (dmnina), which has been treated 
in the same way by a whole nation, and. 
not, as lady among us, by the uncultivated 
only. It perhaps grew into u::;e in the 
half-democratic repu bJics of Italy in the 
same way and for the same reasons as with 
us. But I admit that our abuse of the 
word is villano us. I know of an orator who 
once said in a public meeting where bon- 
nets preponderated, that" the la(lies were 
last at the cross anrl first at the tomb"! 
But similar sins were committed before our 
day and in the mother country. In the 
" State Trials" I learn of " a gentlewoman 
that lives cook with" such a one, awl I 
hear the Lord High Stewarcl speaking of 
the wife of a waiter at a bagnio as a gentle- 
'woman! From the same authority, by 
the way, I can :;tate that our vile habit of 
chewing tobacco han. the somewhat un- 
savory example of Titus Oates, and I 
know by tradition from an eyewitness 
that the elegant General Burgoyne partook 
of the same vice. Howell, in one of his 
letters (,laterl 26 August, 1623,) speaks 
thus of another" institution" which many 
have thought American: "They speak 
much of that boisterous Bishop of Halver- 
sta(lt (for so they term him here), that, 
having taken a place wher ther were two 
Monasteries of Nuns and Friers, he caus'd 
divers feather-beds to be rip'd, amI all the 
feathers to be thrown in a great Hall, 
whither the Nuns and Friers were thrust 
naked with their bOllies oil'd and pitch'c.l, 
and to tumble alllong the feathers." How- 


""" Dame, in English, is a decayed gentle- 
woman uf the same fal:lily. 
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ell speaks as if the thing were new to him, 
and I know not if the" boi'iterous II Bishop 
was the inventor of it, but I fintl it prac- 
tist.tl in Ellgland befure our Uevolution. 
Bdore It:êLving the subject, I will adtl a 
few comments made from time to time 
on the margin of Mr. Bartlett's excelleut 
"Dictionary," to which I am glaù tlms 
publicly to acknowledge my many ohliga- 
tions. " Avails" is good oM English, awl 
the vails of Sir Joshua Reynolds's porter 
are famous. Averse fram, averse tv, and 
in connection with them the English vul- 
garism "different to'. " The corrupt USIj 
of tv in these cases, as well as in the Yan- 
kee "he lives to Salem," "to home," and 
other
} must be a very old one, for in the 
one case it plainly arose from confounding 
the two French }Jrepositions cl (from Latiu 
ad awl ab), and in the other from trans- 
lating the first of them. I once thought 
"ditrerent to" a modenl vulgarism, and 
:Mr. 'l'hackeray, on my pointing it out to 
him in " Henry Esmond," coul"esscd it to 
be an anachronism. .Mr. Bartlett refers 
to "the old writers quoted in Richardson's 
Dictionary" for "different to," though in 
my eùition of that work all the examples 
are with from. But I find to used in\"aria- 
bly by 
ir R. Hawkins in Hakluyt. BanjO' 
is a negro corruption of O. E. bandore. 
BincZ-1"eed can hardly be modern, for 
'lonnd-mnd is old and radically right, inter- 
twining itsplf through bindan and windan 
with classic stems. Booolink: is this a 
contraction for Bob 0' Lincoln? I find 
bobol.1lnes, in ont' of the poems attributed 
to Skelton, where it may be renrlered 
giddy-pate, a term very fit for the l)ird in 
his ecstasies. Cruel for great is in Hak- 
1uyt. Ðnu'ling-alley is in Nash's U Pierce 
P
nnilessp." CU'dous, meaning n-ice, oc- 
cnrs continually in oM writers. and is as 
old as Pecock's "Repressor." Droger 
is O. E. d-Tugger. .Educational is in 
Burke. Feeze is only a form of jizz. To 
fix, in the American sense, I find userl by 
the Commissioners of the U llited Colonies 
80 early as 1675, "their arms well fixed 
anrl fit for service." To take the foot in 
the II and is German; so is to gn under. 
Gllndalmv is old: I find gundelo in Hak- 
luyt, ancl gllndi'llo in Booth's reprint of thp 
folio Shakespeare of 162
. Gnnn./fis O. E. 
gno.ffe. Heap is in "Piers Ploughman II 
(" and other names an keep "), antI in Hak- 
lnyt (" seeing such a heap of their enemies 
really to devour them "). To liquor is 
in the" Puritan" (" call 'em in, alHlliquor 
'em a Hit Ie ..)- To loaf: this, I think, is 
unquestional,ly Gern1L1.n. Lal
fen is pro- 
noullcC(llofell in sOllie parts of Germany. 
ami I once heard onc German student sà)" 


to another, /ch lauf' (tofe) lzier bis dN, 
1cicderkehrest, and he Legan accorùiugly 
to saunttr up and down, in short, to loof. 
To ?nllll, Mr. Bartlett says, nleans "to 
softcn, to dispirit," and quotes trom " Mar- 
gan.t," - '
There has bt'tll a l'rett \" consid- 
traLlf' 'I1lullz1L going 011 aUlong the doc- 
tors," - where it SUl"ely cannot mean what 
he says it does. \Ve haye always heanl 
?nulling used for stirring, bustling, some- 
times in an underhand way. It is a meta- 
phor derived probably fm))) mullÙtg wine, 
and the word itself must be a corruption 
of m,Ûl, from O. F. mesler. Pair of stairs 
is in Hakluyt. To pull up stakes is in 
Curwen's Journal, and therefore pre-He\"- 
olutiûnary. I think I have met with it 
earlier. Raise: uncler this word Mr. 
Bartlt'tt omits" to raise a house," that is, 
the frame of a wooùtn one, and. also the 
suhstanth-e fOITned from it, a rai.sín'. Re- 
tire for gv to bed is in Ficltling's" Ame1ia." 
:$etting-poles cannot be new, for I find 
"some set [the boats] with long poles" 
in Hakluyt. Shoulder-hitters: I tind that 
sh011lder-striJ..".f!r is olù, though I have lost 
the reference to my authority. Snag is 
no new \\ onl, though perhaps the 'Vestern 
application of it is so; hut I find in 
Gill the proverb, "A bird in the bag is 
worth two on the snag. II Dryd.en has 
su'np and to' rights. Trail: lIakluyt 
has "many wayes traled Ly the wilùe 
beastes. " 
I subjoin a few phrases not in :Mr. Bart- 
lett's book which I have heard. Bald- 
headed: "to go it bald-headed II ; in great 
haste, as where one rushes out without his 
hat. Bogue:" I dou't git much done 
'thout I boglle right in along 'th my mf'Il." 
Carry: a pnrtage. Cat-nap: a short rloze. 
Cat-stick: a small stick. Chou:der-head: 
a muddle-hrain. Cling-john: a soft cake 
of rye. Cocoa-nut: the hea(1. Cohæs.: 
appIipd. to the people of certain sf'ttle- 
ments in \Vestern Pennsylvania, from their 
USf' of the archaic form Quo' he. lJun- 
nnv/z I klww: the nearest ,.our true 
Yallkee ever comes to ackllowle(lging igno- 
rance. Essence-pedler: a skunk. First- 
rate and it half. Fish-flakes, for drying 
fish: O. E. fleck (era/is). Gander-party: 
a social gathering of men only. Ua'zl"1zi- 
eus: a dolt. Hau'/"'-ins's 1l"hetstone: rum; 
in derision of one Hawkins, a well-known 
temperance-lecturer. lI.l/per: to bustle: 
" I mus' hyper ahout an' 
it tea." Keeler- 
tub: one in which dishes are washed. 
(" And Grea.
y Joan doth keel the rot."
 
Lrtp-tea: wh
re the guests are too m:my to 
sit at tahle. Last of pea-tirne: to he hard- 
up. Lijse-laÙI (loose-Iaitl): a wt'a,.er's 
term, and probably English; weak-willecl. 
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}'lalahaek: to cut up hastily or awk- 
wardly. J.lfoonglade: a beautiful word: 
for the track of moonlight on the water. 
G.!f-ox: au unmanageable, cross-grained 
fellow. Old DI'i-ver, Uld Spli(joot ,. the 
Devil. O,llÛtch: to pull trigger (cf. Span- 
ish disparar). Popular: conceited. Rote: 
sound of surf before a storm. Rot-gut: 
cheap whiskey; the worù occurs in Hey- 
woo,l's "English Traveller" awl Alldison's 
"Drummer," for a poor kind of drink. 
Seem: it is habitual with the New-Eng- 
lander to put this verb to strange uses, as, 
" I can't see
n to be suitell," "I COUltlll't 
t;eem, to know him." SÙlehill, for hill- 
side. State-house: this seems an Ameri- 
canism, whether invented or derived from 
the Dutch Sladhuys, I know not. Strike 
al1l1 strin:J: from the game of ninepins; 
to make a st.rike is to knock clown all the 
pin
 with one ball, hence it has come to 
mean fortunate, successful. Sw(.(,mpers : 
men who hreak out roads for lumherers. 
J.'ormented: euphemism for damned, as, 
"not a tormentell cent." VirgÙÛa fence, 
to make a: to walk like a drunken man. 
It is always worth wbile to note down 
the erratic words or phrases which one 
meets with in any dialect. They may 
throw light on the meaning of other worlls, 
on the relationship of languages, or even on 
llistory itself. In so composite a language 
as ours they often supply a different form 
to express a different shade of meaning, 
as in vinl and fiddle, tI
rid and thrc(ul, 
smothe?' and smolllder, where the 1 has crept 
in by a false analogy with would. \Ve 
have given back to Englan(l the excel- 
lent adjective lengthy, formed hone
t1y like 
earthy, drollth!l, a11ll others, t1lUs enahling 
their journalists to characterize (lur Presi- 
dent's messages by a word cidlly compl'O- 
mising ùetween long a1111 tedinlls, so as not 
to endanger the peace of the two countries 
by wounlling our national sensith'eness to 
.British criticism. Let mlJ give two curious 
pxamples of the antiseptic property of 
llialects at which I have alrea,ly glanced. 
DJ,llte has dindi as a chilllish or low worll 
for danari (money), and in Shropshire 
small Roman çoins are still clug up which 
the peasants call dinde-rs. This can harll- 
ly be a chance coincidence, but se.ems 
r,tther to carry the word. back to the 
Roman soldiery. So our farmers say 
chuk, chnk, to their pigs, awl ciacco is 
one of the Italian wortls for hog. \Vhen 
a countryman tell:,; us that he H fell all of 
a heap," I cannot help thinking that he * Which, whether in that form, or under it
 
unconsciously l)oints to an atlìnity be- aliases 1t'ifch-grass and cooch-grass, poiuts us 
- .. back to its original Saxon flu ick. 
tween our wO:'ll tu.mble, and the Latin t And, by the way, the Yankee never says 
tum1.llu,s, that IS older than most others. "0' nights," but uses the older adverbial furm, 
I believe that words, or even the mere I analogous to the German nachts. 


intonation of them, have an astonishing 
vitality aml power of propagation by the 
root, like the gardener's }Jest, quitch- 
grass,. while the application or combina- 
tion of them may be new. It is in these 
last that my countrymen seem to me full 
of humor, invention, quickness of wit, awl 
that sense of suùtle analogy which needs 
only refining to become fancy and imagi- 
nation. Prosaic as American life seems 
in many of it.s aspects to a European, bleak 
and bare as it is on the side of tradition, 
and utterly orphaned of the solemn inspira- 
tion ,of antiquity, I cannot help thinking 
that the ordinary talk of unlettered men 
among us is fuller of metaphor and of 
phrases that suggest lively images than 
that of any other people I ha \'e seen. 
Very many such will be fOUlHl in 1\11'. 
Bartlett's book, though his short list of 
proverbs at the end seem to me, with one 
or two exceptions, as un-American as pos- 
sible. Most of them have no character at 
all but coarseness, and are quite too long- 
skirted for working provel.bs, in which 
language always" takes off its coat to it," 
as a Yankee would say. There are plenty 
that have a more native an(l puckery 
fta VOl', seedlings from the old stock often, 
anll yet new varieties. One hears such 
not 
eldom among us Easterners, alHI the 
West wouM yield many more. " .Mean 
enough to steal acorns from a blincl hog''' ; 
"Cold as the north side of a J enooary 
gravestone by starlight"; "Hungry as a 
graven image"; "Pop'lar HoS a hen with 
one chicken"; "A hen's time ain't much" ; 
"Quicker '11 gre:lse,llightnin'''; "Ther's 
sech a thing ez bein' tn" ( our Yankee par- 
aphrase of 1.I:t}OÈ å)'av); hence the phrase 
tonin' ronnd, meaning a supererogatory 
activity like that of flies; "::;tingy enough 
to skim his milk at both eemls"; "Hot as 
the Devil's kitchen"; "Handy as a pocket 
in a 1;hirt "; "He '8 a whole team aIlll the 
dog unl leI' the wagon" ; "All (leacons are 
good, but there's otlds in deacons" (to dea- 
emL berries is to put the largest atop) ; "So 
thievish they hev to take in their stone 
walls nights";. may serve as specimens. 
"I take my tea barfvot," said a l'ack- 
woodsman when a
ked if he would have 
cream and sugar. (I find barfoot, by the 
way, in the Coventry Plays.) A man 
speaking to me once of a very rocky 
clearing said, "St.one 's got a pretty heavy 
mortgage on that land," and I overheard 
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ant European air of indirect se1f-cornpli- 
IIIPllt in condescendillg to be snrprisell hy 
.\JIlt'ril'an l1Ierit, which we tilld so concili- 
ntillg, he saill to a coulltryrllan 101111gin cr 
ag:Lillst tIlE' floor, " Pretty hea,'y thunde
 
j'OU have here." The other, who hall ùi- 
,inccl at a glance his feeling of generous 
COli cession to a new coul1try, dmwle.l 
gravely, "\\.aal, we du, con:sÌllcrin' the 
nmllber of inhahitants." This, the more 
I analyze it, the more Immorous does it 
-;eelll. The same mall was capable of wit 
abo, when he wouill. He was a cahinet- 
maker, awl was once employed to lIIake 
!o;l)llIe cOl1lmalllhupnt-tahles for the parish 
Illeetillg-house. The parson, a nry old 
man, al1nuyed IJim by louking into hii 
wurkshop every morning, 31ul cautionillg 
hil1l to be very sure to pick out "clear 
mahogany without allY k'llots in it." At 
la:-.t, ,,"carica out, he retortell one day: 
B \\"al, Dr. B., I guess ef I wa
 to leave 
the nuts out 0' some 0' the c'man'ments, 
't 'ould soot YOU full cz wal ! " 
If I harl taken the pains to write clown 
the proverhial or pithy phrases I have 
lleard, or if I had sooner thought of noting 
the Yankeeisms I mpt with in my rcading, 
I Illight have been ahle to do more justice 
to my theme. But I ha\'e done all I 
wbhecl in re
pect to pronunciation, if I 
have proven that where we are vulgar, we 
ha\'e the countenallce of very goo,l COlll- 
l'allY. Fur, as to the jus et '1ltJT1JUt loquPrI,- 
di, J agree with Horace and those who 
ha,'e paraphrased or cOl1lmentt'a him, from 
Boileau to Gray. I think that a good rule 
for style is Galiani's ùefinition of sulllime 
oratory, - "l'art de tout dire sans être 
llIis à la Bastille dans un pays oil il est 
défelHln de rien dire." I profess myself 
a fanatical pnrist, hnt with a hparty cou- 
tempt for the spp(.'ch-gildt'rs who affect 
purism without any thorough, or even 
pe,lagogic, knowledge of th.e engendure, 
growth, and aftinities of the nohle lan- 
guage about whose més(tllianccs they pro- 
fess (like Dean Alford) to be so solicitous. 
If they hafl their way -! "Doeh es sey," 
says Lessing, "dass jene gothische Höf- 
lichkeit eine nnentbehrliche Tugellll des 
lleutigPH Ul1Iganges ist. SoIl sie darum 
unspre 8chriften elwn so schaal unll falsch 
machen als nnsern U IlIgan
 
" And Dray- 
ton was not far wrong in affirming that 


ß. O'uicle in the woo(l
 RaY to his com pan- 
io
s who were nrging hiñl to sin
, ., \\'al, 
J did sing oncE', hut toons gnt illvl'lIh>.I, an' 
thet spilt illY tratlp." \\"JlIwver has Ilriven 
OVl'r a stream by a hri.lge mal Ie of slctb.
 
will feel the picturesque Jorce of the epi- 
thet shtb-hrÙl!Jcd apI,lied to a fellow of 
shaky char:tcter. All1lo
t every county 
has SOlllt' gnoll dip-sinker in phrase, whose 
ntintag'-' passes into the currellcy of the 
wholt' IH.i
hhorhood. 
nch a oue d{'scrihell 
the connty jail (the one stone bnilding 
wh{'re all the Ilwellings are of wooll) as 
"the house whos(' undcrpinnin' come up 
to the eave
," allli calleil hell .. the place 
where they dillnt rake up their tires 
lIi(,hts." I once askell a stage-drÍ\"er if 
t h
 otlH'r sil Ie of a h ill were as st eel' as 
tIll' OUf> we were clilll hing: "::;teep 
 chain 
hghtllin' coulll n' go <lown it 
thout puttin' 
the shoe on ! " AmI this hrmgs me hack 
to the pxaggeration of which 1 spoke he- 
fore. To l1Ie there is somethilIg 'et'Y tak- 
ÏIw in the Jlegro "so black that charcoal 
m
,le a chaÌk-mark on him," a III I the 
woollen shiugle "painted SO like marlJle 
that it sank in water," as if its very con- 
sciousness or its vanity had heen over- 
persuade,l by the cunning of the painter, 
I heard a man, in order to gi\'e a lIotion 
of some very coM weather, say to another 
that a certain Joe, who Ilad heen taking 
mercury, found a lump of quil'ksiher in 
each boot, when he went h0111P to dinner. 
This power of rapidly dramatizing a Ilr
. 
fact into tlesh and bloo(l, awl the vÍ\'Íll 
conception of Joe as a human th PI'I1I om - 
eter, strike me as showing a poetic sense 
that Illay he refined iuto faculty. At 
any rate there is humor here, amI not 
mere quickness of wit, - the deeper allli 
not the 
hallowpr quality. The tendency 
of humor is always towards oyerþlus of 
expression, while the "ery t'ssence of wit 
is its logical precision. Cavtain Basil 
Hall deniell that our people Itall any 
humor, decehe!l, perhaps, by their gravity 
of manner. But this very serionsncss is 
often the outwaril sign of that humorous 
quality uf the mind which deligllts in 
finding an element of i!lentity in things 
s"ellliJlgly the most iucongruous, allli then 
a
a.in in forcill
 an iucou'Zrnity upon things 
hlentieaJ. Perhaps Captain Hall hail 1
0 
humor himself, anll if so he wouM never 
find it. Hid he always feel the point of 
what was saill to himself? I doubt it, 
IJecau
e I happen to know a chancE' he 
once ha(l given him in vain. The Captain 
was walking up allli down the yerawla of 
a country tavern in :\Ia.:ssaclm;.;etts while Cumherland in llis :\Iernoirs tens us that 
the coach cI
a.n6ed horsl's. A thul1l1er- I when, in the mil 1st of Admiral TIollney's 
btorm was gOlllg on, awl, with that I'h>a". . great sea-tight, Sir Charles Douglas saill 
16 


.. 'T is J'o.o;;siùle to {'limb, 
To kindle, or to slake, 
.Althuugh in :Skelton's rhyme." 
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to him, "Behold, Sir George: the Greeks 1 die behagIiche naive Sprache sehr Z'Il stat- 
awl Trojans contending for the body of ten. Man fim1et. mehrere sinnlich bedeu- 
Patroclus !" the Admiral answered, l)ee- tende unll \\'ohlklinge1ll1e W orte . . . . von 
vi
hly, "Damn the Greeks aUlI damn the einem, zwei Buchstahen, ALhreviationen 
Trojans! I have other things to think of." Contractioncn, viele kUJ'ze, leichte Svlben: 
After the battle was won, Rodney thus neue Reime, welches, mehr als man gÌaubt, 
to Sir Charles, "Now, my dear friend, I ein Vortheil für den Dichter ist. Diese 
am at the service of your Greeks and Elemente werden durch ghickliche Con- 
Trojans, and the whole of Homer's Iliad, structionen uwllebhafte Formen zu einem 
or as much of it as you please!" I had Styl zusammengedrängt del' zu ùiesem 
some such feeling of the impertinence of Zwecke vor unserer Büchersprache grosse 
our pseudo-classicality when I chose our V orzüge hat." Of course 1 do not mean 
homely dialect to work ill. Should we be to imply that I have come near achieviuL1' 
nothing, hecause somebody 11a(1 contrived any 
uch success as the great critic here ir
 
to be something (amI that perhaps in a dicates, but I think the success is there, awl 
pro\'Íncial dialect) ages ago? and to be to he plucked by some more fortunate hand. 
nothing by our very attempt to be that Neve1'theless, I was encouraged by the 
something, which tlleY had already been, approval of many whose opinions I valued. 
and which therefore noboùy could be again "Vith a feeling too tender and grateful to 
without being a bore 1 Is there no way be mixed with any vanity, I mention as 
left, then, I thought, of being natura!, of one of these the late A. H. Clough, who 
being na,ïj, which means nothing more more than anyone of those I have known 
than native, of belonging to the age and (no longer living), except Hawthorne, im- 
country in which you are horn? The pressed me witI] the constant presence 
Yankee, at least, is a new phenomenon; of that indefiuable thing we call genius. 
let us try to ùe that. It is perhaps a pis He often suggested that I should try my 
aile?', lmt is not lYo Tlwrollghf(tre written haml at some Yankee Pastorals, wl]ich 
up everywhere else? In the literary woulrl admit of more sentiment and a 
world, things seemed to me very much as higher tone without foregoing the advan- 
they were ill the latter half of the last tage offered by the dialect. I have never 
century. Pope, skimming the cream of complete!l anything of the kind, hut, in 
goo<l sense and expression wherever he this Second Series, Loth my rememhrance 
could find it, had made, not exactly of his counsel an(l the deeper feeling 
poetry, but an honest, salable butter of called up by the great interests at stake, 
worldly wisdom which pleasantly lnbri- led me to venture some passages nearer 
cated some of the drier morsels of life's to what is called poetical than could have 
daily bread, and, seeing this, scores of been admitted without incongruity into 
harmlessly insane people went on for the the former series. The time seemed call- 
next fifty years coaxing his buttermilk ing to me, with the old poet, - 
with the regular up and down of the pen- 
tameter churn. And in our day do we 
not scent everywhere, and even carry 
away in our clothes against our will, that 
faiut l)erfume of musk which Mr. Tenny- 
son has left behind him, or worse, of 
Heine's paclwuli? And might it not be 
possihle to escape t]1em by turning into 
one of our narrow New England lanes, 
shut in though it were by bleak stone- 
walls on either hand, and where no better 
flowers were to be gathered than golden- 
rod an<l hardhack? 
Beside the advantage of getting out of 
the beaten track, our dialect offered others 
hardly iuferior. As I was about to make 
an endeavor to state them, I rem em bered 
something which the clear-sighted Goethe 
had saitl ahout Hebel's A llemannische 
Gedichte, which, making proper rleduction 
fo)" special reference to the book un<ler 
review, expresses what I would have said 
far better than J conM hope to (10: ,. Allen 
dies ell inneJ'l1 guten Eigeul;chaften kommt 


.. Leave, then, your wonted prattle 
The oaten reed forbear; 
For I hear a sound of battle, 
And trullJl)ets renù the air!" 


The only attempt I had m"er made at 
anything like a pastoral (if that may be 
called an attempt which was the result 
almost of pure accident) was in " 'l'he 
Courtin'." While the introduction to the 
First Series was going through the prt'ss, 
I received worli from the printer that 
there was a blank page left whieh must be 
tilled. I sat down at once and improvised 
another fictitious "notice of the press," 
in which, because verse woula fill up 
space more cl]eaply than prose, I inserted 
an extract from a supposed ballad of Mr. 
Biglow. I kept no copy of it, and the 
printer, as directed, cut it off when the 
gap was filled. Presently I began to re- 
ceive letters asking for the rest of it, 
sometimes for the balance of it. I had 
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none, but to answer such demands, I 
patched a cOllclu::;ion upon it in a later 
edition. Those who hall only the tir::;t 
continuell to importune me. Afterward, 
being askt.d to write it out as an auto- 
graph for the Baltimore Sanitary Conllllis- 
sioll Fair, I ac liled other verses, into some 
of which I infused a littlt' more sentiment 
in a homely way, anù after a fashion COIll- 
},lett'u it lIy sketching in the characters 
allil making a connected story. )108t 
Jikdy I have spoiled it, Imt I shall put it 
at the ellli of this Introduction, to answer 
once for all those kindly importuuings. 
As I have sef'n extracts from what pur- 
ported to be writings of )lr. Biglow, 
which were not genuine, I may l'rollt'rly 
take this opvortullity to say, that the two 
'volUlues now publishc,l contain every line 
I e'"er l'rinteel HillIer that pseudonyme, 
and that I ha' e never, so far as I can re- 
men! lieI', written an anonymous article 
(elsewhere than in the ...Vodh 
 ll1Æ/.ican 
Rericw and the ..1 tluntie .J.'[onthly, duriug 
my editorship of it) except a rcview of 
l\1 rs. Stowe's "'Iillister's \V ooing," and, 
some twenty years ago, a sketch of the 
antislavery movement in America for an 
English journal. 
A word more on pronunciation. I have 
endeavored to express this so far as I 
could by the types, taking snch pains as, 
I fcar, may sometimes make the rea(ling 
hareler than need be. At the same time, 
by studyin
 uniformity I have sometimes 
been o'hli
ed to sacrifice minute exact- 
ness. The eml'lmsis often mOllifies the 
ha'hitual sound. For examplp, for is com- 
monly fer (a shorter sound than fur for 
far), hut when emplmtic it always be- 
comesfor, as "wutfur I" So too is pro- 
nounce(l like to (as it was anciently spelt). 
aIllI to like ta (the sound as in the tOll of 
touch), but too, when emphatic, changes 
into tue, and to, sometimes, in similar 
cases, into toe, as, "[ diel n' harlUy know 
wut toe <iu!" \\There vowels come to- 
gether, or one preceeles another foUowing 
an aspirate, the two melt together, as was 
common with the ohler poets who formed 
their versitication on French or ItaIian 
mOllds. Drayton is thoroughly Yankee 
when he says" I 'xpect," ancl Pope whpn 
]Ie says" t' inspire." JVith becomes some- 
times '1.th, 'uth, or 'th, or even disappears 
wholly where it comes before the, as, "I 
went alon
 th' Square" (along with the 
SI1'1ire). the are sonnll b('in
 an archaism 
which I have notict"el also in chm"r, like 
the olel Scotti
h quhnir. (Herrick has, 
"Of tlowers ne'er suckeel b,' th' theevinO' 
bee.") 1Jïthout become" athòllt and ,t!wur 
./;.f
t;.rlOards alwa)"s retains its locative s, 


a11l1 is pronounced always ahtl!rll"l.lrds', 
with a strong accent on the last syllable. 
1'hi.. oddity has some support in the 
err.Üic tlJwards' instead of tv. wards, which 
we tinù iu the poets and sometimes hear. 
The sounù given to the tirst syllahle of 
to' u'wyls, I may remark, sustains the Yan- 
kee lcngthening of the 0 in to. At the 
heginning of a sentence, ahtenmuds has 
the accent on the first syHahle; at the 
ellli of one, on the last; as, " ah'tencurds' 
he tol' me," "he to}' me ahtern'i/ ,.ds'.' 
The Yankee never makes a mistake in 
his aspirates. C changes in Illany wOI.Ils 
to e, always in such, bru.<;h, tush, hush, 
rush, blush, seldom in 'milch, oftellt'r in 
trust and cn/st, never in mush, gust, bust, 
tumble, or 0) }lush, in the latter case 
probahIy to avoid confusion with flesh. I 
have heard flush with the l sound, how- 
ever. For the same reason, I suspect, 
ncver in gush (at least, I ne'"er hearel it), 
hecause we ha'"e aIready one gpsh for !Josh. 
.1 and i short frequently become e short. 
U always becomes 0 in the prctix un (ex- 
cept unto), and 0 in return changes to it 
short in uv for of, anù in some wor,ls be- 
gillning with om. T and d, band p, 'I' and 
w, remain intact. So much occurs to me 
in aeldition to what I said 011 this head in 
the prefa.ce to the former volume. 
Of course in what I have saitl r wish to 
he uuderstooel as keeping in mind the dif- 
ference between provincialisms properly 
so called and slang. Slang is always vul- 
gar, because it is not a natural but an 
affected way of talking, and all mere 
tricks of speech or writing are offensÏ\"e. 
I do not think that :\Ir. Biglow can he 
fairly charged with vulgarity, ancl I shoul11 
have entirely failed in my design, if I hac! 
not mol.lle it appear that high anel even 
rt'tined sentiment mav coexist with the 
--hrewder aUll more coinic elcments of the 
Yankee character. I ùelieve that what is 
essentiaHy vulgar anll mean-spiritell in 
politics sehlom has its source in the ùOlly 
of the peoplp, hut much rather amon
 
those who are maele tinlÍ,1 bv their wealth 
or selfish by their love òf power. A 
democracy can aJfnrd much hetter than 
an aristocracy to foHow out its COJ1,'ic- 
tions, and is perhaps better qualitie.l to 
Imilll those convictions on plain princi- 
ples of right awl wron
, rather than on 
the shifting smuls of expe,liency. I ha-l 
alwa
"s thought" Sam Slick" a li1d on 
the Yankee character, alltl a complete 
falsification of Yankee mOlle-, of speech, 
though, for aught I know, it ma
. lw true 
in both respects so far as the British pro,". 
illces are concerned. To me the dialect 
was native, was spoken aU aùout me when 
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a l)oy, at a time wl1en an Trish day-lahorer 
was as rare as an American one now. 
Since then I have made a study of it so 
fal' as opportunity allowed. But when I 
write in it, it is as in a mother tongue, 
and I am carried back far oeyowl any 
studies of it to long-ago llooning::; in my 
father's hay-fieltls, and to the talk of Sam 
alHI Job over their jug of blackstmp muler 
the shadow of the a
h-trt'e which still 
dapples the grass whence they have ùeen 
gone so long. 
But life is short, and prefaces should be. 
Anù so, 11IY good frielHls, to whom thi
 
introductory epistle is adùressed, farewdl. 
'Though some of you have remonstrated 
with me, I shall never writ.e allY more 
"Biglow Papers," however great the 
tempt.ation, - grt'at especially at the pre
- 
ent time, - unless it be to complete the 
original plan of this Series by hl'inging out 
Mr. Sawin as an "ori
inal Union man." 
'l'he very favor with which they have 1Jeen 
rect'ived is a hin(lrance to me, by forcing 
on me a self-coll
ciousness from which I 
was entirely free when J ''\Tote the First 
Series. Moreover, I am no longer the 
same careless youth, with nothing to do 
but live to myself, my hooks, awl my 
friends, that I was then. I always llateù 
politics, in the o1' , linary sense of the word, 
al)(l I am not likely to grow fonder of 
them, JlOW that I have learned how rare it 
is to fi1Hl a man who can keep principle 
clear from party and personal prejUllice, 
or Can conceive the pos
ihility of another's 
doing so. I feel as if I could in some sort 
claim to he an em-eritu,'), and I am sure 
that political satire wilJ have fnll justice 
done it by that genuine and delightful 
humorist, the Rev. Petroleum V. Nashy. 
I regret that I killed off Mr. \Vilhur so 
soon, for lIe woul(l have enahled me to 
Lring into this preface a numher of learned 
quotations, which must now go a-1wgging, 
aIHl also enahled me to dispel'sonalize my- 
sl:'lf into a vicarious egotism. He wouhl 
have helped me also in clearill
 myself 
from a charge which I shall ùriefty touch 
on, becau
e my friend 1\11'. Hughes has 
found it neeùful to defend me in his pref- 
ace to one of the EngJish editions of the 
"Biglow Papers." I thank Mr. H nghes 
])eartily for his friendly care of my good 
name, an(l were his Preface accessihle to 
my readers here (as T am glad it is not, 
for its partiality makes me blns}I), I 
f;houltl leave the matter where he left it. 
The charge is of profanity, brought in hy 
})ersons who proclaimed African slavery 
of Divine institution, an<l is Imse(l (so far 
a
 I have heard) on two passages in the 
First Series- 


and, 


.. An' you ','e gnt to git np airly, 
Ef 
'ou want tu take in Gud," 


.. God '11 send the ùi11 to yon," 
and on some Scriptural illustrations by 
1\11'. Sawin. 
Now, in the first place, I was writing 
miller an as:suu)ed character, and must talk 
::is the person would whose mouthpiece I 
made JHYself. 'Vill any one familiar .with 
the New England couÌltryman venture to 
tell me that he does not speak of sacred 
things familiarly? that Biblical allnsinn
 
(allusions, that is, to the single book with 
whose language, from his chnrch-goillg 
haLits, he is intimate) are not freqneut on 
llÌs lips? If so, he canllot have pursueil 
his studies of the character on so many 
IOllg-ago nmster-fields and at so many cat- 
tle-shows as I. But I scorn any sllch line 
of defence, and. will confess at Ollce that 
one of the things I am prowl of in my 
countrymen is (I am not. speaking now of 
such persons as I have asslllllc(l Mr. Hawin 
to lIe) that they do not put their l\laker 
away far from them, or iJlter}Jret the fear of 
Got! into being afraiù of Him. The Tal- 
mudists had conceived a deep truth wIlen 
they said, that "all things were in the 
power of God, save the fear of Go(l " ; and 
whcn people stand in great dread of all 
invisil,le power, I suspect they mistake 
quite another personagc for the Deity. 
1 might justify myself for the passages 
critidsell hy many parallel ones from 
Scripture, 1Hlt I neeù not. The Reverend 
HOllier \ViILur's note-books supply me 
with three apposite quotations. The first 
is from a Father of the H.oman Church, 
the second from a Father of the Anglican, 
and the third from a Father of MOllern 
English poetry. The Puritan (1Ì\'ines 
would furnish me with many more such. 
St. Bernard says, Sapiens nZl71Z1nUlctTillS est 
Dells: n'U/iJli}}UOn fictIOn 11.,(111., Tcc-ipict; "A 
cunning money-changer is God: he will 
take in no base coin." Latimer says, 
"You shan percei,.e that God, hy thi5 
example, shaketh us l)y the noseS and 
taketh us by the ears." Familiar elloug-h, 
both of them, one would say! But I 
should thiuk Mr. Biglow had verily stolen 
the last of the two maligned passages from 
Dryden's" DOll Sehastian," where I find 
.. And beg of Heaven to charge the ùill on 
Ine ! " 
And there I leave the matter, heing will- 
ing to believe that the Saint, the Martyr, 
and even the Poet, were as carefnl of 
GO(l's honor as my critics are ever 1ikely 
to be. 


J. R. L. 
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GOD makes sech nights, all white an' 
still 
Fur 'z you can look or listen, 
ltloollshille an' snow on field an' hill, 
All silence an' all glisten. 


Zekle crep' up quite unbeknO\vn 
An' pet'ked in thru' the winder, 
An' there sot Huldv aU alone, 
'ith no one nigh to hender. 


A fireplace filled the room's one side 
"
ith half a cord 0' ,\ood in- 
There warn't no stoves (tell comfort 
died) 
To bake ye to a puddin'. 


rhe wa'nut logs sho.t sparkles out 
Towards the pootIest, bless lu>r, 
An' leetle flames Jance(l all about 
The chillY on the dresser. 


Agin the cbimbley crook-n{'cks hung, 
An' in among
t 'em rusted 
The ole queen's-arm thet gran'ther 
Young 
Fetcheù back from Concord busted. 


The very room, coz she was in, 
Seemèd warm from floor to cellin', 
An' she lookf'(l full ez rosy agin 
Ez the apples she was pectin'. 


'T was kin' 0' kingdom-come to look 
On sech R blessed cretur, 
A dogrose blushin' to a brook 
Ain't moJester nor sweeter. 


He was six foot 0' man, A I, 
Clear grit an' human natur'; 
:Rone could n't quicker pitch a ton 
::K or dror a furrer straighter. 


He'd sparked it with full twenty gals, 
IIed squired 'em, danced 'em, druv 
, elll, 
Fust this one, an' then thet, by spells- 
All is, he could n't love 'em. 


nut long 0' her his veins 'ould run 
All crinkly like curled maple, 


The side she breshed felt full 0' sun 
.Ez a 
outh slope in Ap'il. 


She thought no v'ice bed sech a swing 
Ez hisH in the choir; 
:My! wben he maùe Ole RundeI'd ring, 
She knowed the Lord wa
 nigher. 


An' she'd blush scarlit, right in prayer, 
\Vben her new meetin'-bullllet 
Felt somehow thru' its crown a pair 
0' blue eyes sot upon it. 


Thet night, I tell ye, she looked some! 
She seemeù to 've gut a new soul, 
For she felt sartin-sure he'd come, 
Down to her very shoe-sole. 


She beered a foot, an' knowed it tu, 
A-raspill' on the scraper,- 
Ali ways to Ollce her feel ins flew 
Like sparks in burnt-up paper. 


He kin' o' }'itered on the mat, 
Some doabtt1e 0' the sek!e
 
His heart kep goin' pity-pat, 
But hern went pity Zekle. 


An' yit she gin her ch('er a jerk 
Ez though she wished him fllrder. 
An' on her apples kep' to work, 
Parin' away like murùer. 


" Yon want to see my Pa, I s'pose 1" 
" \Yal . . . . no . . . . I come da 
sign in' " - 
"To see my 
Ia 1 She's sprinklin: 
do'es 
Agin to-morrer's i'nin'." 


To say why gals acts so or so, 
Or don't, 'ould be presumin' ; 
Mebby to mean yes an' say 1W 
Comes nateral to women. 


He stood a spell on one foot fust, 
Then stoorl a spell 011 t' other, 
An' on which one he felt the wust 
He could n't lla' told ye nuther. 


Says he, "I'd better call agin" ; 
Says she. "Think likely, 
[ister" : 
Thet'last word pricked him like a pin, 
An' . . . . \Yal, he up an' kist her. 



230 


THE BIGLOW PAPERS. 


'rlH'n 1.Ia bimeby upon 'em slips, 
Huldy sot pale ez ashes, 
All kin' 0' smily roun' the lips 
An' t
ary roun' the lashes. 
For she was jes' the quiet kind 
'Vhose naturs never vary, 
Like streams that keep a summer mind 

now hid in J enooary. 


The blood clost roun' her heart felt glued 
Too tight for all expressin', 
Tell mother See how Jl1
tters stood, 
An' gin 'em both her bl
ssill'. 
Then her red come back like the tide 
Down to the ]Jay 0' .Fundy, 
An' all I know is they was cried 
In meetin' come 11ex' Sunday. 
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No. I. 
BIRDOFREDU:\{ SA \VIN, ESQ., TO 
MR. HOSEA BIGLOW. 


LETTER FROM THE REV'ERE
D HOMER WIL- 
BUR, M. A., ENCLOSING THE EPISTLE 
AFOHESAID. 


JAALAM, 15th Xov., 1861. 
. . . . . 
IT is not from any idle wish to oòtrurle 
my humble person with un,lue prominence 
upon the publick vip-w that I resume my 
pen upon the present occasion. Juni01'es 
cui labores. But having heen a main in- 
strunwut in rescuing the talent of my young 
parishioller from being buried in thegroUlHI, 
by giving it such warrant with the world 
as coulll be derive,l from a name already 
wirlely known hy several printed (liscoursès 
(all of which I may be l)ermitteù without 
ilJlmo,le::ity to state have bf'ell deemed 
worth v of preservation in the Library of 
Harvård College by my esteemed friend 
Mr. Sibley), it seemerl becoming that I 
should not only testify to the genuineness 
of the following proùuction, hut call atten- 
tion to it, the more as 
Ir. Biglow harl so 
long heen silent as to be in (langer of abso- 
lute oblivion. I insinuate no claim to any 
share in the authorship (vixea nostra voco) 
of the works already published by Mr. 
Bi
low, but mf'rely take to myself the 
credit of having fulfilled toward them the 
office of taster (e:rperto crecl('), who, having 
fin-,i. tric,l, could afterw
rcl hear witness 
(credenzcn it was aptly named by the Ger- 
mans), an office always arduous, allli some- 
times even ùangerous, as in the case of those 
devote!l persons who venture their lives in 
the deglutition of patent medicines (dobts 
laiet in .r;eneralibus, there is deceit in the 
most of them) and thereafter are won,ler- 
fully presen ed'ong enough to appellll their 
signatures to testimonials in the diurnal 
nwl heh.loma,lal prints. I say not this as 
co\'
rtly glallcillg at the authors of certain 
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manuscripts which have been submitted to 
my literary judgment (though an epick in 
twenty-four books on the" 'faking of J er- 
icho" might, save for the pruclent fore- 
thought of Mrs. 'Vilbur in secreting the 
same just as I ha<l ani veti beneath the wal Is 
anù was beginning a catalogue of the various 
horns an,l their blowers, too ambitiously 
emulous in longanimity of HOlller's list of 
ships, might, I say, have rendered frustrate 
any hope [ could entertain 'l,'acare l}[USÍ& 
for the 8mall remainder of my days), but 
only the further to secure myself against 
any imputation of unseemly forthputting. 
I will barely suhjoin, in this connexion, 
that, whereas Job was left to desire, in the 
soreness of hIS heart, that. his a,lv('rsary 
haù written a book, as perchance misan- 
thropically wishing to indite a review there- 
of, yet was not Satan allowed so far to tempt 
him as to send BiIdad, Eliphaz, allli ZOl'har 
each with an unprintecl work in his wallet 
to be submitted to his censure. But of this 
enough. Were I in nee,l of other excus<" 
I lIlight add that J write by the express de- 
sire of :Mr. Biglow himself, who!ie entire 
winter leisure is occupied, as he assnres me, 
in an')wering deman(ls for autographs, a 
lahor exaeting enough in itself, and egre- 
giously so to him, who, being no rea.dy pen- 
man, cannot sign so much as hi
 name with- 
out strange contortions of the face (his nos<" 
even, bt'ing e
sentia.l to complete success) 
and painfully suppressed Saint - Vitus-dance 
of every muscle in his body. This. with 
his having been put in the Commission of 
the Peace by our excellent Governor (0, si 
.<rÍc mnnes I) immediately on his accession 
to office, keeps him continually employe'1. 
/laud inf'xpertus loqlwr, having for many 
years written myself J. P., aUlI being not 
seldom applied to for specimens of my chi- 
rography, a request to which I have som(>- 
times over weakly assented, belie,'ing as I 
,10 that nothing written of set purpose can 
properly be calle,l an autograph, hut only 
tho
e unpreme,lit
ted sallies and lively run- 
niugs which betray the fireside )Iau instead 
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of the hunted Notoriety douh1ing on bis 
pursuers. But it is time that I should he- 
think me of St. Austin's prayer, Libera me a 
'Jneipso, if I would arrive at the matter in 
hand. 
Moreover, I had yet another reason for 
taking up the pen myself. I am informed 
that the Atlantic .J.}lonthly is mainly in- 
debted for its success to the coutributions 
and editorial supervision of Dr. Holmes, 
whose excellent" Anuals of America" oc- 
cupyan hOllored place upon my sheh'es. 
r.I.'he journal itself I have never seen; lmt if 
this heso, it might seem that the recommell- 
dation of a brother-cJergyman (though par 
'magis quam si'milis) should carry a greater 
weight. I suppose that you have a de- 
partment for historical lucubrations, and 
should be glad, if ùeemed desirable, to for- 
ward for publication my "Collections for 
the Antiquities of Jaalam," and my (now 
bappily complete) pedigree of the \Vilbur 
family from itsfonset origo, the Wild Boar 
of Ardennes. \Vithdrawn from the active 
duties of my profession by the settlement 
of a colleague-pastor, the Reverend J edu- 
thun Hitchcock, former1y of Brutus Four- 
Corners, I might find time for further con- 
trilmtions to general literature on similar 
topicks. I have made large advances to- 
wards a completer genealogy of Mrs. \Vil- 
bur's family, thePiIcoxes, not, if I know my- 
self, from any idle vanity, hut with the sole 
desire of rendering myself useful in my ùay 
and generation. J.Yulla dies sine lincll. I 
inclose a meteorological register, a list of 
the births, deaths, and marriages, and a 
few me1noraMlia of longevity in J aalam 
East Parish for the last half-century. 
Though Rpared to the unusual period of 
more than eighty years, I find no diminu- 
tion of my faculties or abatement of my 
natural vigor, except a scarcely sensible 
decay of memory and a necessity of recn r- 
ring to younger eyesight or spectacles for 
the finer print in Cruden. It would gratify 
me to make some further provision for de- 
c1ining years from the emoluments of my 
literary labors. I had intended to effect 
an insurance on my life, but was deterred 
therefrom by a circular from one of the of- 
fices, in which the sudden death of so large 
a proportion of the insured was set forth 
as an inducement, that it seemed to me 
little less than a tempting of Providence. 
l'l eque in sll.m'm,{), innpifi, let'Ís esse senectus 
potest, ne sapienti q'llide'm. 
Thus far concerning Mr. Biglow; and so 
much seemed neeùful (brevis esse laboro) 
by way of preliminary, after a silence of 
fourteen years. He greatly fears lest he 
may in this essay have fallen below him- 
self, well knowing that, if exercise be <1an- 


gerous on a full stomach, no less so is 
writing on a full reputation. Beset as he 
has llet'll on all sides, he coulcl not refrain, 
and would only imprecate I)atience till he 
Rhall again have "got the hang" (as he 
calls it) of an accomplishment long disused. 
The letter of Mr. Sawin was receÌ\'ell some 
time in last June, and others ha \'e followed 
which will in due season be submitted to 
the publick. How largely his statements 
are 
o he depended on, I more than merely 
dubltate. He was alwals distinguished for 
a tendency to exaggeration, - it might al- 
most be qualified by a stronger term. For- 
titer mentire, aliquid hæret, seemed to be 
his favourite rule of rhetorick. That he 
is actually where he says he is the post- 
mark would seem to confirm; tlmt he was 
received with the publick demonstrations 
he describes would appear consonant with 
what we know of the habits of those re- 
gions; but further than this I venture not 
to decide. I have sometimes suspected a 
vein of humor in him which leads him to 
speak by contraries; but since, in the Ull- 
restrained intercourse of private life, I have 
never observed in him any striking powers 
of invention, I am the more willing to put 
a certain qua1ified faith in the incidents and 
the details of life and manners which gh"e 
to his narratives some portion of the inter- 
est and entertainment which characterizes 
a Century Sermon. 
It ma.y be expected of me that I should 
say something to justify myself with the 
world for a seeming inconr-;istency with my 
well-known principles in allowing my 
youngest son to raIse a company for the 
war, a fact known to all through the me- 
dium of the pub1ick prints. I did reason 
with the young man, but expellas 7wturam 
jurcll, tmnen usque recurrit. Ha\"ing my- 
self been a chaplain in 1812, I could the 
less wonder that a man of war had sprung 
from my loins. It was, indeed, grievolls 
to send my Benjamin, the child of IllY old 
age; but after the discomfiture of Manas- 
sas, I with my own hands did buckle on 
his armour, trusting in the great Com. 
forter and Commander for strength accord- 
ing to my need. For truly the memory 
o( a brave son dead in his shroud Wére 
a greater staff of my declining years than 
a living coward (if those may be said to 
have lived who carryall of themselves 
into the grave with them), though his 
days might be long in the land, and he 
should get much goods. It is not till our 
earthen vessels are broken that we fiud 
and truly possess the trtasnre that was 
laid up in them. .J.l/igrati in animmn 
'nlÆam" I have sought refuge in my own 
soul; nor would I be shamed by the 
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beathen comerlian with his Xequam illud 
'Verbum, bene vult, nÙri bnw.fa,cd. Durillg 
our ùark clays, [ read constantly in the iu- 
spired book of Job, which I helieve to con- 
tain more food to maintain the tibre of the 
soul for right livillg awl high thinJdllg 
than all paO'an litera.tllre together, though 
I wouhl bvðno means vilipend the sÌ1\1ly of 
the classic"ks. There I reml that Job sairl 
in his despair, even as the fool snith in his 
heart there is no God, - The tabernacles 
of robbers prosper, ancl they that provoke 
Go(l are secure." (Job xii. ö.) .Hut 1 
sought farthl'r till [ found this Scripture 
also, whidl [ wouhl ha.ve those perpeJul 
who h:1.\"e stri\"en to turn our Israel asicle 
to the worship of stra.nge gods: -" If I 
did clespise the cause of lilY man-servant 
or of my mahl-servant when they contclHleel 
v. ith me, what then shall I do when God 
riseth up? and when he visiteth, what 
shall I answer him f" (J vb xxxi. 13, l.t) 
On this text I preached a discourse on the 
last day of Fasting and Humiliation with 
gelleml acceptance, though there were not 
wantillg one or two Lao(liceans who said 
that I shoultl have waiteel till the PresHent 
announce,l his policy. But let us hope 
awl pray, remembering this of Saint Greg- 
ory, Vult Dells rogari, 'Vult cogi, 'VlClt quð- 
dam impnrtunilale 
.inci. 
'Ve ha(l Ollr first fall of snow on Friday 
last. Frosts have been unusually back- 
ward this fall. A singular circumi;tance 
occurrecl in this town on the 20th October, 
in the family of Deacon Pelatiah Tinkham. 
On the previous evening, a few moments 
bt::fore family prayers, 


. 


. 


. 


. 


. 


[The ellitors of the A tlantic find it ne- 
cessary ht::re to cut short the letter of their 
valued correspowlent, which seemed cal- 
culated rather on the rates of longevity in 
Jaalam than for less favoreù localities" 
They bave pvery encouragement to hope 
that he wiU write again.] 
\Vith f'steem and respect, 
Your obedient sen'ant, 
HOMEB. 'VILBUR, A. M. 


IT'8 some consid'bJe of a spell sence I 
hai n' t wri t no letters, 
An' ther' '8 gret change.s hez took place 
in a.n polit' cle metters ; 
Some can,lel'dates air df'ac.l an' gone, an' 
sonw hez ben dpfe:t ted, 
'Vhich 'mounts to pooty much the same; 
ft"r it's b611 pJ'O,pecirepeatpc.l 
A bet<<-h 0' bread thet haiu't riz once 
ain't goin' to 1.ise agin, 


An' it's jest money tllrDwed away to 
put the emptins in : 
Dut thct's wut folks wun't never larn ; 
they ùuuno how to go, 
Arter you want their roum, no more 'n 
a hullt.t-heaùeù beau; 
Ther' '8 oIlers chaps a-hangin' roun' thet 
can't see pt>atime '8 past, 

lis'ble as roosters in a min, heads 
down an' tails half-mast: 
It ain't dÜ;grac
ful bein' Leat, wIlen a 
holl nation ùoos it, 
But Chance is like an amberilI, - it 
ùon't take twice to lose it. 


1 spose you're kin' 0' cur'ons, now, to 
know why I hain't writ. 
".,. aI, I've hen where a litt'ry taste 
ùon't s01JlI>how seem to git 
Th' encouragement a feller'd think, 
thet'8 used to public schools, 
An' where spch things ez paper 'n'ink 
air clean agin the rules: 
A kind 0' vicyvarsy house, built ùreme 
strong an' stout, 
SO'8 't hont'st people can't get in, ner 
t' other sort git out, 
An' with the winders so contrived, 
you'd prob'ly like the view 
Better alookin' in than out, though it 
st>ems sing'lar, tu ; 
Uut then the landlord sets by ye, can't 
bear ye out 0' sight, 
And locks ye up ez reg'lar ez an outside 
ùoor at llióht. 


This world i" awf1e contrary: the rope 
mar stretch your neck 
Thet mf'hhy kc,p' another c11ap frum 
washin' off a wreck; 
An' you ma
' see the taters grow ill one 
poor feller's patch, 
So small 110 self-n.>spectin' hen thet val- 
liell time 'ould scratch, 
So 
mall the rot can't tind 'em out, an' 
tlwn agin, nex' door, 
Ez big ez wut hogs dream on when 
they 're 'most too fat to snore. 
But grolttiu' ain't no kin. 0' use; au' ef 
the fust throw fails, 
\Vhy, up an' try agin, thet '8 all, - the 
coppers 
iu't all t<lÎIs ; 
Though [ MV spen 'em when I thought 
they ht-'d n't no more IWR,1 
Than 'J san.e a nussin' Brigaùier thet 
gits some ink to sheù. 
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When I writ last, I 'd ben turned loose 
by thet blamed nigger, Pomp, 
Fer]orner than a mus'luash, ef you'd 
took au' dreened his swamp: 
But I ain't 0' the Illecc'llin' kind, thet 
sets an' thillks fer weeks 
The bottom's out 0' th' uuivarse coz 
their own gill pot leaks. 
I hed to cross bayous an' cl'Îks, (wal, it 
did beat all natur',) 
Upon a kin' 0' COl"Ùeroy, fust log, then 
alligator ; 
Luck'ly, the critters warn't sharp-sot; 
I guess 't wuz overruled 
They'ù done thPir Il1ornin's marketin' 
an' gut their hunger cooled; 
Fer missionaries to the Creeks an' run- 
aways are viewed 
By tbem an' folks ez sent express to be 
their reg'lar f,JOÙ j 
W utever't wuz, they laid an' snoozed 
ez peacefully ez sinners, 
Meek ez disgestin' deacons be at ordina- 
tion dinners; 
Ef any on 'em turned an' snapped, I 
let 'em kin' 0' taste 
]rly live-oak leg, an' so, ye see, ther' 
warn't no gret 0' waste; 
Fer they found out in quicker time than 
ef they'd ben to college 
'Twarn'theartierfood than though 't wuz 
made out 0' the tree 0' knowledge. 
But I tell YOU, my other leg hed larned 
wut pizou-nettle meant, 
An' val" ous other usetle things, afore I 
reached a settlement, 
An' all 0' me thet wuz nOt sore an' 
sendin' l)rickles thru me 
Wuz jest the leg I parted with in lickin' 
:Moutezumy: 
A useful limb it's ben to me, an' more 
of a support 
Than wut the other hez ben, - coz I 
dror my IJension for 't. 


Wal, I gut in at last where folks wuz 
civerlized an' white, 
Ez I diskivered to my cost afore 't vmrn't 
hardly night; 
Fer'z I wuz set till' in the bar a-takill' 
snnthill' hot, 
An' feelill' like a man agin, all over ill 
one spot, 
A feller thet sot oppersite, arter a squint 
at me, 
Lep np an' draweù 11Ïs peacemaker, an', 
" Dash it, Sir," I:ìUZ he, 


" I 'm donbledashed ef you ain't him 
thet stole my )'aller chettle, 
(Y ou 're all the strállger thet 's around,) 
so now you've gut to settle; 
It ain't no use to argerfy ner try to cut 
up frisky, 
I know ye ez I know the smell of ole 
chain-lightnin' whiskey j 
\Ve 're lor-aùidin' folks ùown here, we'11 
fix ye so '8 't a bar 
\V ould 11' tech ye with a ten-foot pole; 
(J edge, you jest warm the tar;) 
You'Il think you'd hetter ha' gut among 
a tribe 0' Mongrel Tartars, 
'fore we've done ðllOWill' how we raise 
our Southull prize tar-martyrs; 
A moult ill' fallen cherubim, ef he should 
see ye, 'd snicker, 
Thinkin' he warn't a suckemstance. 
Come, gelllemun, Ie' 's liquor; 
An', Uill'ral, when you've mixed the 
drinks an' chalked 'em UI), tote 
roun' 
An' see pf dler' 's a feather-bed (thet 's 
borryahle) in town 
We '11 try )'e fair, ole Grafted.-Leg, an' 
ef the tal' \\"un't stick, 
Th' ain't not a juror here but wut '11 
, quit ye dOll Lle-quic k." 
To cut it short, I wun't say sweet, they 
gi' me a. good dip, 
(They ain't pe1iessin' Bahptists here,) 
then give the bed a rip, - 
The jury '<1 sot, an' quicker'n a flash 
they hetched me out, a livin' 
Extemp'ry mammoth turkey-chick fer a 
:Ff'jee Thanksgivin'. 
Thet I felt some stuck up is wut it's 
nat'ral to suppose, 
"Then poppy]ar enthusiasm hed fun. 
nished me sech do' es ; 
(Ner't ain't without edvantiges, this 
kin' 0' suit, ye see, 
It 's water-proof, an' water's wut I like 
kep' out 0' me ;) 
But lIut content with thet, they took a 
kerridge from the fence 
An' rid me rOll n' to see the place, en- 
tirely free 'f expense, 
\Vith forty-'leven new kines 0' sarse 
withoitt no charge ncquailltpd me, 
Gi' me three cheers, an' vowed thpt I 
wuz all their falmcy vaintt-'d me ; 
They treated me to all their eggs; {they 
keep 'em I should think, 
Fer sech ovatioIls, pooty long, for they 
\\ uz mos' (Li
tiHc' ;) 
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They starr('(l mp thick 'z tnf' ::\Ii1ky- ".,. ay 
with illdiscrim'nit cherit", 
Fer WLIt w(> call recf'ption eggs air snn- 
thin' of a rf'l'Îty; 
Green ones is plCJìtifle anough, skurce 
wuth a nigger's ge tht' rill' , 
nut yonr dead-ripe ont's ranges high fer 
tn'atin' N' othun bretherin ; 
A spottedt'r, rillgstreakeJer chilli the' 
warn't in U nelt' Sam's 
Holl farm, - a cross of stripëd pig an' 
oue 0' ,Taeob's lambs; 
'T wuz D;\Jlllil ill the lions' ò.en, new an' 
elllar
e(l ('(lit ion, 
An' even'thin' fust-rate 0' 'ts kind; the' 
wari1't 110 il11pl'rsition. 
People's impulsiver down here than ,,"ut 
our folks to home he, 
An' kin' o' go it 'ith a resh in raisin' 
Hail Columhy : 
Thet 's so: an' they swarmeù -out like 
bees, for your real Southun men's 
Time is 11't 0' much more account than 
an ole settin' hen's; 
(They jest work semioccashnally, or else 
don't work at all, 
An' so tlwir time an' 'tention both air at 
saci'ty's call.) 
Talk about hospatality! wnt Nothnn 
town d' ye know 
".,. ould take a totle stranger up an' treat 
him gratis so 1 
You'd better b'!ieve ther' 's nothin' like 
this spe11din' days an' nights 
Along 'ith a dependent race fer civerliz- 
in' whites. 


But this Wl1Z all prelim'nary; it's so 
Gran' Jurors here 
Fin' a true bill, a henclier way than 
ourn, an' nut so dear; 
So artf'r this they sentenced me, to make 
all tight 'n' snug, 
Afore a reg'lar court 0' law, to ten years 
in thf' J ng. 
J did n't make no gret defence: you 
don't feel much like speakin', 
""'hen, ef you let your clamshells gape, 
a f[ uart 0' tar will leak in : 
I M'V hearn tell 0' wingëd words, but 
pint 0' fact it tethers 
The spoutin' gift to hey your words tu 
thick sot on with feathers, 
An' Choate ner 'Vebster would n't ha' 
maùe an A 1 kin' 0' speech 
Astrille a Sonthun chestnut horse sharp- 
er 'n a baby's screech. 


Two )"f'ar ago thpy kptched the thief, 'n' 
seein' I wuz innercent, 
Thf')" jest uncorked an' Ie' me run, an' 
in my stid the sinnf'r sent 
To see how he liked pork 'n' pone flav- 
ored with wa'nut saplin', 
An' nary social priv'ledge but a one-hoss, 
starn-wheel chaplin. 
'Yhcn I come out, the folks behaved 
mos' gen'manly an' harnsome; 
They 'loweù it woul<ln't be more 'n 
right, ef I should cuss 'n' darn 
some: 
The Cunnle he apolergized; suz he, 
" I '11 du wut '8 right, 
I 'II give ye settisfection now by shootin' 
ye at sight, 
An' give the nigger (when he '8 caught), 
to pay him fer his trickin' 
In gittin' the wrong man took up, a 
most H fired lickin',- 
It 's jest the way with all on 'em, the 
inconsistent critters, 
They're 'most enough to make a man 
blaspllf'me his mornin' hitters; 
I 'n be your frien' thrll thick an' thin 
an' in all kÏIlf's 0' weathers, 
An' all you'll hey to pay fer's jest the 
waste 0' tar an' feathers: 
A lady owneù the bed, ye see, a widder, 
tn, Miss Slwnnon; 
It wuz her mite; we would ha' took 
another, ef ther'd ven one: 
'Ve don't make no charge for the riò.e 
an' all the other tixins. 
Le' 's li'1.uor; Gin'ral, you can chalk our 
friend for all the mixins." 
A mef'tin' then wuz called, where they 
"RESOLVED, Thet we respec' 
B. S. Esquire for quallerties 0' heart an' 
intt'lIf'c' 
Peculiar to Columby's sHe, an' not to no 
one else's, 
Thet makes Európean tymns scringe in 
all their gilded pel' ces, 
.An' doos gret honor to our race nn' 
Southun institootions" : 
(J give ye jest tht' substance 0' the lead- 
in' resolootions :) 
"RESOLVED, Thet we revere in him a 
sogpr 'thout a nor, 
A martyr to the princerples 0' libbaty 
an' lor: 
RE
OLVED, Thet other nations all, cf sot 
'lollgside 0' us, 
For vartoo, larnin', ch

\'erlry, ain't no- 
ways wuth a cuss. 
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They gut up a subscription, tu, but no 
gret come 0' thct: 
I 'xpect in cairin' of it roun' they took a 
leaky hat; 
Though Sonthun grllelmun ain't slow at 
puttin' down thpir name, 
('Vhen they can write,) fer in the eend 
it comes to jes' the same, 
Because, ye see, 't 's the fashion here to 
sign an' not to think 
A critter 'd be so sordid ez to nx 'em for 
the chink: 
I did n't call but jest on one, an' he 
{lrawed toothpiek on me, 
An" reckoned he \\"arn't goin' to stan' no 
sech doggauned econ'my ; 
So nothin' more wuz rralized, 'ceptin' 
the good-will shown, 
Than ('f't had ben from fust to last a 
reg'lar Cotton Loan. 
It 's a good way, though, come to think, 
.coz ye enjy the sense 
0' lendin',l,ib'rally to the Lord, an' nary 
red 0 xpense: 
Sence then I've gut my name up for a 
gin'rous-hrarted man 
By jes' sub
cribin' right an' left on this 
high-minded plan; 
I've gin away my thousans so to every 
Sonthun sort 
0' missions, colleges, an' sech, ner ain't 
110 poorer for "t. 


I warn't so bad off, arter all ; I need n't 
hardly mention 
That Guv"ment owed me quite a pile for 
my arrears 0' pension, - 
I mean the poor, weak thing we hed: we 
run a new one now, 
Thet strings a feller with a c1aim up ta 
the nighps' bough, 
An' prectiscs the rights 0' man, purtects 
down-trodden debtors, 
N er wuu't hev creditors about a- 
scrougin' 0' their betters: 
Jeff's gut the last idees ther' is, pos- 
crip', fourteenth edition, 
He knows it takfs some enterprise to 
I.un an oppersition ; 
Ourn's the fust thru-by-daylight train, 
with all ou'doors for def>pot; 
Yourn goes so slow you 'el think 't wuz 
drawed by a las' cent'ry teapot;- 
Wal, I gut all on 't paid in guld afore 
our State seceded, 
An' done wal, for Confed'rit bonds 
warn't jest the cheese 1 needed: 


Nuthutwut tJ1f'y 're ez [fond f'7. golrl, but 
then it's hard a-breakin' on 'em, 
An' ignorant folks is olIel's sot an' wnn't 
git used to takin' on 'em; 
They're wnth t'z mnch ez \\"ut they wnz 
afore ole .Mt'm"ugpr Riglled 'em, 
An' go off mid<llin' wal for drinks, 
when ther's 's a knife bt'bind 'em' 
'Ye du, miss silver, jes' fer tllet an' ridil
' 
in a bus, 
N ow we've shook off the desputs thet 
WllZ suckin' at our pus; 
An' it's because the South's so rich; 't 
wuz nat'ral to expec' 
Supplies 0' change wuz jes' the things we 
should n't recollec' ; 
'Ve 'ù ough'to ha' thought aforehan', 
though, 0' thet good rule 0' Cruck- 
ett's, 
For 't 's tiresome cairin' cotton-bales an' 
uiggers in your pockets, 
N er 't ain't quite hendy to pass off one 
0' your 
ix-foot Guineas 
An' git your halves Rn' quarters back in 
gals an' })ickaninnies : 
""'al, 't ain't quite all a fflIer 'd ax, but 
then ther' 's this to say, 
It's Oll'y jest among oursel,,'es t11et we 
expec' to pay ; 
Our system would ha' caird us thru in 
any Bible cent'ry, 
'fore this onscripterl plan come up 0' 
books by double entry; 
'Ve go the patriarkle here out 0' all 
sight an' hearin', 
For Jacob warn't a suckemstance to 
Jeff at financierin'; 
He never'd thought 0' borryill' from 
Esan like all nater 
An' then cornfiscatin' nIl debts to sech 
a small pertater ; 
There's p'litickle econ'my, now, com- 
bined 'ith morril beauty 
Thet saycrifices lll'Îvit eends (your in'- 
my's, tu) to dooty ! 
Wy, Jefl"d ha' gin him five an' won his 
eye-teeth 'fore he know('d it, 
An', stid 0' wastin' pottage, he '<1 ha' eat 
it up an' owed it. 
But I wuz goin' on to say how I come 
here to dwall ;- 
, N ough said, thet, arter lookin' roun', 
I likt'd tbe place so wal, 
'Vllere niggers doos a double good, with 
us atop to stiddy 'em, 
By bein' proofs 0' prophecy an' suckle- 
atin' medium, 
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"There n. man '8 snnthin' coz he's white, 
an' whiskt>y 's cheap ez flt'as, 
An' the financial pollercy jes' sooted my 
idees, 
Thet I friz down right where I wuz, 
merricd the 'Viùùer Shennon, 
(Her thirds wuz part in cotton-land, 
part in the curse 0' Canaan,) 
An' here I be ez lively ez a chi!>mlmk 
on a wall, 
'Yith nothin' to feel riled about much 
later 'n Eùùam's fall. 


Ez fur ez human foresight goes, we 
made an even trade: 
She gut an ovc:rseer, an' I a fem'ly 
reatly-maùe, 
The youngest on em's 'mos' groweù up, 
rugged an' spry ez weazles, 
So's 't ther"s no resk 0' doctors' bill
 
fer hoopin' -cough an' measles. 
Our farJ1.\ 's at Turkey-Buzzar.d Hoost, 
Little Big Boosy River, 
'Val located in aU respex, - fer 't ain't 
the chills 'n' fever 
Thet makes my writin' seem to squirm ; 
a Southuner 'd allow I'd 
Some call to shake, for I've jest hed to 
meller a new cowhide. 
l\Iiss S. is all 'f a lady; th' ain't no bet- 
ter on Rig Boosy 
K er one with more accomplishmunts 
'twixt here an' Tuscaloosy; 
She's an F. F., the tallest kind, an' 
prouùel' 'n the Gran' rrurk, 
An' never hed a relclti ve thet done a 
stroke 0' work ; 
Herll ain't a scrimpin' fem'ly sech ez 
yon git up Down East, 
Th' ain't a groweù mpmbel' on 't but 
owes his thousuns et the least: 
She is 60nw olù; but then agin ther' 's 
drawbacks in my sheer: 
""ut's left 0' me ain't more'n enough 
to make a Brigadier: 
'Vust is, thet she hf'z tantrums; she'8 
like Scth Moody'
 gun 
(Him thet wuz nirknamed frum his limp 
Ole Dot an' Kerry One) ; 
He'd left her loaded up a spell, an
 hed 
to git her clt>ar, 
So he on hitched, - Jeernsalem! the 
middle 0' last year 
'Vuz right nex' door compared to where 
she kicked the critter tu 
(Though jest where he brought np wuz 
wut no human never knew) i 


His brother Asaph picked heT np an' 
tied her to a trct', 
An' thpJl she kicked an hour 'n' a half 
afore 
he 'd let it be : 
\\T" aI, Miss S. doos hev cuttins-up an' 
pourins-out 0' vials, 
But then she hez ht'r widder's thirds, an' 
all on us hez trials. 

Iy objec', though, in writin' now 
warn't to allude to sech, 
nut to another suckemstance more 
dellykit to tech,- 
I want thet you should gra<l'lly break 
my merriage to Jerushy, 
.An' thcn
's a heap of argymunts thet's 
emple to indooce ye: 
Fust place, State's Prison, - wal, it's 
true it warn't fer crime, 0' course, 
But then it'8 jest the same fer her in 
gittin' a disvorce ; 
N ex' place, my State'
 secedin' out hez 
leg'lly lef' me free 
To merry anyone I please, pervidin' 
it's a she; 
Fin'lly, I never \\ nn't come back, she 
need n't hev no fear on 't, 
But then it's wal to fix things right fer 
fear .Miss S. should hear on 't ; 
Lastly, I've gut religion South, an' 
Rushy she's a pagan 
Thet sets by th' graven imiges 0' the 
gret N othun Dagon; 
(N ow I hain't seen one in six munts, 
for, sence our Treashry Loan, 
Though yaller boys is thick anough, 
eagles hpz kind 0' flown ;) 
An' ef J wants a stronger pint than 
them thet I hey stated, 
""'y, she'8 an aliun in'my now, an' 
I '\"e been cornfiscated, - 
For sence we've entered OR th' estate 0' 
the late nayshnul eagle, 
She haill't no kin' 0' right but jes' wnt 
I allow ez lpgle : 
\\T" ut daos Secedin' mean, ef't ain't thet 
nat'rul rights hez riz, 'n' 
Thet wut is mine's my own, but \Vut's 
another man's ain't his'n 1 


Besides, I could n't do no else; :bliss S. 
suz she to me, 
" You've sheered my bed," [thet's 
when I })aid my interduction fee 
To Southun rites,] "au' kep' your 
sheer," [wal, I allow it sticked 
SO'8 't I wuz most six weeks in jail 
afore I gut me' picked,] 
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" l' er nC'vc>r paid no demmiges; but 
thpt wuu't do no harm, 
Pervidiu' thet you'll ondel'take to over- 
see the farm; 
(My eldes' boy's so took up, wut with 
the Hingtail Rangers 
An' settin' in the Jestice-Court for wel- 
comin' 0' strangers" ;) 
[He sot on 'me,oJ "an' so, ef you'll jest 
olldertake the care 
Upon a lllod'rit sellery, we'11 up an' 
call it s<} uare ; 
But ef you can't conclude," suz she, an' 
give a kin' 0' grin, 
"V{y, the Gran' Jurymen, I 'xpect, 'II 
hev to set agin." 
That's the way metters stood at fust; 
now wut wuz I to du, 
But jes' to make the best on 't an' off 
coat an' buckle tu ? 
Ther' ain't a livin' man thet finds an 
income necessarier 
Than me, - himeby 1 '11 ten ye how I 
fill'lly come to merry her. 


She hed another motive, tn: I mention 
of it here 
T' enconrage lads thet 's growin' up to 
study 'n' persevere, 
An' show 'em how much better't pays 
to mind their winter-schoolin' 
Than to go off on benders 'n' sech, an' 
waste their time in foolin' ; 
Ef 't warn't for studyin' evenins, why, I 
never'd ha' ben here 
Au orn'ment 0' saciety, in myapproprut 
spear: 
She wanted someboùy, ye see, 0' taste 
flU' cultivation, 
To talk along 0' preachers when they 
stopt to the plantation; 
For folks in Dixie th't read an' rite, 
ouless it is by jarks, 
Is skm'ce ez wnt they WHZ among th' 
oridgeu Ie patriarchs; 
To fit a feller f wut they can the soshle 
higherarchy, 
An thet you've gut to know is jes' be- 
yund an evrage darky; 
Schoolin' 's wut they can't seem to stan', 
they're tu consarned high-pI'Pssm'f', 
An' knowin' t' much might spile a boy 
for bein' a Secf'sher. . 
'Ve haiu't no settled prf'achin' 11ere, ner 
ministeril taxes; 
The min'ster's only settlement's the 
carpet-bag he packs his 


Razor an' soap-brush intl1, with llis 
hY1ll book an' his Bi ole, - 
But they du prf'èlch, I swan to man, it's 
puf'kly imlescrib'le! 
They go it like an Ericsson's ten-hoss-. 
power coleric ingine, 
An' make Ole Split-Foot winch an' 
s(!uÍrm, for all he's used to singeill'; 
Hawkins's whetstone ain't a l)inch 0' 
primin' to the innards 
To hearin' on 'em lmt free grace t' a lot 
0' tough old sinhards ! 
But I must eend this letter now: 'fore 
long I '11 send a fresh un; 
I've lots 0' things to write about, per- 
ticklerly Seceshull : 
I 'm called off now to mission-work, to 
let a leetle law in 
To Cynthy's bide: an' so, till death, 
Y ourn, 
DIRDOFREDUM SAWIN. 


No. II. 
MASON AND SLIDELL: A YANKEE 
IDYLL. 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLA
TIC 
MOlS"THLY. 


JAALAM, 6th Jan., 1862. 
GENTLEMEN, - I was highly gratified by 
the insertion of a portion. of my letter ill 
the last number of your valuable and en- 
tertaining Miscellany, though in a type 
which rendered its substance inaccessible 
even to the beautiful new spectacles pre- 
sented to me by a Committee of the Parish 
on New Year's Day. I trust that I was 
able to bear your v
ry consideraùle abridg- 
ment of my lucubrations with a spirit be- 
coming a Christian. 1\ly third gralHldaugh- 
tel', Rebekah, aged fourteen years, and whom 
I have trained to rearl slowly aIllI with 
proper emphasis (a practice too much neg- 
lected in our morlenl systems of elluca- 
tion), read aloud to me the exceI1ent essay 
upon" Old Age," t.he authour of which I 
cannot help suspecting to he a young man 
who has never yet known what it was to 
have snow (canities ?norosa) upon his own 
roof. Dissolve frigus, la'J'gc super ioco I ig- 
nn 'reponens, is a rule for the yonn
, who!-;e 
WOOl I-pile is yet abundant for such cheerful 
lenitives. A good life behind him is the 
best thing to keep an old man's shoulders 
from shivering at every breath of sorrow or 
ill-fortune. But methiuks it were easier 
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for an oM man to feel thp rlisarlvantages of 
)youth than the advantages of a
e. Of these 
latter I reckon one of the chiefest to ùe 
this: that we attach a less inordinate value 
to our own productions, and, Ilistrusting 
daily more and more our own wisllom (with 
the conceit whereof at twenty we wrap our- 
stlves away from knowlerlge as with a gar- 
ment), do reconcile ourselves with the wis- 
dom of God. I couhl have wishe,l, indeed, 
that room might have been made for the 
rt'si.lue of the anec(lote relating to Deacon 
Tinkham, which would not only have grat- 
ifiecl a natural curiosity on the part of the 
pnblick (as 1 have reason to know from 
f'e,.emllctters of inquiry already received), 
but would also, as I think, have largely in- 
creased the circulation of your .Magazine in 
this town. "NilÚl humani alienll1n, then' 
is a curiosity about the affairs of our neigh- 
bors whiGh is not only pardonable, but even 
commelHlahle. But I shall alJide a more 
fi tting :'iea
on. 
As touching the fonowing literary effort 
of Esquire Biglow, much might he profita- 
bly saia on the topick of l,lyBick and Pas- 
toral Poetry, and concerning the proper 
distinctions to be malle between them, from 
Theocritus, the inventor of the former, to 
Collins, the latest authonr I know of who 
has emulatell the classicks in the latter 
style. But in the time of a Civil \Var wor- 
thy a Milton to Ilefend and a Lucan to sing, 
it may be reasonahly douhtell whether the 
pnhlick, never too stullious of serious in- 
struction, might not consider other ohjects 
more deserving of pre:'ient attention. Con- 
cerning the title of Illyll, which Mr. Biglow 
has adol'te,l at my suggestion, it IlIay not 
ùe improper to animaclvert, that the name 
properly signifies a poem somewhat rustick 
ill phrase (for, though the Jearnerl are not 
a
reell as to the particular (lialect empJoyed 
by Theocritns, they are universauimous 
both as to its rusticity amI its capacity of 
rising' now an(l then to the Imyel of more 
elevàte'l sentiments and expressions), while 
it is also (le
criptive of real scenery and 
manners. Yet it must be admitterl that the 
prolluctiollnow in question (which here and 
there bears perhaps too plainly the marks 
of my correcting hand) does partake of the 
nature of a Pastoral, inasmueh as the in- 
terlocutors tl\erein are purf'ly imaginary 
beings. anll the whole is little hetter than 
lCa1TJloii UICLâç õllap. The plot \Va
, as I be- 
lieve, suggested by the "Twa Briggs" of 
Rohert Burns, a Scottish poet of the last 
century, as that found its prototype in the 
"':\Jutual Complaint of Plainstanl's and 
Causey" by Fergusson, though the metre 
of this lattE-r be llifferent by a foot in each 
verse. I reminded my talented )'oung par- 


ishioner and friend that ronco
 Bri,l:?e 
haa long since yit.hlell to the ellacious tooth 
of Time. But he auswcred me to this ef- 
fect : that there was no greater mistake of 
an authour than to snppose the realler hall 
no fancy of his own; that, if once that fac- 
ulty was to be callell into activity, it were 
better to he in for the whole sheep than the 
shoultler; anù that he knew ('on conI like 
a hook, - an expression questionahle in 
propriety, since there are fe\V things with 
which he is not more familiar than with 
the printerl page. In proof of what he af- 
firmed, he showed me some verses which 
with others he had stricken out as too much 
delaying the action, but which 1 communi- 
cate in this place because they Tightly de- 
tine "punkin-seed" (which 1\11'. Bartlett 
woul<l have a kind of perch, - a creature 
to which I have found a 1'0(1 or polp not to 
be so pasiJy equivalent in our inlalHl waters 
as in the ùooks of arithmetic), allli because 
it comreys an eulogium on the worthy son 
of an excellent father, with whose acquaint- 
ance (ehelt, fugaces anni I) I was formerly 
honoured. 


.. But nowada)"s tIle Briùge ain't wut thpy 
show, 
So rtmdl ez Em'son, Hawthorne, an' Thoreau. 
I know the village, though; was seut there 
once 
A-schoolin', 'cause to home I played the 
dunce. 
AnY I 've be
 sen<>e a-visitin' the Jedge, 
Whose gardiug whispers with the river's edge, 
Where I've sot morIlin's lazy as the bream, 
Whose on'y business is to head up-stream, 
(We call 'em punkin-seed,) or else in chat 
Along 'th the Jedge, who ('overs with his hat 
l\Iore wit au Y gumption an' shrewd Yankee 
sense 
Than there is mosses on an ole stone fence." 


Concerning the subject-matter of the 
verses, I have not the leisure at present to 
write so fully as I couhl wish, my time be- 
ing occupied with the preparation of a dis- 
course for the forthcomin
 hi-centenary 
celebration of the first settlement of Jaa- 
lam East Parish. It may gratify the pub- 
lick interest to mention the circumstance, 
that my imyestigations to this end have 
enabled me to verify the fact (of mnch his- 
torick importance, an<l hitherto hotly de- 
hated) that SheaI:iashub Tarbox wa.s the 
first child of white parentaf{e born in this 
town, being name(l in his father's will 
undpr date August 7th, or 9th, 1662. 
It is well known that those who a(h'ocate 
the claims of Mehetable Goings are unable 
to fiml any trace of her existence prior to 
October of that 
.ear. As respects the set- 
tlement of the .l\Ia
on and SliùeIl question, 
1\11'. Biglow has not incorrectly stated the 
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popuJRr sentiment, so far as I can judge 
by its expression in this locality. For 
myself, I feel more sorrow than resent- 
ment: for I am old enough to have heard 
those talk of England who still, even after 
the unhappy estrangement, could not 111\- 
school their lips from calling he! the 
Mother-Country. But England has insisted 
on ripping up old wounds, and has undone 
the healing work of fifty years; for nations 
do not reason, they only feel, and the spre- 
tæ -injuria fvrmæ ranklps in their minds as 
bitterly as in that of a woman. And be- 
cause this is so, I feel the more satisfaction 
that our Government has acted (as aJI Gov- 
ernments should, standing as they do be- 
tween the people and their passions) as 
if it Imd arri ved at years of discretion. 
There are three short and simple words, 
the hardest of all to pronounce in any lan- 
guage (and I suspect they were no easier 
before the confusion of tongues), but which 
110 man or nation that cannot utter can 
claim to l1ave arrivpd at manhood. Those 
words are, I was wrong.. and I am proud 
that, while England played the boy, Ollr 
rulers ha<l strength enough from the Peo- 
ple below and wisdom enoltgh from God 
above to quit themselves like men. 
The sore points on both sides have been 
skilfully exasperated by interested and 
unscrupulous persons, who saw in a war 
oetween the two countries the only hope 
of profitable return for their investment ill 
Confederate stock, whether poJitical or 
financial. The ahyays supercilious, often 
insulting, and sometimes even brutal tone 
of British journals and pubJick men has 
certainly not tende(l to soothe whatever 
resentment might exist in America. 


,. Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love, 
But why did you kick me down stairs?" 


We have no reason to complain that 
England, as a necessary conse{luence of 
her clubs, has become a great society for 
the minding of other people's business, 
and we can smile good-naturedly when she 
lectures other nations on the sins of arro- 
gance and conceit; hut we may justly con- 
sider it a breach of the political convenances 
which are expecteJ to regulate the inter- 
course of one weU-bred government with 
another, when men holding places in the 
ministry allow themselves to dictate our 
domestic policy, to instruct us in our duty, 
and to stigmatize as unholy a war for the 
rescue of whatever a high-minde(l people 
should hold most vital and most sacred. 
'Vas it in good taste, that I may use the 
mildest term, for Earl Russell to expound 
our own Constitution to President Lincoln, 


or to make a new anr1 faHndous appIicft,.. 
tion of an oM. phrase for our benefit, and 
tell us that the Rebels were fighting for in- 
dependence anù we for empire? As if all 
wars for indepenrlence were by nature just 
and deserving of sympathy, and aU wars 
for empire ignoble and worthy only of 
rf'probation, or as if these ea8Y 11hrases in 
any way characterized this terrible strucr- 
g]e, - terrible not so truly in any superH- 
cial sense, as from the essential and deadly 
enmity of the princil'les that underlie it. 
His Lordship's bit of borrowed rhetoric 
would justify Smith O'Brien, Nana Sahih, 
and tl
 Maori chieftains, while it wouhl 
condemn nearly every war in which Eug. 
land has ever been engaged. Was it so 
very presumptuous in us to think that it 
would be decorous in English statesmen 
if they spared time enough to acquire some 
kind of knowledge, though of the most 
elementary kind, in regard to this country 
and the questions at issue here, before they 
pronounced so off-haml a judgment? Or- 
is political information expected to come 
Dogherry-fasllion in England, like reading 
and writing, hy nature? 
ADd now aH respectable England is won- 
deriug at. our irritability, and sees a quite 
satisfactory explanation of it in our na- 
tional vanity. Sum.'e 'man 'magno, it is 
pleasant, sitting in the easy-chairs of 
Downing Street, to sprinkle IJepper 011 the 
raw wounds of a kindred people strugg1il1g 
for life, and philosophical to find in self- 
conceit the cause of our instinctive resent- 
ment. Surely we were of all nations the 
least liable to any temptation of vanity at 
a time when the gravest anxiety and the 
keenest sorrow were never absent from our 
hearts. Nor is conceit the exclusive attri- 
bute of anyone nation. The earliest of 
English travellers, Sir John ManùeviI1e, 
took a less provincial view of the matter 
when he said, ""For fro what partie of the 
ert.l1e that men duellen, other ahoven or 
heneathen, it semethe alweys to hem that 
dne1len that thei gOl1 more righte than any 
other foJI;::e. U The English have always 
had their fair share of thi:,; amiable quality. 
We may say of them still, as the authour of 
the Lettres CabaHstiques said of them 
more than a century ago, "Ces derniers 
disent naturellement qu'il n'y a qu'eux qui 
80ient est'i'mables. U And, as he also says, 
"J'aimerois presque antant to'Jnber ent'i'e 
les 'mains d'un lnquisiteur que d''Iln A n- 
glois qui 'me fait sentir sans cesse cO'mbien 
it s'estime plus que moi, et qui ne daigne 
me pa'rler que pour injurier ma J\Tation et 
pour m'ennzlyer du récit des grandes quali- 
tés de la 8Íenne." Of this Bull we may 
safely say with Horace, habet jænurn, in 
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cnrn1t. \Vhat we felt to be especially fn- 
sultin
 was the quiet assumption tha.t the 
(lescclHlants of men who left the 01.1 \V orl.l 
for the sake of principle, anti who ha.lllla.le 
tht> wilderness into a Xew \Vorlll patterned 
after an Illea, coultl not possibly he sus- 
ceptihle of a generous or lofty sentiment, 
coultl have no feeling of nationality deL'per 
than that of a trade
fHan for his shop. 
One woul<l have thought, in listeniug to 
Englallfl, that we were preS
lIllptuous in 
fancying that we were a natIon at all, or 
}lall any other principle of union than that 
of booths at a fair, where there is no higher 
notion of government than the constable, 
or better image of GOtl than that stallll)ed 
upon the cunent coin. 
It is time for Ellglishmen to consider 
whether there was nothillg in the spirit of 
tJlCir press and of their lealling puhlic men 
calculateù to rouse a just indignation, anti 
to caus'3 a permanent estrangement on 
the part of any nation capable of self-rc- 
spect, allli sensitively jealous, as ours then 
was, of foreign interference. \Vas there 
nothing in the indecent haste with which 
belligerellt rights were conceded to the 
Rebels, nothillg in the ahrupt tone assumed 
in the Trent case, nothing in the fitting 
out of Confcderatf' privateers, that might 
stir the Llood of a people already over- 
charged with doubt, su
picion, anù ten-ible 
responsi1lility 1 The laity in any country 
do not stop to consiller points of law, but 
they have an instinctive appteciation of 
the animus that actuates the policy of a 
foreign nation; and in our own case they 
remem bered that the British authorities in 
Canarla did not wait till diplomacy couM 
senrl home to England for her slow official 
tilHler-box to tire the" Caroline." A(ltl to 
thi
, what every sensible American knew, 
that the moral support of Englantl was 

qual to an army of two hundred thonsand 
men to the Rebels, while it insure.l us an- 
other year or two of exhausting war. It 
was not so much the spite of her WtJrfls 
(though the time might have been more 
tastefully chosen) as the actual power for 
evil in them tha.t we felt as a dearlly wrong. 
Perhaps the most immediate and efficient 
cause of mere irritation was the sudden 
and unaccountable change of manner on the 
other side of the water. Only six months 
herore, the Prince of \Vales had l'ome over 
to call us cousins; anti everywhere it was 
nothing but "our American brethren," 
that great offshoot of Briti:.;h institutions 
in the New \Yorlt1, so almost i(\entical 
with tllero in laws, lallgnage, and litera- 
ture, - this last of the alliterative compli- 
luellt
 heing so bitterly true, that perhap
 
it will not be retracted even now. To this 
16 


outburst of 10n
-repr(,
!ile
 affection we re- 
spondc.l with genuine warmth, if with 
fo.omethillg of the awkwardness of a poor 
relation hewil.lere.l with the Hu.ltlen ti
ht- 
ening' of the ties of consanguinity when it 
is rumorell that he ha.') COUll' into a large 
t'state. Then came the Rehellion, and, 
presto I a tiaw in our titles was discovered, 
the pla.te we were promised at the family 
table is ftun!! at om. head, and we were 
agaill the scum of creation, intolerably vul- 
gar, at once cowanlly and overhearing,- 
no relations of theirs, after all, but a dreggy 
hybrid of_the bas cst bloods of Europe. 
Pan urge was not quicker to call Friar John 
hisfoT11l.er friend. I cannot help thinking 
of \Valter Mapes's jingling paraphrase of 
Petronius, - 
.. Dummodo sim splendidis vestibus ornatus, 
Et lllulta familia Silll circulllvallatus, 
Pruùens SUIll et sapiens et morigeratus, 
Et tuus nepos SUIll et tu meus coguatus," - 


which I may freely render thus: - 


So long as I was prosperous, I'd dinners by 
the dozen, 
Was well-bred, witty, virtuous, and everybody's 
cousin: 
If luck should turn, as well she may, her fancy 
is so flexile, 
Will virtue, cousinship, and all return with 
her from exile? 


There was notlling in aU this to exasper- 
ate a philosopher, much to make him smile 
rather; but the earth's surface is not chietiy 
inhabited by philosophers, and I revive the 
recollection of it now in perfect good-hu- 
mour, merely by way of suggesting to our 
ci-devant British cousins, that it would 
have been easier for them to hoM their 
tongues than for us to keep our tempers 
un.ler the circumstances. 
The English Cabinet mar1e a blunrler, 
unquestionably, in taking it so hastily for 
grßnterl that the United States harl fallen 
forever from their position as a first-rate 
power, and it was natural that they should 
vent a little of their ,.exation on the pcople 
whose inexplicable obstinacy in maintain- 
ing freedom anù order, and in resisting 
degradation, was likely to convict them of 
their mistake. But if bearing a grudge be 
the sure mark of a small mind in the incli- 
vidual, can it he a proof of high spirit in 
a nation 1 If the result of the present es- 
trangement betwf'en the two countries shall 
be to make us more independent of British 
twaddle (hulO1nito nee dira ferens stipen- 
dia Tau,ro), so much the better; but if it 
is to make us insensible to the value of 
British opinion in matters where it gives 
U
 the judgllleut of all illl}JartiaJ and cu1ti- 
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vated outsider, if we are to shut ourselves 
Ðut from the advantages of English culture, 
the loss will he ours, and not. theirs. Be- 
canse the door of the oM homestead has 
been once slammed in our faces, shall we 
in a huff reject all future advances of con- 
ciliation, awl cut ourselves foolishly off 
from any share in the humanizing intiuen- 
ces of the place, with its ineffable riches of 
a.ssociation, its heirlooms of immemorial 
culture, its historic lllonuments, ours no 
less than theirs, its noble gallery of ances- 
tral portraits'
 \Ve have only to succeed, 
awl Englawl will not only respect, but, fm" 
the first time, begin to understand us. 
And let us not, in our justifiahle indigna- 
tion at wanton insult, forget that Englanil 
is not the England ouly of snobs who drea(l 
the democracy they do not comprehend, 
hut the England of history, of heroes, 
statesmen, and poets, whose names are 
dear, and their influence as salutary to us 
as to her. 
Let us strengthen tIle hands of those in 
authority over us, and curb onr own 
tongues, remembering that General Wait 
C01l1lll0Jlly proves in the end more than a 
match for General Headlong, and that the 
Good Book ascribes safety to a multitude, 
indeed, but not to a mob, of counsellours. 
Let us remember and perpend the worùs 
of Paulus Emilius to the people of Rome; 
that, "if they judge(l they could manage 
the war to more atlvantage by any other, 
he would willing yield up his charge; but 
if they confitlpd in him, they ?Vere not to 
make thernselves his colleagues in hÚ o.tfice, 
or raise 'repo'ds, or criticise his actions, 
but, 'withou.t talkhzfj, supply him 'with 
me(tns ctnd assistance necessary to the car- 
rying on of the war; for, 'if they proposed 
to c01nmand their O'i('n cmnmander, they 
'would render this expedition '1nO'J"e ridicu- 
lous than the former. " ( l'Ùle Pl'ittarc1ut'1n 
ù
 Vita P. E.) Let us also not forget what 
the same excellent authour says concern- 
ing Perseus's ft'ar of spending money, anrl. 
not permit the covetousness of Brother 
Jonathan to he t.he good fortune of .J effer- 
son Davis. For my own part, till I am 
ready to admit the Commander-in-Chief 
to my pulpit, I shall abstain from plan- 
ning his hattles. If courage he the sword, 
:ret is patience the armour of a nation; 
and in our desire for peace, let us never be 
willing to surrender the Conl->titution be- 
queathed us by fathers at least ITS wise as 
ourselves (even with Jefferson Davis to 
help us); and, with those degenerate Ro- 
nmns, tuta et presentia qua?11, vetera et pe- 
riculosa'lnalle. 
And not only should we bridle onr own 
tongues, but the pens of others, which are 


swift to convey useful intelligence to the 
enemy. 'rhis is no new ineonvenience; 
for, nncler date, 3tl June, 1745, Gl'nera.l 
Pepperell wrote thus to Gove11l0r 
hirley 
from Louishourg: "\Vhat your Excel- 
lency ohsel"ves of the armY'!J being nuule 
acqnainted with any plans propused, un- 
til ready to be put in e.cecutz:on, has alwa.ys 
he en disa
reeahle to me, anl1 I ha.ve given 
many cautions relating to it. But when 
your Excellency cOllsitlers that OIU Coun- 
cil of IV(tr consists of 'Jnore tknn twenty 
mÆ'Jnbers, I am persua(leù you will think it 
impossible fur me to hiJUler it, if allY of 
them will persist in communicating to ill- 
ferior officers and soi<liers what ought to 
be kept secret. I am informed that the Bos- 
ton newspapers are filled with paragraphs 
from private letters relating to the expe- 
dition. Will yo.Þ}r Excellency permit me 
to say I think it ma.y be of ill consequence 1 
Would it not he convenit'nt, if your Excel- 
leney 8hould fOl'hitl the Printers' inserting 
such news 
 " Verily, if tempora mIttan- 
tur, we may question the et nos 'Jnutamur 
in illis,o and if tongues be leaky, it will 
need all hands at the pumps to save the 
Ship of State. Onr history dotes and re- 
peats itself. If Sassycns (rather than AI- 
cibiaùes) find a parallel in Beauregard, so 
Weakwash, as he is called by the brave 
Lieutenant Lion Gardiner, need not seek 
far among our own Sachems for his anti. 
type. 
'Vith respect, 
Your ob' humhle serv', 
Hül\IER WILBUR, A. M. 


I LOVE to start out arter night's begun, 
An' all the chores about the farm are 
done, 
The critters milked an' foddered, gates 
shet fast, 
Tools cleaned aginst to-morrer, snpper 
past, 
An' Nancy darnin' by her ker'sene 
lamp, - 
I love, I say, to start upon a tramp, 
To shake the kinkles out 0' back an' 
legs, 
An' kind 0' rack my 1ire off from the 
drpgs 
Thct's apt to settle in the l)uttery-hutch 
Of folks thet foller in one rut too much: 
Hard work is good au' wholesome, past 
all doubt; 
But 't ain't so, ef the mind gits tuck. 
ered out. 
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Now, bein' born in :Middlesex, you 
know, 
There 's certin spots where I like best 
to go : 
The Concord road, for instance, (I, for 
one, 
:Most gin'lly oIlers call it John BuZZ's 
Run,) 
The fipld 0' Lexin'ton where England 
trit'd 
The fastt'st colours thet she ever dyed, 
An' Concord Bridge, tl1(-'t Davis, ,...heu 
he came, 
Found was the bee-Hne track to heaven 
au' fame, 
Ez all roads be by natur', ef your soul 
Don't sneak thru shun-pikes so's to 
sa ve the toll. 


They're 'most too fur away, take too 
much time 
To visit of en, ef it ain't in rhyme; 
But the' '8 a walk thet'8 henclier, a 
sigh t, 
An' suits me fust-rate of a winter's 
night, - 
I mean the round whale's-back 0' PI'OS- 
pect Hill. 
I love to riter there wbile night grows 
still, 
An' in the twinklin' villages ahout, 
.Fust here, then there, the well-saved 
lights goes out, 
An' nary sound but watch-dogs' false 
ahums, 
Or muffled cock-crows from the drowsy 
farms, 
'Yhere some wise rooster (men act jest 
thet way) 
Stands to 't thet moon-rise is the break 
0' dav: 
(80 l\liste; Seward sticks a three-months' 
pin 
""here the war' d oughto eend, then 
tries agi n ; 
My gran'ther's rule was safer 'n 't is to 
crow: 
I>on't ?lerCr prophcsy-onlcss?lc know.) 
I love to mnse there till it kind 0' seems 
.Ez {'f the world went eddyill' off in 
(!reams; 
TIH' northwest wind thet twitches at my 
baird 
Blows out 0' sturdier days not easy 
scareù, 
An' the same moon thet this Decembel' 
shines 


Starts out th.. tents an' booths 0" Put- 
lIa1ll'S lines; 
The rail-fence post
, acrost the hill thet 
ru 11 S, 
Turn ghosts 0' sogers should'rin' ghosts 
0' gnns; 
Ez wlH'els the sentry, glints a flash 0' 
light, 
Alon
 the firelock won at Concorù 
}'ight, 
An', 'twixt the silf'nces, now fur, now 
nigh, 
Rings the sharp chellenge, hums the 
low reply. 
Ez I was settin' so, it warn't long sence, 
Mixill' the puffict with the present 
tense, 
I heerd two voices som'prs in the air, 
Though, ef I was to die, I cau't tell 
where: 
V oices I call 'em: 't was a kind 0' 
sough I 
Like pille-trees thet the willd 's ageth- 
'rill' through; 
An', fact, I thought it was the wind. a 
spell, 
Then some misdoubted, could n't fairly 
tell, 
Fust sure, then not, jest as yon hold an 
eel, 
I knowed, an' did u"t, - fin'Uy seemed 
to feel 
'T was Concord Bridge a talkin' off
 to 
kill 
\Vith the Stone Spike thet 's druv tIll'U 
Bunker Hill ; 
'Vhether 't was so, or ef I on'v dreamed, 
I could n't say; I tell it ez i seemeù. 


THE BRIDGE. 
"""al, neigllbor, tell us wut 's turned up 
thet 's new? 
You're younger'n I be, -nigller Bos- 
ton, tu: 
An' down to Boston, ef you take their 
showin', 
\Vut they don't know ain't hardly wuth 
the knowin'. 
There's s'ltnthin' goin' on, I know: las' 
night 
The British sogers killed in our grf't 
fight 
(Nigh fifty year they hed n't stirred nor 
spoke) 
l\Iaùe spch a coil you'd thought ß dam 
hed broke: 
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'Vhy, one he up an' beat a. revellee 
'Vith his own crossbones 011 a holler 
tree, 
Till all the graveyards swarmed out like 
a hive 
'Vith faces I hain't seen sence Seventy- 
fi ve. 
Wut is the news 1 'T ain't good, or 
they'd be cheerin'. 
Speak slow an' clear, for I 'ro some hard 
0' hearin'. 


THE MONIME
T. 
I don't know hardly ef it's good or 
bad,- 
THE BRIDGE. 
At W11st, it can't be wus than wut we've 
had. 


THE MONIMEXT. 
You know them envys thet the Rebbles 
sent, 
An' C'ap'n "\Vilkes he borried 0' the 
Trent 1 


THE BRIDGE. 
"\Y ut! they ha'l1't hanged 'em '1 Then 
their wits is gone! 
Thet .s the sure way to make a goose a 
swan! 


THE MOXUfENT. 
No: England she would hev 'em, Fee, 
Fftw, FU/m! 
(Ez though she hed n't fools enough to 
home,) 
Sp they've returned 'em- 


TIlE BRIDGE. 
Rev they 1 'Val, by heaven, 
Thet 's the wust news I've heerd sence 
Seventy-seven! 
By George, I meant to say, though I 
declare 
It '8 'most enough to make a deacon 
swear. 


THE MOXIMENT. 
N ow don't go off half-cock: folks never 
gai ns 
By usin' pepper-sarse instid 0' hrains. 
Come, neighbor, you don't understand- 


THE BIUDGE. 


How? Hey1 
Not understand! Why, wut 's to hen- 
del', pray 1 


Must I go huntin' round to find a chap 
To tell me wheulllY face hez hed a slap 1 


THE MONIMENT. 
See here: the British they found out 3 
ßaw 
In Cap'n Wilkes's readin' 0' the law: 
(They 'make all laws, you know, an' so, 
0' course, ' 
It's nateral they should ullderstan' their 
force: ) 
He'd ough to ha' took the vessel into port. 
An' hed her sot on Ly a reg'lar conrt; 
She was a mail-ship, an' a steamer, tu, 
An' thet, they say, hez changed the 
pint 0' view, 
Coz the old practice, bein' meant for 
sails, 
Ef tried upon a steamer, kind 0' fails; 
Yon '1nay take out despatches, but you 
mus' n't 
Take nary man- 


THE BRIDGE. 
You mean to say, you dus' n't! 
Changed pint 0' view! No, no, - it's 
overhoard 
\Vith law an' gospel, when their ox is 
gored! 
I tell' ye, England's law, on sea an' land, 
Hez oIlers ben, "I've gut the heaviest 
h{t1
d." 
Take nary man 1 Fine preachin' from 
her lips! 
'Vhy, she hez taken hunderds from our 
ships, 
An' would agin, an' swear she had a 
right to, 
Ef we warn't strong enough to be perlite 
to. 
Of all the SRrse thet 1 can call to mind, 
England doos make the most onpleasant 
kind: 
It 's you're the sinner oIlers, she's the 
saint; 
'Vut 's good's all English, all thet is n't 
ain't; 
"\Vut profits her is oIlers rigl1t an' just, 
An' ef you don't read Scriptur so, you 
must; 
She's praised herself ontil she fairly 
thinks 
There ain't no light in N atur when she 
winks; 
Hain't she the Ten Comman'ments in 
her pus? 
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Could the world Rtir 'thout she went, tu, I Ez though she done it an, an' ten times 

z uu
 1 lUore, 
She aiu't like other mortals, thet'8 a Au' lluthill' never hed gut done afore, 
fad: N or never could agin', 'thuut she wuz 
She llever stopped the halms-corpus act, spliced 
Nor spel'Ïe }laYlllellts, 11ur she never ypt On to uue ecnd an' gin th' old airth a 
Cut duwn the iut'rc:st on her Imblic hoi:st. 
debt; She is SUIllP pUllkins, thet I wun't deny, 
She don't put down rebellions, lets 'em (.For ajn't she some related to you 'n' 
breed, } ?) 
An' 's oIlers wiUin' Ireland should se- But there's a few small intrists here 
cede; below 
She's all thet's llOnest, honnable, an' Outside the counter 0' John Bull an' 
fair, Co, 
Au' when the vartoos died they made An', though they can't conceit how 't 
her heir. should be so, 
I gne:ss the Lord druv down Creation's 
t:;piles 
'thout 110 grct helpin' from the British 
Isles 
An' could contrive to keep things l)ooty 
stiff 
Ef they withdrawed from business in a 
miff; 
I ha' 11't 110 patience with sech swellin' 
fellers ez 
Think God can't forge 'thout them to 
blow the bellerses. 


THE 
IOsnIEST. 
"Tal, wal, two wrongs don't never maKe 
a ricrht . 
b , , , 
Ef we're mistaken, own up, au don t 
fight : 
For gracious'sake, ha'n't we enough to 
du 
'thout gcttin' up a fight with England, 
tu 1 
She thinks we're rabblc-rid- 


THE BRIDGE. 
An' so we can't 
Distinguish 'twixt YOZt ought '}t't an' 
You ska' n't! 
She jedges by herself; s11e 's no iùear 
How 't stiddies folks to give 'em their 
fair sheer: 
The odds 'twixt her an' us is plain's a 
stceple, - 
Her Ppoplc 's turned to Mob, our 
lob 's 
turned People. 


THE :MOSIMEXT. 
She's riled jes' now- 


THE BRIDGE. 
Plain l)roof her cause ain't strong,- 
The one tl1et fust gits mad's 'most oIlers 
wrong. 
'Yhy, sence she helped in lickin' Nap the 
Fust, 
An' prieked a buh1le jest agoin' to 
bu[-;t, 
""'ith Rooshy, Prooshy, Austry, all as- 
sistin " 
Th' ain't nut a face lmt wut she '8 shook 
her fist in, 


THE MOXDIEXT. 
You're oIlers quick to set your back 
ariùge, 
Though 't suits a tom-cat more 'n a 
sober bridge : 
Don't you git het: they thought the 
thing was plannerl ; 
They'II cool off when they come to 
understand. 


THE DRIDGE. 
Ef thet's wut you expect, you'll hev 
to wait: 
Folks never understand the folks they 
hate: 
She'll fin' some other grievance jest ez 
good, 
'fore the month's out, to git misunder. 
stood. 
England cool off! She'll do it, ef slle 
sees 
She's run her head into a swarm 0' 
hees. 
I ain't so ])rejn<li('ed í'Z mIt you spo
e : 
I hev thought England was the best 
thet goes; 



246 


THE BIGLO'V PAPERS. 


Remember (no, you can't), when I was 
rea r-cù , 
God save the K
ng was all the tune you 
heerd : 
But it's enough to turn 'Yacbuset roun' 
l'his stumpin' fellers when you think 
they're down. 


THE MONIMENT. 
But, neighbor, ef they prove their claim 
at law, 
The best way is to settle, an' not iaw. 
An' ùon't Ie' 's mutter 'bout the awfle 
bricks 
We'll. give 'em, ef we ketch 'em in a 

: 
That 'ere's most frequently the kin' 0' 
talk' 
Of critters can't be kicked to toe the 
chalk; 
Your 'ó You'll see nex' time! " an' 
" Look out bUill by ! " 
'}'Iost oIlers ends in catin' umble-pie. 
'T wun't l)ay to scringe to .Eugland: 
will it pay 
To fear that meaner bully, old "They'll 
sa y" ? 
Suppose they du say: words are dreffie 
bores, 
But they ain't quite so bad ez seventy- 
fours. 
'Vut England wants is jest a wedge to 
fit 
"There it '11 help to widen out our split: 
She's founù her wedge, au' 't ain't for 
us to come 
An' If'nd the beet1e thf't's to drive it 
home. 
For growf'd-up folks like us 't would be 
a scan dIe, 
'Vhen we git sarsed, to fly right off the 
handle. 
England ain't all bad, coz she thinks 
us blind: 
Ef she can't change her skin, she can 
her mind ; 
An' we shall see her change it double- 
quick, 
Soon ez we've proveù thet we're a-goin' 
to lick. 
She an' Columby's gnt to be fas' friends: 
For the world prospers by their privit 
ends : 
'T would put the clock back all 0' fift)" 
years 
Ef they should fall together by the ears. 


THE BRIDGE. 
I 'gree to thet ; she's nigh us to wut 
France is; 
But then she 'n hey to make the fust 
ad vallces ; 
'V e 'v
 gut pride, tu, an' gut it by good 
I'lghts, 
An' k
tch mestoopill' to pick up the 
IllItes 
0' condescension she '11 be lettin' fall 
'Vhen she finds out we ain't dead arter 
all ! 
I tell ye wut, it takes more 'n one good 
week 
Afore 1ny nose forgits it's hed a tweak. 


THE MON"IMEXT. 
She'll come out right bum by, thet I '11 
engage, 
Soon ez she gits to seein' we're of age; 
rl'his talkin' down 0' hers ain't wuth 
a fuss ; 
It 's uat'ral ez nut likiu' 't is to us ; 
E!" we're agoill' to prove we be growed- 
uß . 
'T wuut be by barkin' like a tarrier pup, 
But turnin' to an' makin' thiugs ez 
good 
Ez wut we're oUers bmggin' tllat we 
('ould ; 
".,. e 're Louml to be good friends, 
n' so 
we 'ù oughto, 
I n spite of all the fools both siùes the 
water. 


TIlE BIUDGE. 
I b'lieve thet 's so; but hearken in your 
ear, - 
I 'm older 'n JOU, - Peace wun't keep 
house with Fear: 
Ef you want peace, the thing you 'ye 
gut to tIu 
Is jest to show you're up to fightin', tu. 
I recoIled how sailors' rights was won, 
Yard locked in yard, hot gun-lip kbsin' 
gun: 
'\Thy, afore thet, John Bun sot up thet 
he 
Red gut a kind 0' mortgage on the sea; 
You'd thought he held by Gran'ther 
Adam's will, 
An' ef you knuckle down, he'll think 
so still. 
Dettcr thet all our sJlips an' all their 
crews 
Should sink to rot in ocean's dreamless 
ooze, 
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Each torn flag wayin' chellenge ez it 
went, 
.An' each dumb gun a brave man's moni- 
men t, 
Than Reek sech peace ez only cowards 
crave: 
Give 1M the peace of dead men or of 
brave! 


THE MO
DIE
T. 
I say. ole boy, it ain't the Glorious 
Fourth: 
You'd oughto lamed 'fore this wut talk 
wuz worth. 
It ain't our nose thet gits put out 0' 
j ill t ; 
It 's England thet gives up her dearest 
pint. 
".. e 've gut, I ten ye now, enough to du 
In our own fem'ly fight, afore we're 
thru. 
I hopcrl, las' spring, jest arter Sumter's 
shame, 
",Yhen every flag-stafT flapped its teth- 
ered flame, 
An' all the people, startled from their 
dou bt, 
Come must'rin' to the flag with sech a 
shou t, - 
I hoped to see things settle<l 'fore this 
fall , 
The Rebbles licked, Jeff Davis hanged, 
an' all ; 
Then come Bull Run, an' sence then 
I've ben wait in' 
Like boys in Jennooary thaw for skatin', 
N othill' to du but watch my shadder's 
traee 
Swing, like a ship at anchor, roun' my 
base, 
",Yith daylight's flood an' eòb: it's 
gittin' sloW', 
An' I 'most think we'd better let 'em go. 
I tell ye wut, this war's a-goin' to 
cost - 


TIlE BRIDGE. 
An' I ten ?lOlt it wun't òe money lost; 
Ta
es milks ùry, but, neighbor, you '11 
allow 
Thet ha, in' things onsettled kills tJu> 
cow: 
'Ve ',.e gut to fix this thing for good an' 
all, 
Jt 's no 
se bui1tlin' wut 's a-goin' to faH. 
I 'm older'n you, an' I've seen things 
an men, 


An' my expf'runcc, - ten yp wut it's 
bt'n: 
Folks thet worked thorough was tho 
ones thet thriv, 
But baù work fullers yc cz long's ye 
Ii ve ; 
You can't git red on 't; jest ez sure ez 
sin, 
It 's oIlers askin' to be done agin : 
.Ef we shoulù part, it would n't be a 
week 
'Fore your soft-soddered })eace would 
spring ah"ak. 
'Ve 've turned our cuffs up, but, to put 
her thru, 
'Ve must git Dlad an' ofT with jark('ts, 
tu; 
'T WUll't tIu to think thet kilHn' ain't 
})crlite, - 
You've gut to be in airnest, ef you 
fight; 
""-lay, two-thirds 0' the Rebbles 'ould 
cut dirt, 
Ef they once thought thet Guv'ment 
nwant to hurt; 
.An' I dlt wish our Gin'rals hed in mind 
The folks in front more than the folks 
behind; 
You wnn't do much ontil yon think it '8 
God, 
.An' not constitoounts, thet holds the 
rod; 
\Ve want some more 0' Gideon's sword, 
I jedge, 
For proclamations ha'n't no gret of edge; 
There's nothin' for a cancer but the 
knife, 
Onless you set by 't more than by your 
life. 
J've seen hard times; I see a war begun 
Thet folks thct love their bellies never' ù 
won. 
Pharo's l
an kine hung on for seven long 
year; 
But when 't was done, we did n't count 
it dear. 
""'hy, law an' order, honor, civil rigllt, 
Ef tlwy ain't ,,"uth it, wut. is wuth a 
fight 1 
I 'm oÌder 'n JOu: the plough, the axe, 
the mill, 
All kill's 0' lahor an' all kin's 0' skil1, 
\\r ouhl be a rabbit iu a wilp-('at's claw, 
.Ef't waru.t for thet slow critt\'r, 'stab. 
lisheù law; 
Onsettle tJwl, an' all the wOIld 
oe8 
whiz, 
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THE BRIDGE. 
'Val, don't give up afore the ship goes 
down: 
It's a stiff gale, but Providence wun't 
drown; 
An' God wun't leave us Jit to sink or 
swim, 
Ef we don't fail to du wut's right by 
Him. 
This land 0' ourn, I ten ye, '8 gut to be 
A better country than man ever see. 
I feel my sperit swellin' with a cry 
Thet seems to say, "Break forth an' 
prophesy! " 
o strange New W orId, thet yit wast 
never young, 
'Vhose youth from thee l)y gripin' need 
was wrung, 
Brown foundlin' 0' the woods, whose 
baby-hed 
'Vas prowled roun' by the Injun's crack- 
lin' tread, 
An' who grew'st strong thru shifts 8n' 
wants an' pains, 
N ussed by stern men with empires in 
their brains, 
Who saw in vision their young Ishmel 
strain 
'Vith each hard hand a vassal ocean's Ef I turned mad dogs loose, John, 
mane, On YOU? frout-parlor stairs, 
Thou, skilled by Freedom an' by gret Would it jest meet your views, John, 
events To wait an' sue their heirs? 


A sc:ew 's gut 100se in every thin' tbere 
l
 : 
Good Imttres
es once settled, don't )'OU 
fret 
.An' stir 'em; take a bridge's word for 
thet! 
Young folks are smart, but all ain't good 
thet 's ncw; 
] guess the gmn'thers they kllowed Bun- 
thin', tu. 


THE MONIMEXT. 
Amen to thet! build sure in the begin- 
nin': . 
An' then don't never tech the underpin- 
nin' : 
Th' olùer a guv'ment is, the better 't 
suits. 
New ones hunt folks's corns out like new 
boots: 
Change jes' for change, is like them big 
hotels 
'Vhere they shift plates, an' let ye live 
on smells. 


To pitc11 new States ez Old. World men 
pitch tents, 
Thou, taught by Fate to know Jehovah's 
plan 
Thet man's devices can't unmake a man, 
Au' whose free latch-string never was 
dra wed in . 
Against the poorest child of Adam's 
kin, - 
The grave's not dug where traitor 
hauds shall lay 
In fcarful haste thy murdered corse 
away! 
I see- 
Jest here some dogs begun to òark, 
So thet I lost olel Concord's last remark: 
I Hstcned long, but all I seemed to hear 
Was deallleavcs gossipin' on some birch- 
trees near; 
But ez they hed n't no gret things to 
say, 
An' sed 'em often, I come right away, 
An', walkin' hOlllc'al'ds, jest to lJasS the 
time, 
I put some thoughts thet bothered me 
in l'hyme ; 
I Ilain't hed time to fairly try 'em on, 
But here they be - it'8 


JONATHAN TO JOHN. 


IT don't seem hardly right, John, 
'Vhen both my bands was full, 
To stump me to a fight, John,- 
Your cousin, tu, John Bull! 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I guess 
'Ve know it now," sez he, 
"The lion's paw is all the law, 
Accordin' to J. B., 
Thet 's fit for you an' me !" 


You wonder why we're hot, John 1 
Your mark wuz on the guns, 
The neutral guns, tbet shot, John, 
Our brothers an' our sons: 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I guess 
There's human blood," sez he, 
" By fits an' starts, in Yankee hearts, 
Though 't may surprise J. B. 
More '11 it would you an' me." 
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01(> T'" nrlf> R 1;('7. hp, "I guess, 
I on'y g1!(,S"'," bel Ill', 
U The! t'f "au,'l on !tis toes f,'ll, 
'1' would kiuù 0' ril,..J. B., 
Ez wal cz ).ou au' me ! " 


" ho maù
 the law thet hurts, .Tohn, 
Heads I win, - ditto taill; ! 
U J. B." was on his 
hil-ts, John, 
On less my 11I('mory fail
, 
Ole Lncle S. s(>z he, " I 
('ss 
(I 'm gooù at tl1('t)," s(>z he, 
"Thet sauce for goo
c uiu't jest the 
juice 
For ganders with J. n., 
l' 0 more 'n with you or me !" 


""hen your rights was our "rongs, 
John, 
You did n't stop for fuss, - 
Dritauny's tri(lcut prongs, John, 
",. as good 'nough law for us.- 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I gn('
s, 
Though physic's gooù," sez he, 
u It ùoes n't tollcr thet he can swaller 
Prescri ptiOllS signeLl 'J. B.,' 
Put up by you un' me ! " 


"... e own the ocean, tu, John: 
You mus' n' take it hard, 
Ef we ('an't think with you, John. 
It's jest your own back-yard. 
Ole (Tnde S. sez he, "I guess, 
Ef thet 's his claim," sez he, 
" The fen('in' -stuff'll cost enough 
To bust up friend J. ll., 
Ez wal ez you an' me !" 


'Yhy talk so dr<>tf1e big, J o}m, 
Of honor when it meant 
Yon did lI't care a fig, John, 
But jest for trn pcr Cf'nt ? 
Ole r-nc1e S. sez lIe, "I guess 
He's like the rest," sez he : 
"'Vhen all is done, it's number one 
Thet '8 ncarebt to J. n., 
Ez wal ez t' you nn' me ! " 


'Ve give the crittcrs back, John, 
Cos .Abram thought 't was right; 
It warn't Jour bullyiu' clack, John, 
Provokin' us to tigbt. 
o It' U nelp S. sez 11(', "I guess 
"\" e 've a hard l"OW," BeZ he, 
"To hoe jebt now; hut thet somcllo\\" 
May happen to J. It, 
ü wal ez you an' me I" 
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'Ye ain't bO weak nn' pnOT, John, 
-With t\\euty 111illioll pf'oplc, 
An' dus(' to every duor, Juhn, 
.A 
chool-huus(' au' a stt'...plc. 
01,' (; ncle S. f,('Z he, "1 gtIfSR, 
I t is a fact," sez he, 
" Tbe surest Illan to make a )fan 
Is, think him so, J. B., 
Ez much. ez )'ou or me!" 


Our folks be1ieve in Law, John; 
An' it 's for her sake, now, 
They've left the axe an' saw, John, 
The anvil an' the plough. 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I guess, 
Er't warnt for law," sez he, 
"Th
re'd be one shindy from here to 
Indy; 
An' thet don't suit J. B. 
<,v hen 't ain't 'Í\,iÀt JOu an' me!)" 


"\V. e know 'We've got a cause, John, 
Thet '8 houcst, jUbt, an' true; 
'''''fA thought't wuuld \\in ap]Jlau
e,.T01m, 
Ef now heres el
e, from you. 
Ole Uncle S. St.z he, "I h'1less 
II is love of righ t," sez he, 
" Hangs by a l'utt(,11 fibre 0' cotton: 
There's uatur' in J. ß., 
Ez wal ez you an' me ! " 


The South Bays, II POo-T folks dOU"1t I" 
John, 
An' "All 'men up I" say we, - 
"
ltite, yaIler, black, an' bl"Own, Jo}m: 
l' OW whj('h is your idee? 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I gtIPSS, 
John preaches wal," sez he j 
" But, sermon thm, an' come to dll, 
'Vhy, there '8 the old J. B. 
A crowùin' you an' me ! " 


Sha11 it bf lovp, or hatí', John' 
It 's :you thet 's to decide; 
Ain't your bonds hdd by fate, John, 
Like aU the world's beside f 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, "I guess 
'Vise men forgiw'," sez he, 
" nnt not forget; an' some time :yet 
'fhet truth may strike J. ß., 
LZ wal ez you an' me !" 


God means to make t11is land, John, 
Clear thru, from sea to sea, 
Be1ie\.e an' unJerstalld, John, 
'fhe wutl", 0' Leiu' free. 
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Ole U nele S. sez hf', Ie I guess, 
God's price is high," s('z he ; 
U But nothin' else than wnt He sells 
'Vears long, an' thet J. B. 

lay larn, like you an' me ! " 


No. III. 
BIRDOFREDUl\1 SA WIN, ESQ., TO 
:MR. HOSEA BIGLO\V. 


JVith the fol101.t1ing Letter from the REV- 
ERE
D HO
IER \V lLBUR, A. .M. 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 
JAALAM, 7th Feb., 1862. 
RESPECTED FRIENDS, - If I know my- 
self, - and sur
ly a man can hardly be 
supposed to have overpassed the limit of 
fourscore years without attaining to some 
})roficiency in that most useful branch of 
learning (e cælo descendit, says the pagan 
poet), - I have no great smack of that 
weakness which would press upon the pub- 
lick attention any matter pertaining to my 
},rivate affairs. But since the following 
letter of :Mr. Sawin contains not only a di- 
rect allusion to myself, but that in connec- 
tion with a topick of interest to all those 
engagetl in the publick ministrations of the 
sanctuary, I may be parcloned for touching 
briefly thereupon. Mr. Sawin was never 
a statell attendant upon my preaching, - 
never, as I believe, even an occasional one, 
since the erection of the new house (where 
we now worship) in 1845. He did, imleed, 
for a time, supply a not unacceptable hass 
in the choir; but, whether on some um- 
brage (omnibus hnc vitimn est cantoriblts) 
taken against the bass-viol, then, anrl till 
his decea
e in 1850(æt. 77,)ullfler the charge 
of Mr. Asaph Perley, or, a
 was reported 
by others, on account of an imminent sub- 
Rcription for a new hell, he thenceforth ab- 
sented himself from all outward and. visible 
communion. Yet he seems to have pre- 
sen'ed (altâ rnente repustlt1n), as it were, 
in the pickle of a milHI soured by prejucUce, 
a lasting scunner, as he would call it, 
again
t our staid an(1 decent form of wor- 
ship; for I wonJcl rather in that wise in- 
terpret his mug, than suppose that any 
chance tares sown by my pulpit discourses 
should sllrvÍ\'e so long, while good seecl too 
often fails to root itself. I hum ùly trust 
that I have no personal feeling in tlle mat- 
tel'; though I know tha.t, if we sounù any 


man <let'p enough, our leail shall ht'in
 np 
the mlHl of human llatun' at last. The 
Bretons helieve in an evil spirit which they 
call ar c'hollskeziJ.', whose otiìce it is to 
make the congregation clrowsy ; amI though 
I have never hafl reason to think that he 
was specially bnsy among my flock, yet 
have I seen enough to make me sometimes 
regret the hinged seats of the ancient meet- 
ing-house, whose lively clatter, not unwill- 
ingly intensified by boys heyoncl eyeshot 
of the tithing-m:m, servecl at intervals as a 
wholesome réveil. It is true, I have num- 
bered among my parishioners SOllJC who are 
proof against the prophylactic1\: fenuel, nay, 
whose gift of somuolence ri\'allecl that of 
the Cretan Rip Van \Viukle, Epimellicles, 
and who, nevertheless, complained not so 
much of the suustance as of the length of 
my (ùy them unheard) discol1l.ses. Some 
ingenious persons of a l)hilosophick turn 
have a
sured us that our pulpits were set 
too high, and that the soporifick tendency 
increased with the ratio of the angle in 
which the hearer's eye was constrained to 
seek the preacher. This were a curious 
topick for investigation. 'l'here can be no 
doubt that some sermons are pitched too 
high, and I remember many struggles with 
the drowsy fiend in my youth. Happy 
Saint Anthony of Padua) whose finny aco- 
lytes, however they might profit, coulù 
never murmur! Qnare.fremuerwnt gentes? 
\Vho is he that can twice a week be in- 
spired, or }}as eloquence (nt ita dicam) 
always on tap 1 A good man, and, next 
to David, a sacreù poet (himself, haply, 
not inexpert of evil in this particular), 
has said,- 
" The worst speak sometlling good: if all want 
sense, 
God takes a text and preacheth l)atience." 
There are one or two other points in Mr. 
Sawin's letter which I wouhl also briefly 
animadvert upon. And. first, concerning 
the claim he sets up to a certain superiori- 
ty of blood antllineage in the people of our 
Southern State
, now unhappily in reùel- 
lion against lawful authority and their own 
better interests. There is a sort of opin- 
ions, anachronisms at once aIlll an achor- 
isms, foreign both to the age and the coun- 
try, that maintain a feeble and buzzing 
existence, scarce to he callec! life, like win- 
ter flies, which in mild weather crawl out 
from obscure nooks awl crannies to expati- 
ate in the snn, and sometimes aequire \.igor 
enough to disturh with their enforced fa- 
miliarity the stuclious hours of the scholar. 
One of the most stupid anù pertinacious 
of these is the theory that the Southern 
States were settled by a class of emigrants 
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from thf' OM 'Vorlel socially superior to 
those who fnuuclf'cl the in
titutions of X{,W 
Englalul. The Virginians especially ]ay 
{'laim to this w'nerosity of lineagt', which 
'\\cre of no possible ace"ount, were it not 
for tIle fact that such superstitiuns are 
sometimes not without their etrl.,.t on the 
course of human affairs. The earh' 
ul\"en. 
turers to 
lassachusctts at least p
\Ïd Ult'ir 
passages; no fclon.;; were ever shil'pc,l 
thithcr; and though it he true that many 
dchoshed )"01lJlgt'r brothers of what arc 
calle, 1 goocl families may have liought ref- 
uge in Virginia, it is equally certain that a 
grt'at part of the early clt'l'ortatiol1s thither 
were the sweepings of the London streets 
and t]t{' leavings of the London stcws. It 
,..as thi
 my Lonl Bacon had in minll when 
he wrote: " It is a shameful ancl un blessed 
thing to take the scum of people anll wid.ed 
cOlulelHlled nWll to be thc people with whom 
you plant." 1'hat certain names are f011l1l1 
thcre is nothing to the purpose, for, even 
had an alias heen bevond the invention of 
the kna\ es of that g
neration, it is known 
that servants were often called hy their 
ma<;ters' namf'S, as sla\"es are now. On 
what the heralds call thc spiwlle side, some, 
at least, of the oldest Virginian families 
ar
 descende(1 from matrons who were ex- 
})Qrted aUlI sold for so many hogsheads of 
tohacco the head. So notorious was this, 
that it became one of the joke!. of contem- 
r. orary playwrights, not only that men 
hmkrupt ih pur
e anllcharaetcrwere" fooll 
for the Plantations" (amI this bf'fore the 
settlement of New England), hut also that 
any elrab would suffice to wive such pitiful 
flIl \"t
nturers. ".K en.r choo
e a wife as if 

ou were going to Virginia," says 
Iielllle- 
ton in one of his compllies. 'rhE' mule is 
apt to forget all hut the equine sille of his 
pelligree. How early the counterfeit no- 
bility of the OM Dominion became a topick 
of rillicule in the Mother Country may be 
learnell from a play of :\lrs. Behn's, found- 
ed on the Rcbellion of Bacon: for even 
these kennels of literature may ;riel. 1 a fact 
or two to pa.y the rakin
. 1\11'8. Flirt, the 
keeper of a. Virginia ordinary, calls herself 
the llaughter of a baroJ\et "ullIlone in the 
late rehellion," - her father ha\'ing in truth 
bCPJ\ a tailor, - and three of the Coullcil, 
a
sumillg to themselvcs an ell'ial sl'lellllor 
of origin, are shown to have been, one" a 
hroken exciseman who came o\"cr a poor 
senant," another a tinker transported for 
theft, allli the third "a conunon pick- 
pockct often flogged at the cart's tail." 
'fhe ancestry of 
outh CaroHlla will as lit- 
tle pass muster at the lIeralll's \ï
itation, 
though I holll th(.J1l to have been more rep- 
utable, in3,:)llluch a
 many of tht::lU were 


honest trallpsmen allli artisan
, in some 
measure exiles for cOlIsc.it'lIcP' 
ake, who 
wou]ll have sn1Ïlell at the high-fl) ing non- 
sPlIse of their Ilf'scenelants. Some of tho 
more rc
p('dahle \\ pre Jews. 'rhe absurcl- 
ity of supposing a population of eight mil- 
lions all sl'run
 from gentle loins in the 
course of a century awl a half is too mani- 
fest for ronfutation. Hut of what use to 
discuss the matter 
 All expert genealogist 
will provide any solvent man with a !/enus 
et ]Jmarus to order. :\1 y Lord Burleigh 
saill (anù the Emperor f'rellt'rirk II. llefore 
hinl), that" nobility was ancient richt's," 
wht'ncc also the Spanish were wont to c:1Il 
their nolJI{'s ricos hombres, anll the aris- 
tocracy of Ameriea are the dcscenclants of 
thost' who first became wealthy, hy what- 
ever nleans. Petroleum will in this wise 
he the source of much goocl blood among 
our posterity. The aristocracy of tho 

outh, such as it is, has the shallowest of 
all founllations, for it is ouly skin-deep, - 
tht> most odious of all, for, while nffecting 
to despi
e tracIe, it traces its origin to a. 
sucl'essful tr[lffiek in men, women, and 
chihlrf'n, nu(l still draws its chief reyeuu
 
thence. Ami though, as Doctor Cham her- 
layne cou
olingly says in his Present :state 
of j'.:nyland, "to heeome a 
Ierchallt of 
Foreign Commerce, "ithont serving any 
Apprentisage, hath been allowed no dis- 
paragemcnt to a Gf>ntleman Lorn, especial- 
ly to a younger Brother," Yf>t I conceive 
that he wou1l1 hardly have made a like ex- 
ception in favour of the particular trade in 
question. 011(11)" enough this trade reverses 
the onliJlary stn11l1arlls of social respecta- 
1,ility no lc:o;s than of morals, for the retail 
alld domestick is as cre(litable as the whole- 
salt' and foreign b degral1Ïng to him who 
follows it. Are our morals, then, 110 hetter 
than 11Wres atter all 
 I do not helicve that 
such aristocrat'v as exists at the South (for 
I hold with 
\J;l'ius, furtissimll1n quemqlle 
yenerosissimll11l) wiH hc found an element 
of anything like per
istent strength in war, 
--thinkmg the sayingof Lord Bacoll(whom 
one quaintly called indllctionis dominus et 
Verulamii) as true as it is pithy, that" the 
morc gentlemen, ever- the more books of 
suhsÎllies." It is 0(1<\ enough as an llistori- 
('a] precedent, that, while the fathers of 
X ew England were layiug clt'ep ill religion, 
ellucatioll, aud freedom the basis of a 1'01- 
ity which has 
uhstantially outlasted any 
then existing, the first work of the founclers 
of Virginia, as may be seen in \Vingfiehl's 
Jle'lntrnaI, was conspiracy a.nd rt'hellion, 
- oelder yet, as showing the changes which 
are wrought hy circulllstance, that the first 
insurrection in South Carolina was a
ainst 
the aristocratical scheme of the-Proprietary 
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Govenlment. I do not find that the cutic- 
ular aristocracy of the South has added 
anything to the refinements of civilization 
except the carrying of bowie-knives anrl the 
chewing of tobacco, - a high-toned South- 
ern gentleman being commonly not only 
l}llad'1"ll1nanolts but quidrzwzinant. 
I confess that the present letter of Mr. 
Sawin increases my doubts as to the sin- 
cerity of the convictions which he pro- 
fesses, and I am inclined to think that the 
triumph of the legitimate Government, 
sure sooner or later to take place, will nUll 
him and a large majority of his newly 
adopted fellow-citizens (who bold with 
Dælialus, the primal sitter-on-the-fence, 
that medÍll'1n tene'l"e tntis81.:mum) original 
Union men. The criticisms towarùs the 
close of his letter on certain of onr failings 
are worthy to be seriously perpended; for 
he is not, as I think, without a spice of 
vulgar shrewdness. Fas est et ab hoste 
doceri: there is no reckoning without your 
host. As to the good-nature in us which 
he seems to gird at, while J wouM not con- 
8ecrate a chapel, as they have not scrupled 
to do in France, to J.Yßtre Dan1Æ de la 
Haine (Our Lady of Hate), yet I cannot 
forget that the corruption of good-nature 
is the generation of laxity of principle. 
Good-nature is our national characteristick; 
and though it he, perhaps, nothing more 
than a culpable weakness or cowardice, 
when it leads us to put up tamely with 
manifold impositions and breaches of im- 
plied contracts, (as too frequently in our 
publick conveyances,) it becomes a positive 
crime, when it leads us to look unresent- 
fully on peculation, and to regard treason 
to the best Government that ever existed 
as something with which a gentleman may 
shake hamls without soiling his fingers. 
I do not think the gallows-tree the most 
profitable member of our -"'!llra,o but, since 
it continues to be plantetl, I would fain 
see a Northern limb ingrafted on it, that it 
may bear some other fruit thal1loyal Ten- 
nesseeans. 
A relick has recently been discovered on 
tbe east bank of Bushy Brook in North 
J aalam, which I coneeive to be au inserip- 
tion in Runick characters relating to the 
early expedition of the N orthmen to this 
continent. I shall make fuller investiga- 
tions, and communicate the result ill due 
season. 
Respectful1y, 
Your obedient servant, 
HOl\!ER WILBUR, A. M. 


P. S. - J inclose a year's subscription 
from Deacon Tinkham. 


I RED it on my min' las' time, when I 
to write ye started, 
To tech the lead in' featurs 0' my gittin' 
me convarted ; 
But, ez my letters hez to go clearn roun' 
by way 0' C'uby, 
'T wun't seem no staler now than then, 
by th' time it gits where you be. 
You know up North, though sees an' 
things air plentyez you please, 
Ther' warn't nut one on 'em thet come 
jes' square with my idees: 
They aU on 'em wuz too much mixed 
with Covenants 0' 'V orks, 
An' would hev answered jest ez wal for 
Afrikins an' Turks, 
Fer where 's a Christian's privilege an' 
his rewards ensuin', 
Ef 't ain't perfessin' right an eend 
'thout nary need 0' doin'1 
I dessay they suit workin' -folks thet 
ain't noways !>ertic'lar, 
But nut your Southun gen'leman thet 
keeps his parpendic'lar ; 
I don't blame nary man tbet casts his 
lot along 0' his folks, 
But ef you carIate to save me, 't must 
be with folks thet is folks; 
Cov'nants 0' works go 'ginst my grain, 
but down here I've found out 
The true fus' -fem'ly A 1 plan, - here's 
how it come about. 
'Vhen I fus' sot up with 
Iiss S., sez she 
to me, sez she, 
"Without you git religion, Sir, the 
thing can't never be; 
Nut but wut I respeck," sez she, " your 
in te11ectle part, 
But you wun't noways du for me athout 
a change 0' heart: 
Nothull religion works wal North, but 
it's ez soft ez spruce, 
Compared to ourn, for keepin' sound," 
sez she, "upon the goose; 
A day's experunce 'd prove to ye, ez 
easy 'z pull a trigger, 
It takes the Sonthun pint 0' view to 
raise ten bales a nigger ; 
You'll fin' thet human natur', South, 
ain't wholesome more'n skin-deep, 
An' once 't a darkie's took with it, he 
wun't be wuth his keep." 
"How shell I git it, Ma'am 1" sez 1. 
"Attend the nex' camp-meetin'," 
Sez she, "an' it '}1 come to ye ez cheap 
ez onbleached sheetin'." 
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WaI, so I wpnt along an' bearn most an 
imprpssive sarmon 
About besprinklin' Afriky with fourth. 
proof dew 0' Hamson: 
He did n't put no weakuill' in, but gill it 
tu us hot, 
'Z ef he an' Satan '.1 ben two bulls in 
one five-acre lot: 
I don't purtend to roller him, but give 
ye jes' the h
ads; 
For pulpit ellerkene(>, you know, 'most 
ollers kin' 0' spreaùs. 
Ham's seed Wl1Z gin to us in chairge, an' 
should n't we be li'hle 
In Kingdom Come, f'f we kep' back 
their priv'legt> in the Bible 1 
The cusse
 an' the promerses make one 
gret chain, an' ef 
You snake one link out here, one there, 
]lOW much on 't ud be lef 1 
All things wuz gin to man for '8 use, his 
sarvice, an' delight; 
An' don't the Greek an' Hebrew words 
thet mean a Man mean \Yhite 1 
Ain't it belittlin' the Good Book in all 
its proudes' featurs 
To think 't wuz wrote for black an' 
brown an' 'lass('s-colored creaturs, 
Thet conIcl n' read it, ef they would, 
nor ain't by lor a110wed to, 
But ough' to take wut we think suits 
tlwir naturs, an' lw prouù to 1 
Warn't it more prof table to bring your 
raw materil thru 
Where you can work it inta grace an' 
inta cotton, tn, 
Than sendin' missionari('s out where 
fevers might defflat , (,In , 
An' ef the butcher did n' call, their 
p'rishioners migllt eat 'em 1 
An' then, ngin, wut airthly use? Nor 
't warn't our fault, in so fur 
Ez Yankee 
kirpers would keep on a- 
totin' on 'em over. 
'T improved the whites by savin' 'em 
from ary need 0' wurkin', 
An' k('p' the hla('k
 from bein' lost thru 
idlplU'SS an' shirk in' ; 
\Ve took to 'pm ('z nat'ral ez a barn-owl 
doos to mice, 
An' hf'd our hull time on our hands to 
keep us out 0' vice; 
It madl' us feel ez pop'lar ez a hen Joos 
with one chicken, 
An' fin our place in N atur's scale b)' 
givin' 'em a lick in' : 


For why should Cresar git his dues 
more 'n Juno, Pomp, an' Cufry 1 
It's jnstifyin' Ham to spare a nigger 
when he'8 stuffy. 
\Vhere \1 their soles go tn, like to know, 
ef we should let 'em ketch 
Freeknowledgism an' Fourierism an' 
Speritoolism an' sech 1 
\Vhen Satan sets himself to work to 
raise his very bes' mnss, 
He scatters roun' onscriptur'l views re- 
latin' to Ones'mus. 
You'd oug
' to seen, thO
lg.h, how his 
facs an ar
ynmn('e an figgers 
Ðraweù tears 0' rpal conviction from a 
lot 0' pen'tf'nt niggers! 
It warn't like ".iJhnr's me('tin', wllere 
you're shet up in a pew, 
Your dickeys sorrin' off your ears, an' 
bilin' to be thru ; 
Ther' wuz a tent clost b)' thet hed a kag 
0' sunthin' in it, 
'Vhere you could go, ef you wuz dry, 
an' damp ye in a minute; 
An' ef you did dror off a spell, ther' 
wuz n't no occasion 
To lose the thrpacl, because, ye see, he 
bel1er('d like all Bashan. 
It's dry work foHerin' argymunce an' 
so, 'twix' this an' thet, 
I felt conviction weighin' down someho.\V 
inside my hat; 
It growed an' growed like Jonah's gourù, 
a kin' 0' whirlin' ketched me, 
Ontil I fin'Hy clean gin out au' owned 
up tlH't he d' fetched mf' ; 
An' when nine tenths 0' th' perrish 
took to tumblin' roun' an' hollerin', 
I did n' fin' no grpt in th' way 0' turllin' 
tn an' follerin'. 
Soon ez Miss S. see tllf't, sez she, 
" Thet 's wut I call wuth seein' ! 
Thet's actin' like a reas'nable an' in- 
tell('ctle bein' !" 
An' so we fiu'lly made it up, concluded 
to hitch hosses, 
An' here I be'n my ellennunt among 
creation's bo
ses ; 
Arter I '(\ drawe<l E:ech heaps 0' blanks, 
Fortin at last hez sent a prize, 
An' c1lOse me for a shinin' light 0' mis- 
sionary entaprise. 


This leads me to anoth('r pint on which 
I '\r(' changed my plan 
0' thinkin' so's 't J might become a 
straight-out Southun man. 
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.Miss S. (hf'J' maiden name wuz HigO's, 0' 
the fus' fem'ly IH're) 0 
On her l\Ia's si(!e 's all Juggernot, on 
Pa's all l'avileer, 
An' sence I've meITied into her an' 
stept into her shops, 
It ain't lUore'n Ilateral thet I shuu1<l 
muùderfy my views: 
I've ben a-readin' in Debow ontil I've 
fai rly gut 
So 'nlightened thet I'd full ez lives 
ha' ben a Duok ez nut; 
An' w lH'1l we've laiJ ye all out stiff, an' 
Jeff bez gut his crown, 
An' comes to pick his nobles out, wun't 
this chilù be in town! 
'Ye'll hey an Age 0' Chivverlry sur- 
passin' .Mister Burke's, 
"There every fem'ly is fus' - best an' nary 
white man works: 
Our system's sech, the thing'II root ez 
easy ez a tater; 
For while your lords in furrin parts 
ain't noways marked by natur', 
N or sot apart from ornery folks in fea- 
turs nor in figgers, 
Ef ourn'l1 keep their faces washed, you'll 
know 'em from their niggers. 
Ain't sech things wuth seceùin' for, an' 
gittin' red 0' you 
Thet waller in your low idees, an' will 
till all is blue? 
Fact is, we air a diffrent race, an' I, 
for one, don't see, 
Secb havin' oIlers ben the case, how 
\Y' ever did agree. 
It's snnthin' thet yon lab'rin' -folks up For all thet, I warn't jest at fust in favor 
North hed ou.!!h' to think on , 
, , 0' secedin' ; 
Thet Higgses can't bemean themselves I wuz for layin' low a spell to find out 
to l,tllin' by a Liucoln, - where 't wuz leadin', _ 
Thet men, (an' guv'nors, tu,) thet bez For hevin' South-Carliny try her hand 
sech Normal names ez Pickens, at sepritnationin', 
Accustomed to no kin' 0' work, 'thout She takin' resks an' filldin' funds, an' 
't is to givin' lick ins, we co-operationin' _ 
Can't masure votes with folks thet get I mean a kin' 0' hanain' roun' an' set- 
their livins from their farms, tin' on the fenc
 
An' pr01?'lr think ,thet Law's ez good ez Till Prov'dunce pinted how to jump an' 
hevlll coats 0 arms. I save the most expense; 
Sence I've ben here, I've hired a chap I recollectrrl thet 'ere mine 0' lpad to 
to look about for me I Shiraz Centre 
To git me a transplantable an' thrifty I Thet.bust up Jahez Pettibone, an' didn't 
fem'ly-tree, waut to ventnr' 
An' he teÌls 'Jne the Sawins is ez much 'Fore I wuz sartin wut come out ud pay 
0' Normal blood I for W11t wpnt in, 
Ez Pi,'kells an' the rest on 'em, an' older For swappin' silver off for lead ain't the 
'n Noah's flood. j sure way to win; 


y onr Normal schools wun't turn ye 
into Normals, for it's clear, 
Ef edùykatin' done the thing, they'd 
be some sk urcer here. 
Pickellses, floggses, Pettuses, ltlagof- 
fins, Letcher8, Polks,- 
'Vhere can you scare up names like 
them among your mudsill folks? 
Ther's nothin' to compare with em', 
you'd fin', ef you shoulù glance, 
Among the tip-top femerlies in Englan', 
nor in France : 
I've hearn from 'sponsible men whose 
word wuz full ez good's thpir note, 
ltlen thet can run their face for drinks, 
an' keep a Sunday coat, 
That they wuz all on 'em come down, 
an' come down pooty fur, 
From folks tllPt, 'thout their crowns wuz 
on, ou' doors would n' never stir, 
Nor thet ther' warn't a Southun man 
but wut wuz pl"Ïl1ty fashy 
0' the beg' blood in Europe, yis, an' 
Afriky an' Ashy: 
Sech bein' the case, is't likely we should 
bend like cotton wickin', 
Or set down uuder any thin' so low-lived 
ez a lick in' ? 
More'n this, - hail1't we the literatoor 
an science, tu, by gony ? 
Hain't we them illtellectle twins, them 
giants, Simms an' Maury, 
Each with full twice the l1shle brains, 
like nothin' thet I know, 
'thout 't wuz a double-headed calf I see 
once to a show 1 
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(An', fact, it doos look now e7. tllOng11- 
but folks must live an' lal1l- 
'Ve should git It>ad, nn' more '11 we 
want, out 0' the Old Consarn ; 
But when I see a man so wi
e an' honest 
ez Buchanan 
A-Iettin' us hey all the forts an' all the 
anns an' cannon, 
Admittin' we wuz nat'IIy right an' you 
wuz nat'lly wrong, 
Coz you wuz lah'rin' -folks an' we Wu? 
wut they call bong-tong, 
An' coz there wm"u't no fight in ye 
more '11 in a mnshpd potater, 
'''''hile two 0' 'Us can't skurcely meet but 
wut we fight by natur', 
An' th' ain't a bar-room here would pay 
for openin' on 't a night, 
'VitIlOut it giv the prÌ\erlcge 0' bein' 
shot at sight, 
'Vhich proves we're Natur's noblemen, 
with whom it don't surprise 
The British aristoxy should feel boun' 
to sympathize,- 
Sf'cin' all this, an' sceiu', tu, the thing 
wuz strikin' roots 
'Vhilc Uncle Sam sot still in hopes thf't 
some one'ù bring his boots, 
I thougbt th' ole Union's hoops v..-uz off, 
an' let myself bf' sucked in 
To rise a peg an' jinc the crowd thet 
wput for reconstructill',- 
Thet is to hev the pardnership under 
tb' ole name contiuner 
Jest ez it wuz, we drolTin' pay, you 
find in' bone an' sinner,- 
On'y to put it in the bond, an' enter 't 
in the journals, 
Thet yun 're the nat'ral rank an' file, 
an' we the nat'ral kuruels. 


They 'II take '(-'111 out on nim 'bout east, 
- one canh>r on a rail 
)laJ...t's a man feel unannernlOUS e.l Jonah 
in the whale; 
Or ef he's a slow-mo\llded cuss thet 
can't set'lll quite l' 'gree, 
He gits the noose by tellergral'h upon 
tht> nighcs' tree: . 
Their mission-work with Afrikins hez 
lJUt 'em up, thet' s sartin, 
To all the mos' across-lot ways o' 
preachin' an' convartin' ; 
I '11 Let my hat th' ain't nary priest, 
nor all on em together, 
Thet cairs conviction to the min' 1ike 
}{eyeren' Taranfcather; 
\Vhy, he sot up with me one night, an' 
labored to sech purpose, 
Thet (ez an owl by daylight 'mongst a 
flock 0' tt>azin' chirpers 
Sees clearer 'n mud the wickedness 0' 
eatin' little hirds) 
I see my error an' agreed to shen it 
arterwurds . 
An' I should say, (to jedge our folks by 
faes in my possession,) 
Thet three's t:'nannermous w}1Cre one's 
a 'Higinal Secession; 
So it's a thing you fcIIers K ort11 may 
safely bet your chink on, 
Thet we're all water-proofed agin th' 
usurpin' reign 0' Lincoln. 


Jeff's smne. He's gut another plan 
thet hez pertic']ar merits, 
In givin' things a cheerfle look an' stiff- 
nin' loose-hung sperits ; 
For while :your million papers, wut with 
lyill' an' discussih', 
Keep folks's h'mpers all on eend a-fum- 
in' an a-fussin', 
Now this I thongllt a fees'ble plan, thet A-wondrin' this an' guessin' thet, an' 
'url work smooth ez grease. dreadin' every night 
Suitin' the Kilwteenth Century an' The breechin' 0' the Univarse'l1 break 
{
pper Tpn iùeps, afore it's light, 
An' tlH're I meant to stick, an' so did Our papers don't pm"tend to print on'y 
most 0' th' leaders, tu, wut Guv'ment choose, 
Coz we all thought t1)C chance wuz good An' thet insures us all to git the very 
0' pnttin' on it thru ; best 0' noose: 
But J(.tl" he hit UpOI1 a way 0' helpin' on Jeff hez it of all sorts an' kines, an' 
us forrard sarves it out ez wanted, 
By bt>in' Ullanncrmous, - a trick you So's't every man gits wut he likes an' 
ain't quite up to, K orrarù. nobody ain't scanted; 
A Billdin hain't no morp 'f a chance Sonwtinws it'8 vict'lÌes (they're 'bout 
with them new apple-co1"f'rs all ther' is tlwt's ehfap down llCre,) 
Than folks's oppersition vicws aginst Sometimes it's }"rance an' England on 
the Uiugtail Huarers j I the jump to interfere. 
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Fact is, the less the people know 0' wut 
ther' is a-doin', 
The helldier't is for Gnv'ment, sence it 
hendel's trouble brcwin' ; 
Au' nooze is like a shinplaster, - it 's 
good, ef you believe it, 
Or, wut 's all same, the other man thet 's 
goill' to receive it : ' 
Ef yon 've a son in th' army, wy, it's 
com fortin' to hear 
He'll hev no gretter resk to run than 
seein' th' in'my's rear, 
Coz, ef an F. F. looks at 'em, they 
oIlers break an' run, 
Or wilt right down ez debtors will thet 
stumble on a dun, 
(An' this, ef an' thin' , proves the wuth 0' 
proper fem'ly pride, 
Fer sech mean shucks ez creditors are 
all on Lincorn's side) ; 
Ef I hev scrip thet wun't go off no 
more 'n a Belgin rifle, 
An' read thet it's at par on 'Change, it 
makes me feel deli'fle ; 
It's cheerin', tn, where every man mus' 
fortify his bed, 
To hear thet Freedom's the one thing 
our darkies mos'ly dread, 
An' thct experunce, time 'n' agin, to 
Dixie's Land hez shown 
Ther' 's nothin' like a powder-cask fer a 
stiddy corner-stone; 
Ain't it ez good ez nuts, when salt is 
sellin' by the ounce 
}'or its own weight in Treash'ry-bons, 
(ef bought in small amounts,) 
When even whiskey's gittill' skurce 
an' sugar can't be found, 
To know thet all the ellerments 0' lux- 
ury abound 1 
An' don't it glorify sal' -pork, to come to 
understand 
It 's wut the R.ichmon' editors call fat- 
ness 0' the land! 
N ex' thing to knowin' you're well off 
is 'nut to know when y' ain't; 
An' ef Jeff says all's goin' wal, who'll 
ventur' t' say it ain't 1 


This cairn the Constitooshun roun' ez 
Jeff doos in his hat 
Is hendier a dreffie sight, an' comes 
more kin' 0' pat. 
I tell ye wut, my jedgment is you're 
pooty sure to fail, 
Ez long'z the head keeps turn in' back 
fOl' counsel to the tail : 


Th' advantiges of our consarn for bein" 
prompt air gret, 
While, 'long 0' Congress, you can't 
strike, 'f you git an iron het; 
They bother roun' with argooiu', an' va. 
r' ous sorts 0' foolin', 
To make sure ef it's leg'lly het, an' all 
the while it's coolin', 
So's 't when you come to strike, it ain't 
no gl'et to wish ye j'y on, 
An' hurts the hammE-r'z much or more 
ez wut it doos the iron, 
Jeff don't aUow no jawin' -sprees for three 
months at a stretch, 
Knowin' the ears long speeches suits air 
mostly made to metch; 
He jes' ropes in your tonguey chaps an' 
reg'lar ten-ineh bores · 
An' lets 'em play at Congress, ef they '11 
du it with closed doors; 
So they ain't no more bothersome than 
ef we'd took an' sunk 'em, 
An' yit enj'y th' exclusive right to one 
another's Buncombe 
'thout doin' nobody no hurt, an' 'thout 
its costin' nothin,' 
Their pay bein' jes' Confedrit funds, 
they findin' keep an' clothin' ; 
They taste the sweets 0' public life, an' 
plan their little jobs, 
An' suck the Treash'ry, (no gret harm, 
for it's ez dry ez cobs,) 
An' go thru an the motions jest ez safe 
ez in a prison, 
An' hey their business to themselves, 
while BuregaI'd hez hisn : 
Ez long 'z he gives the Hessians fits, 
committees can't make bother 
'bout whether 't 's done thH legle way or 
whether 't'8 done the t'other. 
An' I tell you you've gut to larn thet 
'Var ain't one long teeter 
Betwixt I wan' to an' , T W'lt1
't d'u, de. 
batin' like a skeetur 
Afore he lights, - all is, to give the 
other side a millin', 
An' arter thet 's done, th' ain't no resk 
but wut the 101"11 be willin' ; 
No metteI' wut the guv'ment is, ez nigh 
ez I can hit it, 
A lickin"s constitooshunal, pervidin' 
lVe don't git it. 
Jeff don't stan' dilly-dallyin', afore he 
takes a fort, 
(With no one in,) to git the leave 0' the 
llex' Soopreme Court, 
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An' hain't no record, ez it 's cal!
d, for 
folks to piek a hol(' in, 
Ez cf it hurt a man to hev a boùy with 
a soul in, 
An' it wuz ostentashun to be showin' 
on 't ahout, 
,V hen half his feller-citizens contrive to 
du without, - 
Long 'z you suppose your votes can turn 
hilcù kehhage into hrain, 
Âu' ary man thet's pop'lar's fit to drive 
a lightllin' -train,- 
Long 'z you belit've democracy means 
I '?n ez good ez YOlt be, 
.An' that a feller from the ranks can't be 
a knave or booby,- 
Long 'z Congress seems puryided, like 
I've chose my side, an' 't ain't no odds yer sh'eet-cars an' yer 'husses, 
('f I wuz drawed with magnets, 'Vith oIlers mom for jPs' one more 0' 
Or ef I thought it prudenter to jiue the yonr sl,iled-in-bakin' cussps, 
uighes' bagnets ; Dough 'thout the cmptins of a soul, an' 
I've made mv ch'icp, an' ciphered out, yit with means abont 'f'm 
from all j Sf'e an' hf'ar<1, (Like essence-peddlers -) thet'l1 make 
Th' ole Constitooshun never'd git her I folks long to be without 'em, 
decks for action clean>d, Jest heavy 'nough to turn a scale thet's 
Long'z you elect for Congressmen poor doubtfte tIlt' wrong way, 
shotes thet want to go .An' make their nat't'ill arsenal 0' bein' 
Coz they can't seem to git their grub no nasty pay,- 
oth('rways than so, Long 'z them things last, (an' I don't 
An' let your' bes' men stay to llOme coz see no gret signs of improvin',) 
tl1PY \Vun't show ez talkers, I sha' n't up stakes, not hardly yit, nor't 
Nor can't be hired to fool ye an'sof. would n't pay for movin' ; 
soap ye at a caucus, - For, 'fore Jon lick us, it '11 be the 
Long 'z ye set hy Rotashun more'n ye long'st day evpr you sef'. 
do by folks's mf'rits, Y ourn, (ez I 'xp('c' to ùe nex' spring,) 
Ez though experunce thriv by change 0' B., MAnKl::;s 0' BIG Boosy. 
si1(', like corn an' ken-its,- 
Long'z you allow a critter's" claims" 
coz, spite 0' shoves an' tippins, 
He's kep' his private pan jPst where 't 
wouhlketchmos'pnhlicdrippins', - 
Long'z Â. 'II turn tu an' grin' B.'s exe, A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS IN 
ef n. '11 hell' him grin' hisn, SECRET SESSIOX. 
(An' th('t's the main idee by which your 
lcadin' men hev risen,)- 
Long 'z you let aryexe be grol1n','less TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLA
TIC 
't is to cut tbp wea
an' MO
THLY. 
0' sneaks thet dunno till they're tolù 
wut is an' wnt ain't Treason,- 
Long'z ye give out commissions to a lot 
0' peddJin' ùrones 
Thet trade in whiskf'Y with tl1eir men 
an' skin 'em to their bones, - 
Long'z ye f;ift out" safe" callderJates 
thl-'t no one ain't afpard on 
Coz thf'y're so thund'l'in' eminent for 
beill' never heard on, 


Nor don't want fortv-'lev('n weeks 0' 
jawin' an' pxpoun'(lin', 
To prove a nigger lwz a right to saxe 
him, ef he's drowndiu' ; 
'Vhereas ole Ahram '(} sink afore he'd 
let a dal'kic boost him, 
Ef Taney should ll't come along an' 
hell u't interdooced him. 
It ain't your twenty millions thet'll 
ever block Jeffs ganH', 
But one l\
an th.et, w
m't l
t 'em jog jest 
ez he s tabu aun: 
Your numlwrs they may strpngthen ye 
or weaken ye, ez 't heppells 
They're williu' to be heJl'in' hands or 
wuss'n-nothin' cap'ns. 


17 


K o. IV. 


Conjecturally reported by H. BIGLOW. 


JAALAM, 10th !\larch, 1862. 
GF.
TT,E"fEN, -My leisure has been so 
entirely occupied with the hitherto fruit- 
less enrleavour to decypher the RUllick 
inscription whose fortunate discovery I 
meníionec1 in my last communication, that 
1 have not fOUll
l time to ùiscuss, as I hall 


>> .\ rnstic enphemism for the American va- 
ri
ty uf the Mephiti.s. H. W. 
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intended, the great prohlem of what we 
are to do with slavery, - a topick on 
which the publick mind in this place is at 
present more than ever agitated. What 
my wishes and hopes are 1 need not say, 
hut for safe conclusions 1 do not conceive 
that we are yet in possession of facts 
enough on which to bottom them with 
certainty. Acknowledging the hand of 
Providence, as 1 do, in all events, I am 
sometimes inclined to think that they are 
wiser than we, anù am willing to wait till 
we have mafle this continent once more a 
place where freemen can live in security 
and honour, ùefore assuming any further 
responsihility. This is the view taken lJY 
lIlY neighbour Habakkuk Sloansure, Esq., 
the president of our bank, whose opinion 
in the practical affairs of life has great 
weight with me, as I have generally found 
it to be justified hy the event, an(l whose 
counsel, had I followed it, would have 
saved me from an unfortunate investment 
of a consÎùeraùle part of the painful 
economies of half a century in the N orth- 
west-Pas:;age Tunnel. After a somewhat 
animated ùiscussion with this gentleluan, 
a few days siuce, I expanded, on the audi 
alteram pærtem principle, something which 
he happene(l to say by way of illustration, 
into the following fable. 


FESTINA LENTE. 


Once on a time there was a pool 
Fringed all about with flag-leaves cool 
Anù spotted with cow-lilies garish, 
Of frog
 and pouts the ancient parish. 
Alders the creaking redwiugs sink on, 
'l'ussocks that 11'luse blithe Bob 0' Lincoln 
Hedged round the unassailed seclusion, 
Where muskrats piled their cells Carthusian ; 
And many a moss-embroidered log, 
The watering-place of summer frog, 
Slept and decayed with patient skill, 
As watering-places sometimes will 
Now in this Abbey of Theleme, 
Which loealized the fairest dream 
That ever dozing bull-frog had, 
Sunned on a half-sunk lily-pad, 
'l'hpre rose a party with a mission 
To mend the )Jolliwogs' condition. 
Who notified the sélectmen 
To call a meeting there and then. 
.. Some kind of steps," they said, .. are needed; 
They don't come on so fast as we did: 
Let's dock their tails; if that don't make 'em 
Frog:> by brevet, the Old One t.ake 'em 1 
That boy, that came the other day 
To dig some flag-root down this way, 
His jack-knife left, and 't is a sign 
That Heaven approves of our design: 
'T were wi('keù not to urge the step on, 
When Providence has sent the weapon." 
Old c.roakers, deacons of the mire, 
That led the deep batrachian choir. 


Uk! Uk! Caronk! with bass that might 
Have left Lablachc's out of sight, 
Shook nohb)' heads, amI said, II No go 1 
You'd bettcr let 'em try to grow: 
Old Doctor Time is slow, but still 
He does know how to make a pill" 
But vain was all their hoarsest bass. 
Their old experience out of place, 
And spite of croaking and entreating, 
The vote was carried in marsh-meeting. 
.& Lord knows," l)rotest the polliwog., 
&I We're anxious to be grown-uI) frogs; 
But do not undertake the work 
Of Nature till she prove a shirk; 
'T is not by jumps that she advances, 
But wins her way by circumstances: 
Pray, wait awhile, until you know 
We're so contrived as not to grow; 
Let Nature take her own direction, 
And she'll ahsorb our imperfection; 
Yon might n't like 'em to appear with, 
But we must have the things to steer with. H 
.. No," piped the party of reform, 
II All great results are ta'en hy storm; 
Fate holds her best gifts till we show 
We've strength to make her let them go: 
The Providence that works in history, 
Auel seems to some folks such a mystery, 
Does not creep slowly on incog., 
But moves by jumps, a mighty frog ;- 
No more reject the Age's chrism, 
Your queues are an anachronism: 
No more the Future's pron.ise mock, 
But lay your tails npon the block, 
Thankful that we the means have voted 
To have you thus to frogs promoted." 
The thing was done, the tails were cropped, 
And homc earh l)hilotadpole hopped. 
In faith rewarded to exult, 
And wait the beautiful result. 
'roo soon it came; our pool, so long 
'l'he theme of patriot buU-frog's song, 
Next day was reeking, fit to smother, 
With heads and tails that missed each other. - 
Here snoutless tails. there tailless snouts; 
The only gainers were the pouts. 


MORAL. 
From lower to the higher next, 
Not to the top, is Nature's text: 
And embryo Good, to rea('h full stature, 
Absorbs the Evil in its nature. 


I think that nothing will ever give per- 
manent peace and security to this conti- 
nent but the extirpation of Slavery there- 
from, and that the occasion is nigh; but I 
would do nothing hastily or vindictively, 
nor presume to jog the elbow of Provi- 
dence. No desperate measnres for me till 
we are sure that all others are hopeless, - 
jlectere si neqlleo 8UPEROS, A cherofda 'ino- 
'vebo. To make Emancipation a reform 
instead of a revolution is worth a little 
patipllce, that we may ha,'e the BonIer 
States tir::;t, and theu tIlt:: nOll-slavehoklcrs 
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of the Cotton State
, with lIS in princi- 
ple, - a consummation that Sf'cms to be 
nearer than many imag-ine. Fial justitia, 
rllat C(f bun, is not to he tak(>n in a literal 
sense by statesmen, whose prohlem is to 
get justice done with as little jar as possi- 
hIe to existing oreler, which has at least so 
mu('h of heaven in it that it is not chaos. 
Our first ,lutytowanl our enslaved hrother 
is to edul'att> him, whether hf' he white or 
lllack. The first neell of the free hlack is 
to elevate him
elf according to the gtan<l- 
arci of this material generation. So soon 
as the :Ethiopian goes in his chariot, he 
will tind not only Apostles, but Chief 
Priests and Scribes anù Pharisees willing 
to ride with him. 


Nil habet iufelix paupertas durius in se 
Quam quod ridiculo:; homines facit. 


I rejoice in the President's late Message, 
which at last proclaims the Government 
on the side of freedom, justice, and sound 
policy. 
As I writp, comes the news of our disas- 
ter at Hampton Roads. I do not uIJIler- 
fitand the supineness which, after fair 
warning, leaves wooel to an uneclual con- 
flict with iron. It is not enough merely 
to have the right on our side, if we stick 
to the old flint-lock of tradition. I have 
observed in my parochial experience (hand 
ignarlls mali) that the Devil is prompt to 
adopt the latest inventions of destructive 
warfare, and may thus take C\.en such a 
three-decker as Bishop Butler at an ad- 
vantage. It is curious, that, as gunpowder 
made arm our useless on [.;hore, so armour 
is having its revenge by baffling its old 
enemy at sea, - and that, while gunpow- 
der robbed land warfare of nearly all its 
picturesqueness to give even greater state- 
liness and sublimity to a sea-fight, armour 
biels fair to degrade the latter into a 
squahble between two iron-shelled turtles. 
Yours, with esteem and respect, 
HOMER WILBUR, A. 
I. 
. 


P. S. - I had wellnigh forgotten to say 
that the ohject of this letter is to enclose 
a communication from the gifted pen of 
!tIr. Biglow. 


I SE
T you a messige, my friens, t' other 
day, 
To tell yon I'd nothin' pertickler to 
sav: 
't wuz the day our new nation gut kin' 
0' stillborn. 


So 't wuz my pleasant dooty t' acknowl- 
edge the corn, 
An' I see clearly then, ef I diJ n't be- 
fore, 
Tlu.t the a'llgltT in inauguration means 
bore. 
I neeù n't tell you thet my messige wuz 
written 
To diffuse correc' notions in France an' 
Gret Britten, 
An' agin to impress on the poppylar 
mind 
The comfort an' wisdom 0' goin' it 
blind, - 
To say thet I did n't abate not a hooter 
0' my faith in a happy an' glorious 
futur', 
Ez rieh in each soshle an' p'litickle 
blessin' 
Ez them thet we now hed the joy 0' 
possessin' , 
'Vith a l)eoIJle united, an' 10ngin' to 
die 
For wut we call their country, without 
askin' why, 
An' all the gr
t things we concluded to 
slope for 
Ez much within reach now ez ever- to 
hope for. 
"\Ve 've gut all the ellerments, this very 
hour, 
Thet make up a fus' -class, self-govern- 
in' pm\er: 
'Ye 've a war, an' a debt, an' a flag; an' 
ef this 
Ain't to be inderpendl1nt, why, wut on 
airtb is ? 
An' nothin' now hendel's onr takin' our 
station 
Ez the freest, enIightenedest, civerlizell 
nation, 
Built up on OUf bran'-new politickle 
thesis 
Thet a Gov'ment's fust fight is to tum- 
ble to piece!';,- 
I say nothin' hendel's our takin' OUf 
place 
Ez the very fus'-best 0' the whole human 
race
 
A spittin' tobacker ez proud ez 
'ou 
please 
On Victory's bes' carppts, or ]oafin' at 
ease 
In thf' Tool'ries front-parlor, discussin' 
affairs 
'Vith our heels on the backs 0' X apo- 
leon's new chairs, 
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An' pl'inces n-mixin' our cocktails an' 
slings, - 
Excep', wal, excep' jest a very few 
things, 
Sech ez navies an' armies an' wherewith 
to pay, 
An' gittill' our sogers to run t' other 
way, 
An' not be too over-pertickler in tryin' 
To h
1nt up the very las' ditches to die 
In. 


Ther' are critters so base thet they want 
it explained 
J es' wut is the totle amount thet we've 
gained, 
Ez ef we could maysure stupenjious 
eVf'nts 
By the low Yankee stan'ard 0' dollars 
an' cents: 
They seem to forgit, thet, sence last year 
revolved, 
We've succeeded in gittin' seceshed an' 
dissolved, . 
An' thet no one can't hope to git thru 
dissolootion 
'thout some kin' 0' strain on the best 
Constitootion. 
'Vho asks for a prospec' more tlettrin' 
an' bright, 
'Vhen from here clean to Texas it's all 
one free fight 1 
Rain't we rescued from Seward the gret 
leadin' featnrs 
Thet makes it wuth while to be reasonin' 
creaturs 1 
Rain't we saved Habus Coppers, im- 
}H'oved it in fact, 
By suspendill' the Unionists 'stid 0' the 
Act 1 
Ain't the laws free to all? 'Vhere on 
airth else d' ye see 
Every freeman improvin' his own rope 
an' tree? 
Ain't our piety sech (in our speeches an' 
messiges) 
Ez t' astonish ourselves in the bes' -com- 
posed pessiges, 
An' to make folks thet knowed us in 
tll' ole state 0' things 
Think convarsion ez easy ez drinkin' 
gin -slings? 


It's ne'ssary to take a good confident 
tone 
With the public; but here, jest amongst 
us, I own 


Things look blaC"ker 'n thunder. Ther' 
's no use dcnyin' 
\Ve're clean out 0' money, an' 'most out 
0' lyin' ; 
Two tl
illgs a youngnation can't mennage 
without, 
Ef she wants to look wal at her fust 
com in' but ; 
For the fust supplies physickle strength, 
while the second 
Gives a morril edvantage thet's hard to 
be reckoned: 
For this latter I 'm willin' to du wut I 
can; 
For the former you'll hev to consult on 
a plan, - 
Though our just want (an' this pint I 
want your best views on) 
Is plausible paper to print I. O. U.s on. 
Some gennlemen think it would cure all 
our cankers 
In the way 0' finance, ef we jes' hanged 
the bankers; 
An' I own the proposle 'ud square with 
my views, 
Ef their lives wuz n't all thet we'd left 
'em to lose. 
Some say thet more confidence might be 
inspired, 
Ef we vote<l our cities an' towns to be 
fired, - 
A plan thet 'ud suttenly tax our endur- 
an ce, 
Coz't would be our own bills we should 
git for th' insurance; 
But cinders, no metter how sacred we 
think ' em, 
Might n't strike furrin minds ez good 
sources of income, 
N or the people, perhaps, would n't like 
the eclaw 
0' bein' all turned into paytriots by 
law. 
Some ,,,ant we should buy an the cotton 
an' burn it, 
On a pledge, when we've gut thru the 
war, to return it,- 
Then to take the proceeds an' hold them 
ez security 
For an issue 0' bonds to be met at ma- 
turity 
'Vith an issue 0' notes to be paid in hard 
cash 
On. the fus' :Monday follerin' the 'tarnal 
Allsmash : 
This }lez a safe air, an', once hold 0' the 
gold, 
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'ud Jl'ave our vile plunderers out in the 
cold, 
An' might tf'mp' John Bull, cf it warn't 
for the dip he 
Once gnt from the banks 0' my own 

1 assissi l'pi. 
Some think we COlùd make, by arran gin' 
the figgers, 
A hendy home-currency out of our 
niggers ; 
But it wun't du to lean much on ary 
s(><;h staff, 
For they're gittin' tu current a'ready, 
by half. 


One gennleman says, ef we ler our loan 
out 
'Vhere Floyd could git hold on't he'd 
take it, no doubt; 
But 't ain't jes' the takin, though 't hez 
a good look, 
'Ye mus' git sun thin' out on it after it 's 
took, 
An' we need now more 'n ever, with 
sorrer I own, 
Thet some one another should let us 
a loan, 
Sence a soger wun't fight, on'y jes' while 
he draws his 
Pay down on the nail, for the best of all 
causes, 
'thout askin' to know wut the quarrel's 
about, - 
An' once ('orne to thet, why, our game is 
played out. 
It's ez true ez though I should n't never 
hev said it, 
Thet a hitch hez took place in our system 
0' credit; 
I swpar it'8 all right in my speeches an' 
messiges, 
But ther' 's idees afloat, ez ther' is about 
sessiges : 
Folks wun't take a bond ez a basis to 
trade on, 
'Vithout nosin' round to find out wut 
it's made on, 
An' the thought more an' more thru the 
public min' crosses 
Thet our Treshry hez gut 'mos' too many 
dead hosses. 
'Vut 's called credit, you see, is some like 
a balloon, 
Thet looks while it's up 'most ez harn- 
some 'z a n1oon, 
B1Jt once git a leak in 't an' wut looked 
so grand 


Caves righ' down in a jiffy ez flat ez your 
hand. 
N ow the world is a dreffie mean place, 
for our sins, 
'Vhere thpr' oUus is critters about with 
long pins 
A-prickin' the bubbles we've bJowed with 
sech care, 
An' provin' ther"8 nothin' inside but 
bad air: 
They're all Stuart :Millses, pc,>r-white 
trash, an' 8neaks, 
""'ithout no more chivverlry 'n Choctaws 
or Creeks, 
"-ho think a real gennleman's promise 
to pay 
Is meant to be took in trade's ornery 
way: 
Them felIers an' I could n' never agrpe ; 
They're the nateral foes 0' the South un 
Iùee ; 
I'd gladly take all of our other resks on 
me 
To be red 0' this low.lived politikle 
'con'my ! 


K ow a da.ç;tardly notion is gittin' about 
Thet our bladder is bust an' the gal 
oozin' out, 
An' onless we can mennage in some way 
to stop it, 
'Vhy, the thing's a gone coon, an' we 
might ez wal drop it. 
Brag works wal at fust, but it ain't jes' 
the thing 
For a stiddy inves'ment the shiners to 
bring, 
An' votin' we're prosp'rous a hundred 
times over 
""'un't change be in' starved into livin' 
on clover. 
:Manassas done sunthin' tow'rds drawin' 
the wool 
O'er the green, antislavery eyes 0' John 
Bull : 
Oh, warn't it a godsend, jes' when sech 
tight fixes 
'V uz crowdin' us mourners, to throw 
dou ble-sixes ! 
I wuz tempted to think, an' it wuz n't 
no wondt>r, 
Ther' WHZ reellya Providence, - over or 
under, - 
'Vhen, all packed for N ashvilJe, I rust 
ascertained 
From the papers up North wut a victory 
we'd gained. 
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't wuz the time for diffusin' correc' views 
abroad 
Of our union an' strength an' relyin' on 
God; 
An', fact, when I'd gut thru my fust 
big surprise, 
I much ez half b'lieved in my own tall- 
est lies, 
An' conveyed the idee thet the whole 
Southun popperlace 
W uz Spartans all on the keen jump for 
Thermopperlies, 
Thet set on the Lincolnites' bombs till 
they bust, 
An' fight for the priv'lege 0' dyin' the 
fust ; 
But Roanoke, Bufort, l\:1illsprillg, an' the 
]'est 
Of our recent starn-foremost successes 
out West, 
Rain't left us a foot for our swellin' to 
stand on, - 
'Ve 've showed too much 0' wut BuregaI'd 
calls abandon, 
For all our Thermopperlies (an' it's a 
marcy 
'Ve hain't hed no more) hev ben clean 
vicy-varsy, 
An' wut Spartans wuz lef when the bat- 
tle wuz done 
'Vuz them thet wuz too unambitious to 
run. 


Oh, ef we hed on'y jes' gut Reecognition, 
Things now would ha' ben in a different 
position ! 
You 'ù ha' hed all you wanted: the 
paper blockade 
Smashed up into toothpicks; unlim- 
ited trade 
In the one thing thet's needfle, till nig- 
gel's, I swow, 
Red ben thicker 'n provisional shin- 
plasters now; 
Quinine by the ton 'ginst the shakes 
when they seize ye; 
Nice paper to coin into C. S. A. specie; 
The voice of the driver'd be heerd in our 
land, 
An' the nnivarse scringe, ef we lifted our 
hand: 
'V ould n't thet be some like a fulfillin' the 
prophecies, 
With all the fus' fem'lies in all the fust 
offices 1 
't wuz a beautiful dream, an' all sorrel' 
is idle,- 


But cf Lincoln would ha' hanged Mason 
an' Slidell ! 
For would n't the Yankees hev found 
they'd ketched Tartars, 
Ef they'd raised two sech critters as 
them in to martyrs 1 
ltlason WltZ F. F. V., though a cheap 
card to win on, 
But l' other was jes' New York trash to 
begin on ; 
They ain't 0' no good in Európean pel- 
lices, 
But think wut a help they'd ha' ben on 
their gallowses! 
They'd ha' felt they wuz truly fulfill in' 
their mission, 
An', oh, how dog-cheap we'd ha' gut 
Reecognition! 


But somehow another, wutever we've 
tried, 
Though the the'ry's fust-rate, the faes 
'wun't coincide: 
Facs are contrary'z mules, an' ez hard 
ill the mouth, 
An' they allus hev showed a mean spite 
to the South. 
Sech bein' the case, we hed best look 
about 
For some kin' 0' way to slip O'ltT necks 
out: 
Le' 's vote our las' dollar, ef one can be 
found, 
(An', at any rate, votin' it hez a good 
sound,) - 
Le' 's swear thet to arms all our people 
is flyin', 
(The critters can't read, an' wun't know 
how we're lyin',)- 
Thet Toombs is advallcin'to sack Cin- 
cinnater, 
'Vith a rovin' commission to pillage an' 
slahter, - 
Thet we've throwed to the winds all re- 
gard for wut 's lawfle, 
An' gone in for sun thin' promiscu'sly 
awfle. 
Ye see, hitherto, it's our own knaves 
an' fools 
Thet we've used, (those for whetstones, 
an' t' others ez tools,) 
An' now our las' chance is in puttin' to 
test 
The same kin' 0' cattle up North an' out 
'Vest, - 
Your Belmonts, V allandighams, Woods- 
es, an' scch, 
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Poor shotes thet ye could n't persuade 
us to tech, 
Not in ornery times, though we're will- 
in' to feed 'em 
'Vith a nod now an' then, when we hap- 
pen to need 'em; 
Why, fOT my part, I'd ruthcr shake 
hands with a nigger 
Than with cusses that load an' don't 
darst drar a trigger; 
They're the wnst wooùen nutmegs the 
Yankees produce, 
Shaky everywheres else, an' jes' sound 
011 the goose ; 
They ain't wuth a cuss, an' I set noth- 
in' by 'em, 
But we '
e in 
ech a fix thet I s'pose we 
mus try em. 
I - But, Gennlemen, here's a de- 
spatch jes' come in 
'Vhich shows thet the tide's begun turn- 
in' agin', - 
Gret Cornfedrit success! C'lumbus 
eevacooated! 
I mus' run down an' hev the thing prop- 
erly stated, 
An' show wut a triumph it is, an' how 
lucky 
To fin'lly git red 0' thet cussed Ken- 
tucky, - 
An' how, sence Fort Donelson, winnin' 
the day 
Consists in triumphantly gittin' away. 


No. V. 
SPEECH OF HONOURABLE PRE- 
SERVED DOE I
 SECRET CA D- 
CUS. 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 


.JAALAM, 12th April, 1862. 
GE
TLF.
IE
, - As I cannot but hope 
that the ultimate, if not speedy, success of 
the national arms is now sufficiently ascer- 
t.:\incd, sure as I am of the righteousness 
ðf our cause and its consequent claim on 
th
 hlessing of God, (for I would not show 
a faith inferior to that of the Pagan histo- 
rian with his Þàcik e'l-'enit qnod bis cordi 
est,) it seems to me a suital,le occasion to 
withdraw our minds a moment from the 

onfusing din of battle to objects of peace- 
ful and permanent interest. Let us not 


neglect the momlments of preterite his- 
tory because what shall be history is so 
diligently making untler our eyes. (,'ras 
inyens iterabimus O:'l)1Wr; to-mon-ow will 
be time enough for that stormy sea; to- 
day let me engage the attention of your 
readers with the Runick inscription to 
whose fortunate discovery I have hereto- 
fore alluded. \Vell may we say with the 
poet, 
Jlulta renascuntur quæjam cecidere. 
And I would premise, that, although I 
can no longer resist the evidence of my 
own senses from the stone before me to 
the ante-Columbian discovery of this con- 
tinent by the N orthmen, gens inclytissima, 
as they are called in a Palermitan in!-;crip- 
tion, written fortunately in a less debata- 
ble character than that which I am about 
to decipher, yet I would by no means be 
understood as wiF;hing to vilipend the 
merits of tIle great Genoese, whose name 
will never be forgotten so long as the in- 
spiring strains of "Hail Columbia" shall 
continue to be heard. Though he must be 
stripped also of whatever praise may be- 
long to tht experiment of the egg, which I 
find proverbially attributed by Castilian 
authors to a certain Juanito or Jack, 
(perhaps an offshoot of our giant-killiI:g 
my thus,) his name will still remain one of 
the most illustrious of modern times. But 
the i.mpartial historian owes a duty lik
 
wise to ohscure merit, and my solicitu{ oJ 
to rewler a tardy justice is perhaps quick- 
enerl by my having known those who, had 
their own field of labour been less seclUlle(l, 
might have fouwl a readier acceptance 
with the reading publick. I could give an 
example, but I forbear: jorsitan nostris 
ex ossibus oritur 1fltor. 
Touchi.ng Runick inscriptions, I find that 
they may be classed under three general 
heads: r. Those which are un(lerstoùrl. 
by the Danish Royal Society of Northern 
Antiquaries, amI Professor Rafn, their 
Secretary; 2<>. Those which are compre- 
hensible only by .Mr. Rafn ; and 3 0 . f}'hose 
which neither the Society, 
1r. Rafn, nor 
anybody else can be said in any definite 
sense to understand, and which accord.- 
ingly offer peculiar temptations to enucle- 
ating sagacity. These last are naturally 
deemed the most valuable by intelligent 
antiquaries, and to this class the stone 
now in my pOHsession fortunately belongs. 
Such gh"e a pictur
sq ue yariety to andent 
events, because susceptible oftentimes of 
as many interpretations as there are indi- 
,'idual archæologists ; amI since facts are 
only the pulp in which the Idea or event- 
seell is softly imbedded till it ripen, it is 
of little cOnSe(plenCe what colour or fla. 
vour we attribute to them, provideù it be 
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agreeable. Availing myself of the oblig- 
ing assistance of 1\11'. Arphaxad Bowers, 
an ingenious photographick artist, whose 
house-on-wheels has now stood for three 
years on our .Meeting-House Green, with 
the somewhat contradictory inscription, - 
"oltr motto is onwaTd," - I have sent 
accnrate copies of my treasure to many 
learned men and societies, both native and 
European. I may hereafter c(\nmmnicate 
their different and (me judice) equally 
erroneous solutions. I solicit also, Messrs. 
E(litors, your own acceptance of the copy 
herewith enclosed. I need only premise 
further, that the stone itself is a goodly 
block of metamorphick sandstone, and 
that the Runes resemble very nearly the 
ornithiclmites or fossil bird-tracks of Dr. 
Hitchcock, but with less regularity or 
apparent design tIlan is displayed by those 
remarkable geological monuments. These 
are rather the non bene junctarwn dis- 
cm'dia semina rernm. Resolved to leave 
110 door open to cavil, I first of all at- 
tempt.ed the eluciclation of this remarka- 
ble example of lithick literature by the 
ordinary modes, but with no adequate re- 
turn for my labour. I then considered. 
myself amply justified in resorting to that 
heroick treatment the felicity of which, as 
applied by the great Bentley to :\Iilton, 
had long ago enlisted my admir'ation. In- 
deed, I had already ma(le up my mind, 
that, in case good fortune should throw 
any such invaluable record in my way, I 
would proceed with it in the following 
simple and satisfactory metho(l. After a 
cursory examination, merely sufficing for 
an approximative estimate of its length, I 
would write down a hypothetical inscrip- 
tion based upon antecedent probabilities, 
and then proceed to extract from the char- 
acters engra ven on the stone a meaning as 
nearly as possible conformed to this a 
priori product of my own ingenuity. The 
result more than justified my hopes, inas- 
much as the two inscriptions were made 
without any great violence to tally in all 
essential particulars. I then proceeded, 
not without some anxiety, to my second 
test, which was, to reafl the Runick letters 
diagonally, and again with the same suc- 
cess, With an excitement par<lonable 
under the circumstances, yet tempered 
with thankful humility, I now applied my 
last and severest trial, my expe1.Ùnentu,m 
CrltCM. I turned the stone, now doubly 
})fecious in my eyes, with scrupulous ex- 
actness upside down. The physical exer- 
tion so far displacell my spectacles as to 
derange for a moment the focus of vision. 
I confess that it was with some tremulous- 
ness that I readjusted them npon my nose, 


and prepared my mind to bear with calm- 
ness any disappointment that might ensue. 
But, 0 albo dies notanda lapillo I what 
was my delight to find that the change of 
position had effected none in the sense of 
the writing, even by so much as a single 
letter! I was now, amI justly, as I think, 
satisfied of the conscientious exactness of 
my interpretation. It is as follows: - 


HERE 
BJARNA GRIMOLFSSON 
FIRST DRANK CLOUD-BROTHER 
THROUGH CHILD-OF-LAND-AND- 
WATER: 


that is, drew smoke through a reed stern. 
In other words, we have here a record of 
the first smoking of the herb Nicotiana 
Tabaclt'in by an European on this conti- 
llent. The probable results of this discov- 
ery are so vast as to baffle conjecture. If 
it be objected, that the smoking of a pipe 
would hardly justify the set.ting up of a 
memorial stone, I answer, that even now 
the l\Ioquis In(Uan, ere he takes his first 
whiff, bows reverently toward the four 
quarters of the sky in succession, and that 
the loftiest monuments have been reared 
to perpetuate fame, which is the rlream of 
the shadow of smoke. The Saga, it will 
be remembered, leaves this Bjarua to a 
fate something like that of Sir Humphrey 
Gilbert, on board a sinking ship in the 
"wormy sea," having generously given up 
his place in the boat to a certain Ice- 
lander. It is doubly pleasant, therefore, 
to meet with this proof that the brave 
old man arrived safely in Vinland, and 
that his declining years were cheered by 
the respectful attentions of the dusky 
denizens of our then uninvadell forests. 
Most of an was I gratified, however, in 
thus linking forever the llame of my na- 
tive town with one of the most momentous 
occurrences of modern times. Hitherto 
J aalam, though in soil, climate, anrl geo- 
graphical position as highly qualified to 
b
 the theatre of remarkable historical in- 
cidents as any spot on the earth's surface, 
has been, if I may say it without seen1Ìng 
to question the wisdom of Providence, 
almost maliciously neglected, as it might 
appear, by occurrences of world-wide in- 
terest in want of a situation. A nel in 
matters of this nature it must be confessed 
that aflequate events are as necessary as 
the vates sacer to record them. J aalam 
stood always modestly ready, but circum- 
stances made no fitting response to her 
generous intentions. Now, however, she 
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Rs
umes her place on tIle historick roll. 
I have hitherto been a zealous opponent 
of the Circean herb, hut I shall now re- 
examine the question without bias. 
I am aware that the Rev. Jonas Tutchel, 
in a recent communication to the Bogus 
Four Corners \Veekly Meridian, has en- 
deavored to show that this is the sepul- 
chral inscription of Thorwald Eriksson [ 
who, as is well known, was slain in Yinlanl 
by the natives. But I think he has been 
misled by a preconceived theory, and can- 
not but feel that he has thus made an un- 
gracious return for my allowing him to 
inspect the stone with the aid of my own 
glasses (he having by accident left his at 
}wme) and in my own study. The heathen 
ancients Jllight have instructed this Chris- 
tian minister in the rites of hospitality; 
but much is to be pardoned to the spirit 
of self-love. He must indeed be ingenious 
who can make out the words hèr ki)üir 
from any characters in the inscription in 
question, which, whatever else.it may he, 
is certainly not mortuary. And even should 
the reverend gentleman succeed in persuad- 
ing some fantastical wits of the soundness 
of his views, I do not see what useful end 
he will have gained. For if the English 
Courts of Law hold the testimony of grave- 
stones from the burial-grounds of Protes- 
tant dissenters to be questionable, even 
where it is essential in proving a descent, 
I cannot conceive that the epitaphial as- 
sertions of heathens should be esteemed of 
more authority by any man of orthodox 
sentiments. 
At this moment, happening to cast my 
eyes upon the stone, whose characters a 
transverse light from my southern window 
brings out with singular distinctness, an- 
other interpretation has occurred to me, 
promising even more interesting results. 
I hasten to close my letter in order to fol- 
low at once the clew thus providentially 
suggested. 
I inclose, as usual, a contribution from 
Mr. Biglow, and remain, 
Gentlemen, with esteem ana respect, 
Your Obedient Humble Servant, 
HOMER WILBUR, A. 1\1. 


I THANK ye, my friens, for the warmth 
0' your greetiu' : 
Ther' 's few airthly blessins but wut 's 
vain an' fleetiu' ; 
But ef ther' is one thet hain't no cracks 
an' fia ws, 
An' is wuth goin' in for, it '8 pop'lar 
applause; 


It sends up the spents ez lively ez 
rockets, 
An' I feel it - wal, down to the eend 0' 
my pockets. 
Jes' lovin' the people is Canaan in 
view, 
But it's Canaan paid quarterly l' hey 
'em love you ; 
It 's a blessin' thet 's breakin' out onus 
in fresh spots ; 
It 's a-follerin' ltloses 'thout losin' the 
flesh - pots. 
But, Gennlemen, 'scuse me, lain' t sech 
a raw cus 
Ez to go luggin' ellerkence into a cau- 
cus, - 
Thet is, into one where the call compre- 
hends 
Nut the People in person, but on'y their 
friends; 
I 'm so kin' 0' used to convincin' the 
masses 
Of th' edvautage 0' bein' se1f-governin' 
asses, 
I forgut thet we're all 0' the sort thet 
pull wires 
An' arrange for the public their wants 
an' desires, 
An' thet wut we hed met for wuz jes' to 
agree 
"\Vut the People's opinions in futur' should 
be. 


Now, to come to the nub, we've ben 
all disappinted, 
An' our leadiu' idees are a kind 0' dis- 
jinted, - 
Though, fur ez the nateral man could 
discern, 
Things ough' to ha' took most an opper- 
site turn. 
But The'ry is jes' like a train on the 
rail, 
Thet, weatner or no, puts her thru with- 
out fail, 
'VhiIe Fac' 's the ole stage thet gits 
sloughed in the ruts, 
An' hez to allow for your darned efs an' 
bu ts, 
An' so, nut intendin' no pers'nal reflec- 
tions, 
They ùon't-don't nut aUus, thet is,- 
make connections: 
Sometimes, when it reany doos seem 
thet they'd oughter 
Comùine jest ez kindly ez new rum an' 
water. 
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Both 'II be jest ez sot in their ways ez a 
bagnt:'t, 
Ez otherwise-minded ez th' eends of a 
magnet, 
An' folks like you 'n' me, thet ain't ept 
to be sold, 
Git sonwhow or 'nother left out in the 
cold. 


I expected 'fore this, 'thout no gret of a 
row, 
J df D. would ha' ben where A. Lincoln 
is now, 
'Yith Taney to say 't wuz all legle an' 
fair, 
An' a jury 0' Deemocrats ready to 
swear 
Thet the in gin 0' State gut throwed into 
the ditch 
By the fault 0' the North in misplacin' 
the switch. 
Things wuz ripenin' fnst-rate with 
Buchanan to HUSS 'em; 
nut the People they would n't be l\fex- 
icans, cnss 'em! 
Ain't the safeguards 0' freedom upsot, 'z 
you may say, 
Ef the right 0' rev'lution is took clean 
away 1 
An' doos n't the right primy-fashy in- 
clude 
The bein' entitled to nut be sub- 
dued 1 
The fact is, we'd gone for the Union so 
strong, 
When U uion meant South olIus right 
au' North wrong, 
Thet the people gut fooled into thinkin' 
it might 
Worry on middlin' \Val with the North 
in the right. 
'Ve might ha' ben now jest ez prosp'rous 
ez France, 
Where p'litikle enterprise hez a fair 
chance, 
An' the people is heppy an' proud et this 
hour, 
Long ez they hev the votes, to let Nap 
hev the power; 
But 01tr folks they went an' believed 
wut we'd told 'em, 
An', the flag once insulted, no mortle 
could hold 'em. 
'T wuz pervokin' jest when we wuz cer- 
t'in to win,- 
An' I, 
or one, wun't 
agul : 


For a people t11et knows much ain't fit 
to be free 
In the self-cockin', back-action style 0' 
J. D. 


I can't believe now but wut half on 't is 
lies; 
For who'd thought the North wuz a- 
goin' to rise, 
Or take the pervokin'est kin' of a 
stump, 
'thout 't wuz sun thin' ez pressill' ez 
Gabr'el's las' trump? 
Or who'd ha' supposed, arter seck swell 
an' bluster 
'bout the lick-ary-ten-on-ye fighters 
they'd muster, 
Raised by hand on briled 1ightnin', ez 
op'lent 'z you please 
In a primitive furrest 0' femmi1y-trees, - 
\Vho "<.L ha' thought thet them South- 
uners ever 'ud show 
Starns with pedigrees to 'em like theirn 
to the foe, 
Or, when the vamosin' come, ever to 
find 
Nat'ral masters in front an' mean \\-"hite 
folks hehind? 
By gingér, ef I'd ha' known half I know 
now, 
"\Vhen I wuz to Congress, I would n't, I 
swow, 
Hev let 'em cair on so high-minded an' 
sarsy, 
'thout some show 0' wut you may call 
vicy-varsy. 
To be sure, we wuz under a contrac' jes' 
then 
To be dreffle forbearin' towards Southun 
men; 
'Ve hed to go sheers in preservin' the 
bellance : 
An' ez they seemed to feel they wuz 
wastin' their te]1ents 
'thout some un to kick, 't warn't more 
'n proper, you know, 
Each should fnnnish his part; an' sence 
they found the toe, 
An' we wuz n't cherubs - wal, we found 
the buffer, 
For fear thet the Compromise System 
should suffer. 


I wun't say the plan hed n't on pleasant 
ft'aturs, - 
trust the masses For men are perverse an' onrcasouin' 
crcaturs, 
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An' forgit th(>t in this life 't ain't likely 
to hel'pen 
Their 0\\ n privit fancy should onus be 
e.Lppen, - 
Hut it \\ orked je
t ez smooth cz the key 
of a 
arl', 
An' the grt't Union })('arin!i played free 
from all chafe. 
They \\arn't hani to suit, ef they hed 
tlwir own way, 
An' we (thet is, 
ome on us) made the 
thing IMY : 
't \\UZ a faIr give-an'-t..'1.ke out of Lncle 
KUla's he.Lp ; 
:Ef they took \\ ut warn't thcirn, wut we 
givc come ('z cheap; 
The elcct gut the ollices down to tide- 
waitt>r, 
The people took skinnin' ez mild ez a 
tater, 
Seemed to choosE' who they \\ anted tu, 
foutl.d the Lil1s, . 
An' fdt kind 0' 'z though they wuz 
ha \"in' their wills, 
'fhich kcp' 'em ez harmless an' chelfle 
t'Z crickt.ts, 
".hile all we invested wuz names on the 
tickets: 
'\"al, ther' 's nothin', for folks fond 0' 
lib'ml consumption 
Free 0' chargE', like dcmoc'acy tempered 
with gumption! 
Now warn't thet a system v;uth pains in 
presarvin' , 
""here the }"Woplf> found jints an' their 
friell's done the carvin',- 
'Yhere tht' manv (lon
 aU 0' their think- 
in' by prox
y, 
An' wpre pr011t1 on 't ez long ez 't wuz 
christf'nell Democ'c\",-- 
'Yhere thE' few let us sapwall 0' Freedom's 
foundations, 
Ef ).ou call it reformin' with rrudence 
an' patience, 
An' were wil1in' J
trs snake-egg should 
het('h with the n>st, 
Ef you writ U Constitootional " over the 
nf'st T 
But it's all out 0' kilter, ('t wuz too good 
to last,) 
An' all jes' by J. D. 's perceedin' too 
fa
t ; 
Ef he'd on'y hung on for a month or 
two more, 
'Ve 'd ha' 
ut things fIxed nicer 'n they 
hed LCll Lcfore: 


Afore he dra\\eu off an' lcr all in confu. 
=--iu 11, 
"" e WHZ Rnft.ly f'ntrenched in the ole 
COJlstitootion, 
'Yith an outlyill', heavy-gun, ca
cmatf'd 
fort 
To rake all R&ailants, - I mean th' S. J. 
Court. 
Xow I never 'n acknowledge (nut ef )"OU 
should skin rue) 
't wuz wise to abandon sech works to the 
ill'mv, 
An' let hÍm fin' out thet wut scared him 
so long, 
Our whole line of arg).ments, look in' so 
strong, 
All ou
 SC,riptur an' law, e",ery the'ry 
an fae, 
""uz Quaker-Wills daubed with Pro- 
slavery black. 
'Vh)', cf the Uepu b1icans ever sllOuld 
git 
Andy Johnson or some one to lend · em 
the wit 
An' the spunk jes' to mount Constitoo- 
tion an' Court 
'Vith Colllmbiad guns, your real ekle- 
ri
hts sort, 
Or drill out the spike from the ole Dec- 
laration 
Thet can kerry a solid shot clearn roun' 
crea tion, 
'Ve'({ bctur take maysures for shettin' 
up shop, 
An' put off our stock by a ven<loo or 
swop. 


Rut they wun't never dare tu ; you'll 
spe 'em in Edom 
'fore they ventur' to go where their doc- 
trines 'ud lead 'ern : 
They've ben takin' our princerples up cz 
we dropt 'em, 
An' thought it wuz ten-iLle 'cute to 
adopt 't'm ; 
But they'll fin' out 'fore long thet their 
hope's ben deceivin' '{'tn, 
An' thet prin('erples ain't 0' no good, ef 
you L'lieve in 'em; 
It makes 'em tu stiff for a party to 
u
e, 
""here they '({ ough' to be easy 'z an ole 
pair 0' sh()('s. 
If 'lCt say 'n our pletform thet aU men 
are brothl'rs, 
"?e don't ßlean thet some folks ain't 
more so 'n SUUlC others; 
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An' it's "a1 understood thet we make a 
selection 
An' thet ùr
therhood kin' o' subsides 
arter 'lection. 
The rust thing for sound politicians to 
larll is, 
Thet Truth, to dror kindly in all sorts 
0' harness, 
1tlus' be kep' in the abstract, - for, come 
to apply it, 
You're ept to hurt some folks's interists 
by it. 
'Val, thpse 'ere Republicans (some on 
'em) ects 
Ez though gineral mexims 'ud suit 
speshle facts ; 
An' there's where we '11 nick 'em, there's 
where they'll be lost: 
For apply in' your princerple's wut makes 
it cost, 
An' folks don't want Fom'th 0' July l' 
interfere 
'Vith the busiuess-consarns 0' the rest 0' 
the year, 
No more 'n they want Sunday to pry an' 
to peek 
Into wut they are doil1' the rest 0' the 
week. 


A ginooine statesman should be on his 
guard, 
Ef he ?nust hev beliefs, nut to b'lieve 'em 
tu hard; 
For, ez sure ez he does, he '11 be blartin' 
'em out 
'thout regardin' the uatur' 0' mall more 
'n a spout, 
Kor it dont ask much gumption to pick 
out a flaw 
In a party whose leaders are loose ill the 
jaw: 
An' so in our own case I ventur' to 
hint 
Thet we'd better nut air our perceedin's 
in prill t, 
N or pass resserlootions ez long ez your 
arm 
Thet may, ez things heppen to turn, do 
us harm; 
For when you've done all your real 
meanin' to smother, 
The darned things '11 up an' mean sun- 
thin' or 'nother. 
Jeff'son prob'ly meant w&l with his "born 
free an' ekle," 
But it's turned out a real crooked stick 
in the sekle; 


It's taken full eighty-odd year-don't 
you spe?- 
From the pop'lar belief to root out thet 
idee, 
An', arter all, suckers on 't keep buddin' 
forth 
In the nat'lly onprincipled mind 0' the 
North. . 
No, never say nothin' without you're 
compelled tu, 
An' then don't say nothin' thet you can 
be held tu, 
N or don't leave no friction-idees layin' 
loose 
For the ign'ant to put to incend'ary 
use. 


Yon know I 'm a feller thet keeps a 
skinned eye 
On the leetIe events thet go skurryin' 
by, 
Coz it '8 orner by them than by gret 
ones you '11 see 
'Vut the p'litickle weather is likely to 
be. 
N ow I don't think the South's more 'n 
begun to be licked, 
But I du think, ez J pff says, the wind- 
bag's gut pricked; 
It'll blow for a spell au' keep puffin' an' 
w]wezin' , 
The tighter our army an' navy keep 
sq uel?zin' , - 
For they can't help spread-eaglein' long 
'z ther' 's a mouth 
To blow Enfield's Speaker thm lef' at 
the South. 
But it's high time for us to be settin' 
our faces 
Towards reconstructin' the national na- 
sis 
With 
n eye to beginnill' agin on the 
jolly ticks 
'Ye used to chalk up 'hind the back-door 
0' politics; 
An' the fus' thing's to save wut of 
Slav'ry ther' 's lef' 
Arter this (I mus' call it) imprudence 0' 
Jeff: 
For a real good Abuse, with its roots fur 
au' wide, 
Is the kin' 0' thing I like to hey on my 
side ; 
A Scriptur' name makes it ez sweet ez a 
rose, 
Au' it's tougher the older an' uglier it 
grows - 
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(I ain't 
p('akin' now 0' the righteou,. 
n('ss of it, 
But the p'litiekle purchase it gives an' 
the profit). 
Things look. pooty squally, it must Le 
allowt.(l, 
Au' I don't see much signs of a bow in 
tl1(' ...loud: 
Tiler' '8 too Illany Deemocrats -leaders 
\, nt '8 \HI:;S- 
Th(>t go for the Union 'thout carin' a 
cuss 
Ef it Ilelps ary party thet ever \, uz 
ht'anl on, 
So our t'agle ain't maùe a split Austrian 
hi)"(l 011. 
But ther' 's !i'till Borne consarvative signs 
to he found 
Th"t !oollOws the gret heart 0' the Peol)le 
is sounù : 
(EÀ('usc me for usin' a stmn})-phrasc 
agin, 
But, onre in the way on 't, they u:ill 
stick Jike 
in :) 
Then"s Phillip;o;, for instance, hez jes' 
ketrh{'ù a Tartar 
In the Law.'n' -Orùer Party of ole Cin- 
cinuater; 
An' the Compromise System ain't gone 
out 0' rt'ach, 
Long 'z you keep the right limits on 
fr('edom 0' 
I'et'dl. 
'T warn't none too late, neither, to put 
on th(> gag, 
For he's dangerous now he goes in for 
the flag. 
1'ut thet I altogether approve 0' bad 
eggs, 
They're mos' gin'lly argymunt on its 
las' legs, - 
An' tlu'ir logic is ept to be tu indis- 
criminate, 
Kor don't ollus wait the right objec8 to 
'liminate ;. 
But there is a variety on 'em, you'll 
find, 
Jest ez llsefle an' more, besides bein' 
refinecl, - 
I mf'al1 0' the sort thet are laid by the 
dictiouarv, 
8e('h ez sorhi
ms an' cant, t11et'11 kerry 
conviction ary 
'Yay thet you want to the right class 0' 
nlen, 
Än' aI"f' staler than all 't ever come from 
0. IH
ll : 


.. Disunion" done wa1 till our resh 

onthun fl it'U(!-i 
Took the savor all out on 't for national 
euùs; 
But I gness U Abolition" '11 work a spcll 
yit, 
""ht'J! the war's done, an'so will U For- 

i ve-au' -forgit." 
Timl"s lIlUS' be }Jooty thoroughly out 0' 
all jint, 
Ef "e can't make a good constitootiunal 
},iJ!t; 
.An' the good time '11 come to he grindin' 
our {'xes, 
'YlleJ! the war goes to seeù in the nettle 
0' texes: 
Ef JOIl'thall don't squirm, with sech 
helps to ao.;si
t 11Ím, 
I give np my faith in the free-suffrage 
system; 
Democ'cv wun't be nut a mite inter- 
('stiil', · 
1'01' p'litikle capital much wuth in- 
vestin' ; 
An' m,)" notion is, to keep dark an' lay 
low 
Till we see the Tight minute to put in 
our blow. - 


But I've tall.ed longer now 'n J hed any 
itlpe, 
An' ther"s others you want to hear 
more 'n you <lu me; 
So I '11 set down an' give tbet 'ere bottle 
a skrimmagf, 
For I 'ye spoke till I 'm dryez a real 
graven image. 


K o. VI. 


SU:r-,
HIK' IX THE PASTORAL LIXE. 


'TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLAXTIC 
ltIOXTHLY. 


JAALAM, 17th 
ay, 1862. 
GFXTLDIFY, -At the special request or 
::\fr. Biglow, I intenclcrl. to inclose, togf'Ìher 
with his own contribution, (into" hich, 
at my suggestion, he has thrown a little 
more of pastoral sentiment than usual,) 
some passages from my sennon on the day 
of the 
 ational Fast, from the text, " Re- 
member them that are in bon(ls, as houml 
with them," /lebo xiii. 3, But I have not 
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leisure sufficien
 at present for the copy- 
ing of them, even were I altogether satis- 
fied with the production as it stands. I 
should prefer, I confelSs, to contribute the 
entire discourse to the pages of your re- 
spectable miscellany, if it IShould he found 
acceptable upon perusal, especially as I 
fin(l the difficulty of selection of greater 
magnitucle than I had anticipate<l. What 
passes without challenge in the fervour of 
oral delivery, cannot always stand the 
colder criticism of the closet. I am not 
so great an enemy of Eloquence as my 
frh'1lI1l\Ir. Biglow would appear to be from 
some passages in his contribution for the 
current month. I would not, ilHleed, 
hastily suspect him of covertly glancing at 
myself in his somewhat caustic1\: animad- 
versions, albeit some of the phrases he 
girds at are not entire 8trangers to my lips. 
I am a more hearty admirer of the Puri- 
tans than seems now to he the fashion, and 
believe, that, if they Hebraizell a little too 
much in their speech; they showed remark- 
able practical sagacity as statesmen and 
founders. But such phenomena as Puri- 
tanism are the results rather of great relig- 
ious than merely social con vulsiolls, and 
do not long survive them. So soon as an 
earnest conviction has cooled into a phral'>e, 
its work is over, and the best that can be 
done with it is to bury it. lte, missa est. 
I am inclined to agree with 1\11'. Biglow 
that we cannot settle the great political 
questions which are now presenting them- 
selves to the nation by the opinions of 
Jeremiah or Ezekiel as to the wants and 
duties of the Jews iu their time. nor do I 
believe that an entire commlulity with 
their feelings and views woulll be practica- 
ble or even agreeable at the present day. 
At the same time I could wish that their 
habit of subordinating the actual to the 
moral, the tlesh to the spirit, ana this 
worlll to the other, were more common. 
They had found out, at leal'>t, the great 
military secret that soul weighs more than 
l)ody. - But I am suddenly called to a 
sick-bed in the household of a valueù par- 
ishioner. 
With esteem anà respect, 
Your obedient servant, 
HOMER WILBUR. 


Once git a smell 0' musk into a draw, 
An' it clings hold like precerdents in 
law: 
Your gra'ma'am put it there, - when, 
goodness knows, - 
To je:3' this-worldify her Sunùay-clo'es ; 


But the old chist wun't sarve her gran'. 
sou's wife, 
(For, 'thont new funnitoor, wut good in 
Jire 1) 
Au' so ole clawfoot, from the precinks 
dread 
0' the spare chamber, slinks into the 
shed, 
\Vhere, dim with dust, it fust or last 
subsides 
To holdin' seeds an' fifty things besides; 
But better days stick fast in heart an' 
husk, 
An' all you keep in 't gits a scent 0' 
musk. 


Jes' so with poets: wut they've airly read 
Gits kind 0' worked into their heart au' 
head, 
So's 't they can't seem to write but jest 
on sheers 
With furrin countries or played-out 
iùeers, 
Nor hev a feelin', ef it doos n't smack 
0' wut some critter chose to feel 'way 
back: 
This makes 'em talk 0' daisies, larks, an' 
things, 
Ez though we'd nothin' here that blows 
an' sings,- 
(\Vhy, I'd give more for one live bobo- 
link 
' Than a square mile 0' larks in printer's 
ink,) - 
This makes 'em think our fust 0' :Th'[ay is 
, May, 
Which 't ain't, for all the almanicks cau 
( say. 
o little city-gals, don't never go it 
Blind on the word 0' noospaper or poet! 
They're apt to puff, an' bray-day 
cl- 
dom looks 
Up in the country ez it doos in books; 
They're no more like than hornets'- 
nests an' hives, 
Or printed sarmons be to holy lives. 
I, with my trouses perched ou cowhiùe 
boots, 
Tl1ggin' my foundered feet out by the 
roots, 
Hev seen ye come to fling on April's 
hearse 
Your muslin nosegays from the mil- 
liner's, 
Puzzlin' to find dry ground your queen 
to choo::;e, 
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An' dance your throats sore in morocker 
shoes: 
I've sCl:'n ye an' felt proud, thet, come 
wut would, 
Our Pilgrim stock wuz pithed with 
hardihood. 
Plca
ure doos make us Yankees kind 0' 
wine h, 
Ez though 't wuz sun thin' paid for by 
the inch ; 
But yit we tiu contrive to worry thru, 
Ef Dooty tells us thet the thing's to du, 
An' kl'rry a hollenlay, ef we set out, 
Ez stiùdily ez though 't wuz a redoubt. 
I, country-born an' bred, know where to 
find 
Some blooms thet make the season suit 
the mind, 
An' ::;celll to metch the doubtin' blue- 
bini's notes, - 
Half.vellt'rill' liverworts in furry coats, 
Bloodroots, whose rolled-up leavps ef 
you oncurl, 
Each on 'em '8 cradle to a baby-pearl,- 
But these are jes' Spring's pickcts ; sure 
cz sin, 
The rebble frosts 'II try to drh'e 'em in ; 
r}'or half our .May '8 so awfully like 
May n't, 
't would rile a Shaker or an evrigc saint; 
Though I own up I like our back'ard 
springs 
Thet kiml 0' haggle with their greens 
an' things, 
An' when yon 'most give up, 'ithout 
more words 
Toss the fields full 0' blossoms, leaves, 
an' birds: 
Thet's K orthun natur', slow an' apt to 
dou bt, 
But when it doos git stiITed, ther' 's no 
gin-out! 


Fust come the blackbirds clatt'rin' in 
tall trees, 
An' scttlin' things in windy Congressps, - 
Queer politicians, though, for I'll be 
skinned 
}'f all on 'em don't head aginst the wind. 
'fore long the trees begin to show be- 
]ipf. - 
The maple crimsons to a coral-reef, 
'Then sallern swamIS swing off from all 
the willers 
So plump they look like yaller caterpil- 
lars, 


Then gray hossches'nuts leetle hanùs 
unfold 
Softer '11 a haby's be at three days oM : 
Thet'8 robin.redbreast's almallick; he 
knows 
rfbet artpr this ther' 's only blossom- 
snows; , 
So, e höð

l.ÍL- Out a handy crotch an' 
s powse, 
He goes to plast'rin' his adobë house. 


Then seems to come a hitch, - things 
lag Lehind, 
Till some fine morn in' Spring makes np 
her mind, 
An' ez, when snow-swelled rivers crcsh 
their dams 
Heaped-up with ice thet dovetails in 
an' jams, 
A leak comelS spirtin' thru some pin-hole 
cleft, 
Grows stronger, fercer, tears out right 
an' left, 
Then all the waters bow themselves an' 
COllle, 
Suddin, in one gret slope 0' shedderin' 
foam, 
Jes' so onr Spring gits eyerythin' in tune 
An' gives one leap from April into 
June: 
Then all comes crowdin' in ; afore you 
think, 
Young oak-leaves mist the side-hill 
woods with pink; 
The catbird in the laylock-bush is loud; 
The orchards turn to heaps 0' rosy cloud; 
Red-cedars blossom tu, though few folks 
know it, 
An' look all dipt in sunshine like a poet; 
The lime-trees pile their solid stacks 0' 
shade 
.An' drows'ly simmer with the bees' 
sweet tradp ; 
In ellum-shrouds the flash in' hangbird 
clings 
An' for the summer vy' ge his hammock 
slings; 
All down the loose-walled lanes in 
archin' bowers 
The barb'ry droops its stlings 0' golden 
flowers, 
"-hose shrinkin' hearts the school-gals 
100'c to try 
"ïth pins, - they'll worry yourn so, 
bO)'8, bimeby ! 
But I don't love your cat'logue style,- 
do you?- 
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Ez ef to s
ll off N atut" by vf'udoo ; 
One word with blood ill 't 's twice ez 
good ez two : 
'nuff sed, June's bridcsman, poet 0' the 
year, 
Gladness on wings, the bobolink, is here; 
Half-hid in tip-top apple-blooms he 
swings, 
Or climbs aginst the breeze with quiv- 
erin' wings, 
Or, givin' way to 't in a mock despair, 
Runs down, a brook 0' laughter, thru 
the air. 


I ollus feel the sap start in my veins 
In Spring, with curus heats an' prickly 
pains, 
Thet drive me, when I git a chance, to 
walk 
Off by myself to hey a privit talk 
'Vith a queer critter thet can't seem to 
'gree 
Along 0' me like most folks, - 
Iister 
l\le. 
Ther' 's times when I'm unsoshle ez a 
stone, 
An' sort 0' suffocate to be alone, - 
I 'm crowded jes' to think thet folks are 
nigh, 
An' can't bear nothin' closer than the 
sky; 
N ow the wind's full ez shifty in the 
mind 
Ez wut it is ou' -doors, ef I ain't blind, 
An' sometimes, in the fairest sou'west 
weather, 
1tfy innard vane pints east for weeks to- 
gether, 
}fy natur' gits all goose-flesh, an' my sins 
Come drizzlin' on my conscience sharp 
ez pins : 
Wal, et sech times I jes' slip out 0' sight 
An' take it out in a fair stan' -up fight 
'Vith the one cuss I can't lav on the shelf, 
The crook'dest stick in all"' the heap, - 
1rlyself. 


'T wuz so las' Sabbath arter meetin'- 
time: 
Findiu' my feelin's would n't noways 
rhyme 
With nobody's, but off the hendle flew 
An' took things from an cast-wind pint 
0' view, 
I started off to lose me in the hins 
Where the pines be, up back 0' 'Siah's 
:Mills : 


Pines, ef you're blue, are the best friend
 
1 know, 
They mope an' sigh an' sheer your feel. 
in's so, - 
They hesh the ground beneath so, tn, I 
swan, 
You half-forgit you 've 
t a body on. 
Ther' 's a small school us' there where 
four roads meet, 
The door-steps hollered out by little feet, 
An' side-posts carved with names whose 
owners grew 
To gret men, some on 'em, an' deacons, 
tu ; 
't ain't used no longer, coz the town 
hez gut 
A high-school, where they teach the 
Lord knows ",.ut : 
Three-story larnin' 's pop'lar now; I 
guess 
We thriv' ez wal on jes' two stories less, 
For it strikes me ther' 's sech a thing ez 
. ., 
SlUnUl 
By overloadin' children's underpinnin' : 
'Val, here it wuz I larned my ABC, 
Au' it's a kind 0' favorite spot with me. 
VV' e 're curus critters: Now ain't jes' the 
minute 
Thet ever fits us easy while we're in 
it ; 
Long ez 't wuz futur', 't would be perfect 
bliss, - 
Soon ez it's past, thet time's wuth ten 
0' this ; 
An' yit there ain't a man thet need be 
told 
Thet Now's the only bird 1ays eggs 0' 
gold. 
A knee-high lad, I used to plot an' plan 
An' think 't wuz life's cap-sheaf to òe a 
man; 
Now, gittin' gray, there's nothin' J enjoy 
Like dreamin' back along into a boy: 
So the ole school' us' is a l)lace I choose 
Afore all others, ef I want to muse; 
I set down where I used to set, an' git 
!try boyhood back, an' better things with 
it, - 
Faith, Hope, an' sunthin', ef it is n't 
Cherrity, 
It's want 0' guile, an' thet '8 ez grct a 
rerri ty, - 
While Fancy's cushin', free to Prince 
and Clown, 
Makes the hard bench ez soft ez milk. 
weed -down. 
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thet Sabbath An' can't skurce take a cat-nap in my 
cheer 
'thout }lCyin' 'em, some good, some bad, 
all queer. 


N ow, 'fore I knowerl, 
artrrnoon 
T}}('t J sot ont to tramp mysrlf in tune, 
I found me in the sehooJ'us' on my seat, 
DrulIlmin' the march to 
o-",hcres with 
my feet. 
Thinkin' 0' nothill', 1 've heerd ole folks 
say 
Is a hanl kind 0' dooty in its way: 
] t 's thinkin' every thin' you ever knew, 
Or ever hparn, to make your feelin's blue. 
J sot there tryin' thf'Ì on for a speJl : 
I thought 0' the Rebpllion, then 0' Hen, 
)Vhich some folks tell ye now is jest a 
metterfor 
(A the'ry, p'raps, it wun't fcel none the 
bptter for) ; 
I thOl
ght 0' Reconstruction, wut we'd 
WIll 
Patchin' our patent self-blow-up agin : 
I thought ef this 'ere milk in' 0' the 
wits, 
So much a month, warn't givin' N atuI" 
fi ts, - 
J:f folk
 warn't druv, findin' their own 
milk fail, 
To work the cow thet hez an iron tail, 
Au' ef idees 'thout ripenin' in the pan 
'V ould spnd upcrpam to humor a1'Y man: 
From this to thet I let my worryin' creep, 
Till finally I must ha' fell asleep. 


Our lives in sleep are some like streams 
thet glide 
'twixt flesh an' sperIit boundin' on each 
side, 
1\ Y here both shores' shadders kind 0' 
mix an' mingle 
In sunthin' thet ain't jcs' like either 
öingle ; 
An' when you cast off moorin's from 
To-day, 
An' down towarùs To-morrer drift away, 
The imiges thet tengle on the stream 
!\lake a Jlew upsiùe-down'ard world 0' 
dream : 
Sometimes they seem like sunrise-streaks 
an' warnin'g 
0' wut 'Il be in Heaven on Sabbath- 
morniu's, 
An', mixed right in ez ef jest out 0' spite, 
Sun thin' thet says your supper ain't gone 
right. 
I 'm gret on dreams, an' often when I 
wake 
I've liveJ so much it makes my mem'ry 
ache, 
18 


N ow I WHZ settin' where I 'd ben, it 
seempd, 
An' aill't snre yit whether I r'ally 
dreamed, 
Nor, ef I did, how long I might ha' 
slep' , 
"Then I heam some un stompin' up the 
step, 
An' look in' rounù, ef two an' two make 
four, 
I see a Pilgrim Father in the door. 
He wore a steeple-hat, tall boots, an' 
spurs 
""'ith rowels to 'em big ez ches'nut-burrs, 
An' his gret sword behind him sloped. 
away 
Long 'z a man's speech thet dunno wut 
to say.- 
"Ef your name's Biglow, an' ).our 
given-name 
Hosee," sez he, "it's arter you I came; 
I 'm your gret-gran'ther multiplied by 
three." - 
" .My wut ?" sez I. - " Your gret-gret- 
gret," sez he : 
" You would n't ha' never ben here but 
for me. 
Two hundred an' three year ago this May 
The ship I come in sailed up Boston Bay; 
I 'd been a cunllie in our Civil 'Var, - 
But wut on airth hev you gut up one rod 
Coz we du things in England, 't ain't for 
you 
To git a notion you can du 'em tn : 
I 'm told you write in public prints: ef 
true, 
It'8 nateral you should know a thing 
or two." - 
"Thet air's an argymunt I can't en. 
dorse, - 
't would prove, coz you wear spurs, yon 
kep' a horse : 
For brains," sez I, "wutever you may 
think, 
Ain't boun' to cash the drafs 0' pen-au'. 
ink, - 
Though mos' folks write ez ef they hoped 
jPs' q uickenin' 
The churn woulù argoo skim-milk into 
thickellin' ; 
But skim-miJk ain't a thing to change 
its view 
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0' wnt it's meant for more'n a smoky 
flue. 
Rut du pray tl'll me, 'fore we furn.rr go, 
How in all Xatur' did you come to know 
'bout our affa.irs," sez I, "in Kingdom- 
Come 1"- 
"Wal, I worked round at sperrit-rappin' 
souw, 
An' danced the tables till their legs wuz 
gone, 
I n hopes 0' larnin' wut WHZ goin' on," 
Sez he, "but mpjums lie so like all-split 
Thet I concluded it wuz best to quit. 
But, come now, ef you wun't confess to 
knowin' , 
You've some conjectures how the 
thing's a-goin'."- 
"Gran'ther," sez I, "a vane warn't 
never known 
Nor.asked to hey a jedgment of its own; 
An' yit, ef 't ain't gut rusty in the jints, 
It's safe to trust its say on certill pints: 
It knows the wind's opinions to a rr, 
An' the wind settles wut the weather 'II 
be. " 
"I never thought a scion of our stock 
Coulù grow the wood to make a weather- 
cock ; 
'Vhen I wuz younger 'n you, skurce 
more'n a shaver, 
No airthly wind," sez he, H could make 
me waver!" 
(Ez he said this, he clinched his jaw an' 
forehead, 
Hitchin' his belt to bring his sword-hilt 
forrard.) - 
"J es so it wuz with me," sez I, "I swow, 
When I wuz younger 'n wut yon see me 
now - 
Nothin' 'from Adam's fall to Huldy's 
bonnet, 
Thet I warn't full-cocked with my jedg- 
ment on it ; 
But now I 'm gittin' on in life, I find 
It's a sight harùer to make up my 
mind, - 
N or I don't often try tu, when events 
'Vi11 du it for me free of all expense. 
The moral question's o11us plain 
enough,- 
It's jps' the human-natur' side thet's 
tough ; 
",'"ut's best to think may n't puzzle me 
nor you, - 
The pinch comes in decidin' wut to du; 
Ef you read History, all runs smooth ez 
grease, 


Coz there the men ain't nothin' more 'n 
idees, - 
But eonw to make it, ('7, we must to-day, 
Th' idp(.s hev arms an' legs an' stop the 
way: 
It's easy fixin' things in facts an' fig- 
gers, - 
They can't resist, nor warn't brought up 
with niggers ; 
But come to try yonr the'ry on, - why, 
then 
Your facts an' figgers change to ign'ant I 
men 
Actin' ez ugly -" -" Smite 'em hip 
a.n' thigh ! " 
Sez gran'ther, "anù let every man-child 
die! 
Oh for three weeks 0' Crommle an' the 
Lord ! 
Up, 181" el, to your tents an' grind the 
sword ! " - 
"Thet kind 0' thing worked wal ill ole 
J udee, 
i3ut yon forgit how long it '8 ben A. D. ; 
You think thet '8 ellerkence, - I call it 
shoddy, 
A thing," sez I, U wun't cover soul nor 
body ; 
I like the plain all-wool 0' common- 
sense, 
Thet warms ye now, an' will a twelve- 
month hpnce. 
Yo'u took to t'ollerin' where the Prophets 
bf;
ckoned, 
An', fust yon knowed on, back come 
Charles the Second ; 
Now wut I want's to hey all we gain 
stick, 
An' not to start Millennil1m too quick; 
\Ve hain't to punish only, but to keep, 
An' the cure '8 gut to go a cent'ry deep." 
" 'Val, milk-an' -water ain't the best 0' 
gl ne, " 
Sez he, "an' so you'll find before you're 
th I'U ; 
Ef reslmess venters sunthin', shi1ly- 
shaHy 
Loses ez often wut's ten times the vanyo 
Thet exe of ourn, when Charles's neck 
gut split, 
Opened a gap thet ain't bridged over yit : 
Slav'ry 's your Shades, the Lord hez gin 
the exe - 
"Our Charles," sez I, "hez gut eight 
million necks. 
The ha.rdest question ain't the black 
man' 8 right, 
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Thf' t1"011h1p iR to 'mancipatp the white; 
One's chaincù in Lody an' can be sot 
frl'(', 
Rut t' othl'r's chained in soul to fin illcp : 
It's a long job, but wc shall worry thl"\1 
it ; 
Ef baguf'ts fail, the spel1in' -Look must 
du it." 
" Hosee," sez he, U I think you're goin' 
to fail : 
The rt.ttlesllake aiu't dangerous in the 
tail ; 
This 'ere rpbellion 's nothin but the 
rcttlf', - 
You'11 stomp on thet an' think you've 
WUIl the LettIe ; 
It's Slavery thet '8 the fangs an' thillkill' 
head, 
An' ef you want sclvation, cresh it 
dl>ad, - 
An' cresh it suddin, or you'll 1arn by 
waitin' 
Thct (,h.a
c
, wun't stop to listcn to de- 
hahn ! - 
"God's tmth !" sez I, -" an' ef I held 
the club, 
An' kl10wed jes' where to strike, - but 
there's the rub! " - 
"Strike soon," sez he, "or you'll be 
de
Hlly ailin', - 
Folks thet's afeared to fail are sure 0' 
faWn' ; 
God hates your sneakin' creturs t11et 
believe 
He'n scttlp things they run away an' 
lravc !" 
He brought his foot ùown fereely, ez he 
spokt', 
An' give me sech a startle thet I woke. 


Ko. VII. 


LATEST VIE'VS OF MR. BIGLO\V. 


PRELIMINARY NOTE. 


[IT is with fet:lings of the li\'"eliest pain 
that we inform o\\r rcallers of thl' Ileath of 
the Re\'el'end HonLer \VilLur, A. :\1., which 
took vlace stuldcnly, by au apoplectic 
stroke, on the afternoon of Christmas (lay, 
18/j2. Our vencrallie friend (for so we 
may venture to call him, thong}. We npver 
enjoyell thl' high prhileg(' of his p('rsonal 
a\.'(luaintance) was in his 
i;..."hty-fourth 
year, having heen Loru J1Ule 1
, 1779, at 


}>ig-Sg"11Sf;et Precinct (noW' 'Vest Jt'rusha) 
in the then Di,trict of Maine. Gralluate(l 
with (listindion at 1111),' ille College in 
1
()5, he pur
uerl hb thcolf,gical studies 
with the late Hc\"Crf'1lI11're
erve(l1'hackt'r, 
D. D., and was callcil to the charge of the 
First Hociet
' in J aalam in 1809, where he 
remained till his death. 
" As an anti'luary he has probal)ly left; 
no superior, if, indeed, an l'(l'l:ll," writ..s 
his friend and collcague, the Re\'erend 
Jeduthun HitdlCock, to whom we are 
illllehtell for the ahove facts; "in proof of 
which 1 need only allude to his' History 
of Jaalam, Genealogical, Topographical, 
al1(1 Ecclesiastical,' 18-H), which has won 
him an eminent. aud enduring place in our 
more solid allli useful literature. It is 
only to l,e regretted that his intense appli- 
cation to historical studies shouJd have so 
entircly witlllirawn him from the pursuit 
of poetical composition, for which he was 
cllIlowell by 
ature with a remarkable 
al'titlllie. His wplI-known hymn, be
in- 
ning '\Vith cloUtls of care encompassed 
rOUlHI,' has been attributed in some collec- 
tions to the late Prf'!Üùent Dwight, and it 
is hardly presumptuous to affirm that the 
simile of the rainhow in the pighth stanza 
would do 110 discredit to that polished 
pen. " 
'AT t:' rcgret that we ha\"e not room at 
present for the wholt> of :\1 r. Hitchcock's 
exceedingly \"aluahlp communication. \Ve 
hope to lay more liberal extracts fl'om it 
before our readers at au t'arty day. A 
summary of its contents will give some 
notion of its importance anti interest. It 
contain,,: 1st, A hiogrnphiC'al skl'tch or 
Mr. \Vilùur, with notices of his pre,leces- 
sors in the pastoral oftice, aud of eminent 
clerical contemporaries; 2tI. An obitu- 
ary of rleceasell, fmlll the Puukin- Falls 
" Weekly Parallel"; 3d, A list of his 
printed allli manuscript pro,ludions anti 
of projected works; -Hit, Pc1"sonal anec- 
dotes and recollectiuns, with !"þecÏlllens of 
table-talk; 5th, A tribute to his relict, 

Irs. Dorcas (Pilcox) \Vilbur; ()th, A list 
of graduates titterl for lJitrerent colleges by 

[r. \\'ilLur f with hiogra.phicallllernornnda 
touching- t le more distinguisllPJ; 7th, 
Concerning learned, charitahlt', and other 
societies, of which 1\1 r, \\ïlhur was a 
mClllhcr, awl of those with which, had his 
life been l'rolongt:'tl, he wouM doubtless 
ha\"e been associated, \,ith a cUlllplett' cat- 
alogue of such Americans as ha\"e Leell 
Fellows of the Royal Society; 8th, A hrief 
summary of :\[r. \Vilhur's latl.st condu- 
giolls cuncerning the Tenth 110m of the 
Beast in its special application to rt'ct.'nt 
eveuts for which the l'uhlic, as )lr. Hitch- 
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cock assures 1.1S, have been waiting with 
feelings of lively anticipation; 9th, 1\11'. 
Hitchcock's own views on the same topic; 
and, 10th, A brief essay on the impor- 
tance of local histories. It will be appar- 
ent that the duty of preparing l\lr. \Vil- 
bur's biography could not have fallen 
into more sympathetic hands. 
In a private letter with which the rev- 
ereml gentleman has since favored us, he 
expresses the opinion that 1\1r. Wilbur's 
life was sllOrtenetl by our unhappy civil 
war. I t disturbed his studies, dislocated 
all his hahitual associations and trains of 
thou
ht, awl unsettlell the foundations of 
a faith, rather the result of hahit than 
conviction, in the capacity of man for 
self-government. "Such has been the 
felicity of my life," he said to 1\11'. Hitch- 
cock, on the very morlling of the day he 
die(l, "that, through the divine mercy, I 
could always say, Smnnt1tm nec metuo 
diem" '/tec opto. It has heen my habit, as 
)'OU know, on every recurrence of this 
blessed anniversary, t.o read Milton's 
'Hymn of the Nativity' till its sublime 
harmonies so dilated my soul amI quick- 
ened its 
piritual sense that I seemed to 
hear that other song which gave assurance 
to the s11epherds that there was One who 
would lead them also in green pastures 
and beside the still waters. But to-day I 
lJave been unahle to think of anything but 
that mournful text, 'I came not to senll 
peace, but a sworel,' and, did it not smack 
of pagan presumptuousness, could almost 
wish 1 hall never li vCII to see this day." 
Mr. Hitchcock also informs lIS that hi
 
friend "lies buried in the J aalam grave- 
yard, under a large red-cedar which he 
specially admired. A neat and substan- 
tial monument is to be erected over his 
remains, with a Latin epitaph written by 
llÍmself; for he was accustomell to say, 
pleasantly, 'that there was at lea
t one 
occasion in a scholar's life when he might 
show the advantages of a classical train- 
ing. " 
The following fragment of a letter ad- 
dresse\l to us, and apparently intended to 
accompany l\Ir. Biglow's contribution to 
the present number, was found upon his 
table after his decease. - EDITORS ATLAN- 
TIC .MONTHLY.] 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY. 


JAAT.AM, 24th Dec., 1862. 
RESPECTED SIRS, - The infirm state of 
J'11V hmlilv health would he a sufficient 
.lþology r()l' not taking up the pen at this 


time, whole!'lome M I deem it fOT the min(t 
to apricate in the shelter of epistolary con. 
fitlen('e, were it not that a cOllsi,lerahle, I 
might even say a large, number of Ì1Hlidd- 
uals in this parish expect from their pas. 
tor some publick expression of sentiment 
at this crisis. 1\loreo\'er, Qui tacit us ardet 
magis 1tritur.' In trying times like these, 
the hesetting sin of undisciplined mind
 is 
to seek refuge from inexplicahle realities 
in the dangerous stimulant of angry par- 
tisanship or the indolent narcotick of 
vague and hopeful vaticination: jorlu,. 
namque suo temperat arbitrio. Both by 
reason of my age and n1Y natural temper- 
ament, I am unfitted for either. Unable 
to penetrate the inscrutable judgments of 
God, I am more than ever thankful that 
my life has been prolonged till I could 
in some small measure comprehend His 
mercy. As there is no man who does not 
at some time render himself amenable to 
the oue, - qUU'ln vix justus sit SeCllT1tS,- 
so there is none that does not feel himself 
in daily need of the other. 
I confess I cannot feel, as some do, a 
personal consolation for the manifest evils 
of this war in any remote or contingent 
a,Ivantages that may spring from it. I am 
oM and weak, I can bear little, and can 
scarce hope to see better days; nor is it 
any adequate compensation to know that 
Nature is oM and strong and can bear 
much. Old men philosophize over the 
past, but the present is only a burthen and 
a weariness. The one lies before them like 
a placid evening lan(lscape ; tl1e other is 
full of the vexations and anxieties of house- 
keeping. It may be true enough that rnis- 
cet hæc illis, prohibetque Clotho jortunal1t 
stare, but he who said it was fain at last 
to call in Atropos with her shears before 
her time; and 1 cannot help selfishly 
mourning that the fortune of our Repnb- 
lick could not at least stand till my da
's 
were numbered. 
Tibullus woultl find the origin of wars in 
the great exaggeration of riches, and does 
not stick to say that in the days of the 
beechen trencher there was peace. But 
averse as I am by nature from all wars, 
the more as they have been especially fatal 
to libraries, I would have this one go 011 
till we are reduced to wooden pla.tters 
again, rather than surrender the principle 
to defend which it was undertaken. Though 
I believe Slavery to have been the cause of 
it, by so thoroughly demoralizing Northern 
politicks for its own purposes as to give 
opportunity aud hope to treason, yet I 
would not have our thought amI purpose 
diverted from their true ohject, - the 
maintenance of the idea of Government. 
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\Ve ftTe not merely snppre

ing an enor- 
mous riot, hut contelldillgforthepossihility 
of permanent orticr coexisting with 11c1lIo- 
cratical tickIl>nes
; awl while I wouM not 
superstitionsly venerate form to the sacri- 
fice of suhstance, neither woul,1 I forget 
that an :ulhcrence to precedent and pre- 
scription can alone give that contilluity 
and coherence untleT a democratical consti- 
tution which are inherent in the persoll of 
a despotiek monarch and the seltishness of 
an aristocratical class. Stet pro ratione 
'l..olvntas is as dangerous ill a majority as 
in a tyrant. 
I call not allow the pre!;cnt production of 
my young friend to go out without a pro- 
test frolll me against a certain extrenlcncss 
ill his viewF;, 11101'(' pal'llollahle in the poet 
than the l'hilol5ol'her. \Vhile I agree with 
}lÌm, that the only cure for reLellion is 
suppression by force, yet I must animad- 
vert upon certain },hrases where I ficem to 
see a coincitlence with a popular fall
cy on 
tlte suhject of compromise. On the one 
hand there are those who do not see that 
the vital principle of Goverument and the 
seminal principle of Law cannot properly 
be made a suhject of compromise at all, 
and on the other those who are equally 
blind to the truth that without a COIll- 
promise of individual opinions, interests, 
an(1 even rights, no fiociety \\'oul<l he pos- 
sihle. In ?neclio tutissÌ'1nus. .For my own 
part, I would gladly - 


Ef r a song or two could make 
Like rockets druv by their own 
buntin' , 
All leap an' light, to leave a wake 
Men's hearts an' faces skyward 
tnrnin' ! - 
But, it strikes me, 't ain't jest the time 
Fer stringin' worùs with settisfacìion: 
'Vut 's wanted now's the silent rhyme 
'Twixt upright 'ViU an' dowuright 
Action. 


".. ortIs, ef yon kpep 'em, pay their keep, 
But gabble 's the fihort cut to ruin; 
It's g-ratis, (gals half-price,) but cheap 
.A t no rate, ef it hendel's tloiu' ; 
Tht>r' 's nothin' wuss, '1(,88 't is to set 
A martyr-pn>m'um upon jawrill' : 
Teapots git dangerous, ef you shet 
Their lids ùown cn 'em with Fort 
'Varren. 


'Bout long enough it's bell discusseJ 
'Vho sot the magazine afire, 


An' wheth('r, ef Bob \Vickliffp bust, 
'T won 1d scare us more or blow us 
higher. 
Ð' 
'e s'po
t> the Grpt Forpseer's },lan 
\\.uz settleù fer him in town-meetin' , 
Or thet tIler' 'ù ben no Fall 0' Man, 
Ef Adam 'd on'y bit a sweetin' ? 


Oh, Jon'than, ef you want to be 
A ruggp(l chap agin an' hearty, 
Go fer wutevel"11 hurt Jeff D., 
Nut wut '11 boost up ary party. 
Here's hell broke loose, an' we lay flat 
"ïth half the uni\"arse a-singeÏll', 
Till Sen'tor This an' Gov'nor Thet 
8t01> stluabblin' fer the garding-ingin. 


It's war we're in, not politics; 
It's systems wrastlin' now, not parties; 
An' victory in the eenel '11 fix 
"There longest will an' truest heart is. 
An' wut '8 the Guv'ment folks about? 
Tr)'in' to nope ther' '8 nothin' c1oin', 
Au' look ez though they did n't doubt 
SUllthin' pertickler wuz a-Lrewin'. 


Ther' 's critters J'it thet talk an' act 
Fer wut they call Conciliation; 
Thev 'd hand a bufflo-drO\.e a tract 
"'ben they wuz madder than all 
Bashan. 
Conciliate 1 it jest means be kÜkcd, 
No metter llOW they phrase an' tone it ; 
It means thet we're to set (lown licked, 
Thet we're poor shotes an' glad to 
OW11 it ! 


A war on tick's ez dear 'z the deuce, 
But it wun't lea\"c no lastin' traces, 
Ez 't would to make a sneak in' truce 
""ithout no moral spe('ie-basis : 
Ef green-hacks ain't nut jest tbe cheese, 
] guess ther' 's eyils tnet 's extremer,- 
Fer instance, - sninplafiter idees 
Like them put out by Gov'nor Sey. 
mOllr. 


Last yrar, the Ration, at a word, 
"Then t1'pl11 blin' Freeùom cried to 
shield her, 
Flan1Pd weldin' into one keen sworù 
'Vaitin' un' longin' fer a wielder: 
A sp)(>nùiù l1ash ! - but how 'ù the grasp 
,rith spch a cbanee Pi'- thet wuz tally 1 
Ther' warn't no nwanin' in onr clasp,- 
Half thil5, balf thet. all shill)P.shally. 
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l\Iore men? 1\lore :Man ! 
fail ; 
'Veak plans grow weaker 
lellgthellin' : 
'V ut use in addill' t.o the tail, 
'Vhen it's the head's in need 0' 
st.l'engtht>nin' ? 
'Ve wanteù one thet felt aU Chief 
From roots 0' hair to sole 0' stockin', 
Square-sot with thousan' -ton belief 
In him an' us, ef earth went rock in' ! 


It's there we J Jeff druv us into these hard lines, 
An' ough' to bear his ha.lf th' ex- 
yit by penses ; 
Slavery 's Secession's heart an' will, 
SOltih, North, East, West, where'er 
you find it, ' 
An' pf it drol's into War's min, 
D' ye say them thunder-stones sha' n't 
grind it 1 


Ole Hick'ry would n't ha' stood see-saw 
'Bout doin' things till they wuz done 
with, - 
He'd smashed the tables 0' the Law 
In time 0' need to 1030(1 his gun with ; 
He could n't see ùut jest one side, - 
Ef his, 't wnz God's, an' thet wuz 
plenty ; 
An' so his" Forrards /" mult.iplied 
An army's fightin' weight by twenty. 


But this 'ere histin', creak, creak, creak, 
Your cappen's heart up with a derrick, 
This tryin' to coax a lightnin' -streak 
Out of a half-discouraged hay-rick, 
This hallgill' on mont' arter mont' 
Fer one sharp purpose 'mongst the 
twitter, - 
I tell ye, it doos kind 0' stunt 
The peth and sperit of a critter. 


In six months where '11 the People be, 
Ef leaders look on revolution 
Ez though it wuz a cup 0' tea, - 
Jest social el'ments in solution 1 
This weighin' things doos \Val enough 
When war cools down, an' comes to 
writin' ; 
But while it '-g makin', the true stuff 
Is pison-mad, pig-headed fightin'. 


Democ'acy gives every man 
The right to be his own oppressor; 
Bnt a loose Gov'ment ain't the plan, 
Helpless ez spilled b<>ans on a dresser: 
I tell ye one thing we might larn 
From them smart critters, the Seced- 
ers, - 
Ef bein' right's the fus
 consaI'n, 
The 'fore-the-fust 's cast-iron leaders. 


But 'pears to me I seC' some signs 
Thet we're a-goill' to use our senses: 


D' ye s'pose, ef Jeff giv hÏ1n a lick, 
Ole Hick'ry 'd tried his head to sof'n 
So's 't would n't hurt thet ebony stick 
Thet's made our side see stars so of'n 1 
"No! " he'd ha' thundered, "On your 
knees, 
An' own one flag, one road to glory! 
Soft-heartedness, in times like these, 
Shows sof'ness in the upper story!" 
An' why should we kick np a muss 
About the Pres'dunt's proclamation î 
It ain't a-goin' to lib'rate us, 
Ef we don't like emancipation: 
The right to be a cussed fool 
Is safe from all devices human, 
It's common (ez a gin'l rule) 
'ro every critter born 0' woman. 
So we're all right, an' I, fer one, 
Don't think our cause '11 lose in va11y 
By rammin' Scriptur' in our gun, 
All' gittin' N atur' fer an ally: 
Thank God, say I, fer even a plan 
To lift one human bein's level, 
Give one more chance to make a man, 
Or, anyho\v, to spile a devil! 
Not thet I'm one thet much expec' 
:Millennium by express to-morrer; 
They will miscarry, - I rec'lec' 
Tu many on 'em, to my sorrer : 
Men ain't made angel8 in a day, 
No matter how you mould an' labol' 
'em - 
Nor 'ricrin;l ones, I guess, don't stay 
'Vitl
 Abe so ofn ez with Abraham. 
The'ry thinks Fact a pooty thing, 
An' wants the banns read right en- 
suin' ; 
But fart \Vun't noways wear the rin
, 
'Thout years 0' settin' up an' wooin' : 
ThouO'h, arter all, Time's dial-plate 

la
ks cent'ries with the minute-fin- 
gpr, 
An' Good can't neVf'r come tu late, 
Thougl1 it ùoos seem to try an' linger. 
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.An' ('orne wat win, I think it's grand 
AIJe 's gut his win et la..<:;t bloom-fur- 
11 aced 
In tria.1-flaIllPs till it 'II stanJ 
The strain 0' Lcin' in tlca(lly l'arnf'st: 
Thet'g wut we want, - we want to 
know 
The folks on our side hez the bravery 
To b'lievc ez hard, come weal, come woe, 
In Freeùom cz Jdr Joos in SlavC'ry. 
Set the two forces foot to foot, 
An' every lllan knows who'11 be win- 
npr 
,rhose faith in God llCz ary root 
1'hct goes down deeper than his din- 
lH'f: 
Tlzc'n 't will be ff'It from pole to pole, 
\Vithol1t no need 0' proclamation, 
Earth's biggest Country's gut her soul 
An'risen up Earth's Greatest Katioll ! 


No. VIII. 


KETTELOPOTO:\IACIIIA. 


PHELUll
ARY NOTE. 


I
 the month of February, 1866, the 
editors of the "Atlantic Monthly" re- 
cei\.ell from the Rev. Mr. Hitchcock of 
J aabm a letter enclosing the mararonie 
verses which follow, 3nll promising to sene 1 
more, if more should be communicated. 
" The
' were rapped out on the enning of 
Thursday last past," he says, "by what 
claimed to be the spirit of my late preele- 
cessor in the ministry here, the Hey. Dr. 
"\Vilhur, through the medium of a young 
man at present (lolllicileel in my family. 
As to the pos
ihility of such 
piritu31 
manifcstatioll
, or whether they he prop- 
erly so cntitleel, J express no opinion, as 
there is a elivision of sentimcnt on that 
suhj('ct in thc parish, and JUauy persons 
of the highest re
peetaHlity in social stand. 
ing entertain opposing views. 'fhe young 
man who was improveù as a me(liulll sub- 
mitted himself to the experiment with 
manifest reluctance, and is still unprepared 
to bc.>lieve in t he authenticity of the mani- 
festations. During his residence with me 
his eleportment has always been exemplary ; 
he has been constant in his attendance 
upon our family tle\"otions awl the puhlic' 
minbtl':ltions of the \\. orel, aIHl has more 
than once prÏ\'atl'I
. 
tatell to me, that tlw 
lattcr hall often brought him under elcl'p 
concern of minl!. The taLle is an ordinary 


quarlnIpe(lal one, weiglling about Ulirty 
pounlls, three fect seven illches awl a lwlf 
in llt'i
ht, four fed sqnare 011 the top, aIIll 
of heech or maple, I am 1I0t ell'finitely pre- 
pareel to say which. It ha.l once bclungeel 
to my respected prt'decessor, awl hall becn, 

o far as I can learn upon careful impIiry, 
of perfectly regular amI correct habits up 
to the evening in question. On that occa- 
sion the young man 11reviously alludell to 
had heen sitting with his hands resting 
carelessly upon it, while I read over to him 
at his request certain portions of JU)" last 
Sabbath's discourse. On a suelden the rap- 
pings, as they are called, commenced to 
rendcr themselves audible, at first faintly, 
but in process of time more distinctly an(l 
with violent agitation of the taLle. '1'he 
young man expressed himself both S\1r- 
priseel and pained by the wholly unex- 
pected, and, so far as he was concerned, 
unl'rccedt'nted occurrence. At the earnest 
solicitation, however, of several who hap- 
pened to be present, he consented to go on 
with the experiment, and with the assist- 
ance of the alphabet commonly employed 
in similar t:'mergencies, the following com- 
munication was ohtainecl and written clown 
inl1uediately by myself. \Vhether any, 
and if so, how much weight should be at- 
tachell to it, I venture no decision. That 
Dr. \\ïlbur had sometimes employed hi
 
leisure in Latin versitication I have ascer- 
taincd to he the case, though all that has 
heen discovereel of that nature among his 
papers consists of sonle fragmentary pas- 

ages of a \'e>rsion into hexalIleter
 of por- 
tions of the Song of Solomon. These I hael 
comnnmicateel about a week or t(>n days 
previous [Iy] to the yonng gentleman WflO 
officiated as medium in the conJlInUlÌca- 
tion afterwar(ls receh"ed. I ha\"e thus, 11,e- 
lieve, stated all the material facts that have 
any elucidative bearing upon this myste- 
rious occurrence. n 
So far 
Ir. Hitchcock, who seems per- 
fectly master of \Vebster's l1nabridge,l 
quarto, anc! w}lOse flowing style leads him 
into certain further ('xpatiations for whieh 
we have not room. 'Ve have since learnell 
that the young man he speaks of was a. 
sophomore, put under his care during a. 
sentence of rustication f)'om - Colll'
e, 
where he hac! distinguished himself rather 
by phy
ical experiments on the com pam- 
tive power of resistance in wiuelow-glass 
to variou
 solill suhstances, than in the 
more regular studip
 of the place. In an- 
SWer to a letter of inquiry, the profe:,.;;or of 
Latin says, "There was no harm in the 
boy that I know of beyonel his loving mis- 
chief more tha.n Latin, nor call I think of 
any svirits likely to possess him Qxeept 
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Ampla aqniIæ invictæ fansto est sub 
tegmine terra, 
Backyfer, ooiskeo pollens, ebenoque 
bipede, 
Socors pr
esidnm et altrix (denique 
quidruminantium), 15 
DupIefveornm uberrima; iBis et integre 
cordi est 
Deplere assidue et sine proprio illcom- 
moùo fiscum ; 
Nunc etiam placidum hoc opus in- 
victique secnti, 
Goosam aureos ni eggos voluissent im- 
roo necare 
Quæ peperit, saltern ac de illis roeliora 
rom'en tern. 
o 
Condidit hanc Smithius Dux, Cap- 
tinus inclytus ille 
Regis Ulyssæ instal', docti arcum in- 
tendere longum ; 
Conùidit ille Johnsmith, Virginiamque 
vocavit, 
Settledit autem Jacobus rex, nomine 
vrimus, 
Rascalis implens ruptis, 
deboshtis, 

Iilitibusque ex Falstaffi 
tis 
'Venchisque illi quas poterant sedncere 
nuptas ; 
Virgilleum, ah, littus matron is talibns 
. impar ! 
Progeniem stirpe ex hoc non sine stig- 
mate ducunt 
Multi sese qui jactant l'egurn esse ne- 
potes : 30 
Haud omnes, :Mater, genitos quæ nuper 
habebas 
Bello fortes, consilio cantos, virtute 
decoros, 
Jamque et habes, sparso si patrio in 
sanguine virtus, 

iostrabisque iterum, antiquis sub astris 
reducta ! 
et honida De iBis qui upkikitallt, dicebam, rum- 
pora tanta, :
5 
Letcheris et FIovdis rnagnisque Extra 
ordine Biliis j 


those commonly called animal. He was 
certainly not remarkable fOJ" his Latinity, 
but I see nothing in the verses yon enclose 
that would lead me to think them heyond 
his eapadty, or the result of any special 
inspiration whether of beerh or maple. 
Hall that of bi'J'ch been tried npon him ear- 
lier and more faithfully, the ver
es would 
11erhaps have been better in quality and 
certainly in quantity." 1'his exact and 
thorough scholar then goes on to point out 
many false quantities and barbarisms. It 
is hut fair to sar, however, that the author, 
whoever he was, seems not to have been 
unaware of some of them himself, as is 
shown hy a great mauy notes appended to 
the verses as we received them, amI pur- 
porting to be by Scaliger, Bentley and 
ð't'1'rnrs, - among them the Esprit de Vol- 
to.,ire! These we have omitted as clearly 
meant to be humorous and altogether fail- 
ing therein. 
Though entirely satisfied tllat tl1e verses 
are altogether unworthy of 1\1r. Wilbur, 
who seems to have heen a tolerable Latin 
scholar after the fashion of his day, yet we 
have determineù to print them here partly 
as helonging to the res gestæ of this eoHee- 
tion, and partly as a warning to their pu- 
tative author which may keep him from 
such indecorous pranks for the future. 


KETTELOPOTOMACHIA. 


P. Ovidii Nasonis carmen heroicum maca- 
ronicnm perplexametrum, inter Getas getico 
more compostum, deuuo per medium arùen- 
tisl'iritualem, aùjuvante mensâ diabo1ice où- 
sessA, recu})eratum, curå<)ue Jo. Conradi 
Schwarzii umbræ, aliis necnon plurimis adju- 

.alltibus, restitutulll. 


LIBER I. 


PUNCTQRlTM garretos coleus et cel1ara 
.Quinque, 
Gutteribus quæ et gaudes sundayam 
absti.ngere frontem, 
Plerum(lue' insidos sQlita t\uitare liquore 
Tanglepedem q.ueIIt 
;û

nes appellant 
Di qûoqu.e rotgut, 
Pimpliidis, rubj.cÚ.nd
(lu
, 
lusa, 0, 
bourbonolensque, 5 
Fenianas rixas proeul, alIda, brogipo- 
tentis 
Patricii cyathos iterantis 
bella, 
Backos dum virides vÍ1'idis Brigitta re- 
mittit, 


Linqlwns, eximios celebrem, da, Vir- 
ginienses 
Rowdes, præcipue et TE, heros aIte, 
Polanle ! 10 
Insignes juvenesque, illo certamiue 
lictos, 
Colemane, 'rylere, nec vos oblivione 
relinquam. 


blagardisque 
2ã 
Iegione fuga- 
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Est his prisca fides jurare et breakere 
word nm ; 
Poppere fpll('ll1lU a tergo, aut stickere 
clnm bowiknifo, 
Haud saUl' filcillUS, <lignum sed vidric(> 
Inul'O ; 
LarrupN(, t't nigerum, factum præstan- 
tiu
 ullo : 40 
Ast chlamydpm l'iciplumatam, Icariam, 
tiito et ÏIwptam, 
Yanko gratis iwluere, il1l1l1l et valiùo 
milo 
Iusuper ani cquitare ùoce1'e est hospitio 
uti. 
1\' escio an ille Pohudus duplef\'eoribus 
ortus, 
Sed rCl'uto potins de 1'atlice poorwite- 
lI1fLllOrUm ; 4;) 
Fortuiti p1"OIt'
, ui faIlor, Tylerns ('rat 
Pl'
csi
i
, omnibus ab \Yhiggis nominatus 
a poor cuss; 
Et nobilem tertium evincit venerabile 
nomen. 
Ast allÍ1nosi omnes bel1ique ad tympana 
ha! ha! 
V ocife1'allt læti, p1'ocul et si præ1ia, 

ve W 
Hostem incautum atsito possunt shoot- 
ere salvi; 
Imperiique capaces, esset si stylus 
agnwn, 
Pro dulci spoliahnnt et sine dang(>re fìto. 
})ræ ceterisque I>olardus: si Scce
sia 
licta, 
Se nU1l1l'la1H licturum jurat, res et un- 
hearùof, 5!) 
V erbo ha
sit, similisque audaci roosteri 
illVicto, 
Dunghilli solitus rex pullos whoppere 
mollps, 
Gralltmll, hirplingos stripes qui que et 
spleudicla tol1unt 
Sidera, et Y nllkos, territulll et omnem 
sarsuit orùem. 
Uscple dalla.llt operam isti omnes, 
noctesllue diesqne, 60 
Sa11luelrm dl'mulgere avullculum, iù 
ypro siccum ; 
ULerihus secl ejus, et horum est culpa, 
1'emotis, 
Pan"nm ùomi vaccam, nec mora minima, 
cplit'runt, 
LacticarentpIH autem et dropparn vix 
in die dantem; 
n
JJite avnuculi, et exclalliaùallt, red- 
dite pa PIJam ! 65 


Polko ut consule, gemens, Dilly im. 
nmrml1rat Extra; 
Echo 1'espondit, thesauro ex vacuo, pap. 
l'a III ! 
Frustra cxplorant pock eta, ruber nare 
rqwrtulII ; 
Officia. expnlsi aspiciunt rapta, et Pal a- 
disum 
Occlusum, virides(lue haud illis nascere 
backos; 70 
Stupent tunc oCli.lis madiùis spittantque 
silenter. 
.Adhibere usu ast longo vires prorsus 
inrpti, 
Si non ut qui grindeat axve trabemye 
renol \.at, 
Virginiall1 excl'ncÏant totis nunc might. 
ibu' matrelll ; 
N on melius, putn, nono panis dimid- 
iUJUne est 1 ;.3 
Readere ihi non posse est casus com- 
moner ullo j 
Tanto intentius imprimere est opus ergo 
statl1ta ; 
N emo pl'opterea pejor, melior, sine 
donùto, 
Oùtincat qui contractum, si et postea 
rhino; 
Ergo Polanlus, si quis, inexsuperabilis 
heros, so 
Colemanus impavidus nondum, atque 
in purpure natus 
Tylerus lohanides celerisque in flito 
N at haniel, 
Quisque optans digitos in tantum stick- 
ere pium. . 
Aùstant accincti imprimere aut perrum.- 
pl'rc }Pgps : 
QuaIl's os miserum rabidi t1'e8 ægre 
molossi, Sj 
Quales aut cluhium textum atra in veste 
ministri, 
Tales circumstabant nunc nostri inopes 
hoc job. 
Hisque Polardus voce canoro talia 
fatns : 
Primum autem, veluti est mos, præceps 
quisque 1ic}l\orat, 
Quisque et Nicotianum ingens quid 
inserit atrum, 90 
Heroûm nitidum ùecus et solamcn a\'i. 
hnn, 

lasticat ae simul altisonans, ipittattple 
profnsp : 
Quis ùe Virginia meruit præstantiu3 
unquam ? 
Quis sc pro l'atria curavit irupigre tutullll 
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Speechisque articulisque homillum quis 
fortior ull us, !).'i 
Ingemillans peunæ lickos et vulnera 
vocis ? 
Quisllan
 l
utidillS (hic) sarsuit Yank i- 
nU111COS, 
Sæpius ant dedit ultro datam et l)roke 
his parol am 1 
:Mente inquassatus solidâque, tyranno 
millante, 
Horl'isonis (hie) l)ombis mællia et aIta 
qnatellte, lOn 
Sese promptlllll (hie) jactans Yank os 
lick ere centum, 
Atque ad lastum il1victus non surrendi- 
dit unquam ? 
Ergo hand meddlite, posco, mi(lue re- 
1inquite (hie) hoc job, 
Si non - kllifumque enormem mostrat 
spittatq ue tremellùns. 
Dixerat: ast alii reliq uorant et sine 
pauso ]05 
Pluggos ill cum bunt maxillis, uterque 
vicissilll 
Certamille iunocuo valde madidam In- 
quinat as
em : 
Tylerns aut em, dnmque liqnorat aridus 
hostis, 

lirum aspicit duplumque l)ibeutem, 
astante Lyæo; 
Ardens impavidusque edidit tamen im- 
pia verba; 110 
Duplum quamvis te aspicio, esses atque 
vigin ti, 
1\Ieudacelll dicerem totumque (hie) 
thrasherem aeervum; 
N empe et thrasham, doggonatus (hie) 
sim nisi fax em; 
Lambastabo omnes catawompositer-(hic) 
que chawam! 
Dixit et impulsus Ryeo ruitur bene ti- 
tus, 115 
llli nam gravidum caput et laterem 
habet in hatto. 
Runc illhiat titubansque Polardus, 
optat et illum 
Stickere inermem, protegit autem rite 
IJyæus, 
Et pronos geminos, oculis dubitantibus, 
heros 
Cernit et irritus hostes, dumque excogi- 
tat utrum 120 
Primum inpitchere, corruit, inter utros- 
que reeumbit, 
Magno asino similis nimio sub pondere 
q uassus : 


Colemanus hos mæstus, triste ruminans. 
que solamcll, 
Il1spicit hiccans, circumspittat terque 
cubantcs; 
FUl1ereisqne his ritibus humidis imle 
solntis, 12.) 
Sternitur, illvalidusque ill is superincidit 
infans ; 
Hos sepeHt somnus et Sllorunt corniso- 
nantes, 
'Vatclunauus inscios ast calyboosodeiude 
reponit. 


No. IX. 


[THE Editors of the" Atlantic" have 
received so many letters of inclniry con- 
cerning the literary remains of the late Mr. 
\Vilbnr, mentioned by his eoJIeagne amI 
successor, Rev. Jednthan Hitchcock, in a 
communication from which we macIe some 
extracts in our number for Fehruary, 1863, 
and ha\.e been so repeatedly urged to print 
some part of them for the gratification of 
the puhlic, that they felt it their rlnty at 
least to make some effort to satisfy so ur- 
gent a demand. They have accorlhngly 
carefully examined the papers intrusted to 
them, but nnd most of the productions of 

Ir. \Vilbur's pen so fragmentary, an(l eve
l 
chaotic, written as they are on the backs 
of letters in an exceerlmgly cramped chi- 
rography,--here a memorandum for a ser- 
mon ; there an observation of the weather; 
now the measurement of an extraor(hnary 
head of cabbage, and then of the cerebr.ll 
capacit.y of some reverend brother deceased ; 
a calm inquiry mto the state of modern 
1iterature, elllling in a method of detecting 
if milk be impoverished with water, and 
the alUOl1ut thereof; one leaf beginning 
with a genealogy, to be interrupted half- 
way down with an entry that the brÏ11111e 
(;OW had calved, - that any attempts at 
selection seemed desperate. His only com- 
plete work, "An Enquiry concerning the 
Tel1th Horn of the Beast," enll in the ab- 
stract of it given by Mr. Hitchcock, woald, 
hy a rough computation of the pl'inters, 
fill five entire numbers of our journal, awl 
as he attempts, by a new application of 
decimal fractions, to identify it with the 
Emperor Julian, seems hardly of immeùi- 
ate concern to the general reader. Even 
the frable-Talk, though doubtless origi- 
nally highly interesting in the domestic 
circle, is so largely made up of theological 
discussion and matters of local or preterite 
interest, that we have found it hard to ex- 
tract anything that would at all satisfy 
expectation. But, in orùcr to silence fUl'- 
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thrT inquiry, we !';uhjoin a few passages as 
illustrations of its general character.] 
I think I couM go near to 'he a perfect 
Christian if I were always a visitor, as I 
lla\'e sometimes heen, at the house of some 
hospitahlc friplHl. I can show a great ,leal 
of self-.lenial where the !.est of everything 
is ur<;l',1 upon me with kindly importunity. 
] t is not so \'ery hard to tum the other 
cheek for a kiss. And when I meditate 
upon tllc pains tak('n for our entertain- 
nlent in this life, on the endless variety of 
seasons, of hllJllan character and fortune, 
on the costlillt'sS of tlH' hangings and fur- 
uitm.(' of ollr dwelling lll'f(', I sometimes 
fed a 
illg\11ar joy in looking upon mysl.lf 
as God's gUf''it, anI} ("an not hut \,elieve that 
we should all 1,e wiser awl hapl'icJ., be- 
cause more grateful, if we were always 
mindful of our l'rÌ\"ilege in this regard. 
And should we not rate more cheaply allY 
honor that men could pay us, if we f'eJUeJU- 
herecl that e\'ery day we &'1.t at the tahle of 
the Great King? Yet must we not forget 
that we are in strictest bonds IIis f'ervauts 
also; for there is no impiety so abject as 
that which expects to be dead-II ended (ut 
ita dicam) through life, and which, c
t11ing 
itself trust in Providence, is in reality ask- 
ing Providence to trust us and taking up 
all our goods on false prt'tences. ]t is a 
wise rule to take the world as we find it, 
Dot always to leave it SQ. 
It has often set me thinking when I find 
that I can always pick up plenty of empty 
Imts unller my 
hagbark-tree. The squir- 
rels knùw tht'm by their Jightness, anù I 
have seldom seen one with the marks of 
their teeth in it. \Vhat a school-house is 
the worl(l, if our wits would ouly not play 
truant! For [ ob
erve that men set most 
store by forms and sym hols iu proportion 
as they are mere shells. It is the outside 
they waut anll not the kernel. 'Vhat stores 
of such ùo not many, who in material 
things are as 
hrpw<l as the squirrels, lay 
up for the spiritual winter-supply of them- 
selves and their children! I have seen 
cia urches that. seemell to me garners of these 
,\.itherell nuts, for it is wonderful how pro- 
saic is the apprehension of sym \Jois by the 
minrls of most nwn. Jt is not one sect nor 
another, Lut all, who, like the do
 of the 
faLle, have let drop the spiritual 
uLstance 
of symhols for their material shadow. If 
one attriLute miraculous virtues to mere 
}Ioly water, that beautiful em Llem of Îl1- 
war,l purification at the door of God's house, 
3nothercannot comprehend the siguificance 
of baptism without being ducked over head 
and ears in the liquid vehicle thereof. 


[P('rhaps a word of historical comment 
may 1,e permitted here. :\Iy late revered 
prl'decl'ssor was, I would hum hly attirm, 
as frl'e from I'rejlHlice as falls to the lot of 
the most highly favore,l iIHlivi,luals of our 
Rpecics. To he sure, I haH hear(l him say 
that, "what were called strong prejudices, 
were in fact only the repulsion of st'nsitive 
organizations from that moral amI evcn 
physical etf!u\'ium tl)rougb which some 
natures by }H'ovidential appointment, like 
certain unsavory quadrupeds, gave wal11- 
iug of their neighborhood. .Better ten 
mistaken suspicions of this kind than one 
close encounter." This he said sonlt'what 
in heat, on being questiont'd as to his mo- 
tives for a.lways refusing his pullJit to those 
itinerant professors of vicarious Lenevo- 
]eJlce who encl their discourses hy taking 
up a collection. But at another time I 
remember his f'aying, "that there was one 
largt' thing which snmB minds always found 
room for, and that was great prejudices. n 
This, howe\'er, ùy the way. The state- 
ment which I purposed to make was simply 
this. Down to A. D. 18:30, Jaalam hacl 
consisted of a single parish, with one house 
set a}1art for religious services. In that 

'ear the fouudations of a Baptist 
odety 
were laid by the lahors of Elrler J oash Q. 
Balcom, 
d. As the members of the new 
body were drawn from the First Parish, 
:\11'. \Vilbur was for a time considerably 
exercisell in mind. He even went so far 
a<; on one occasion to follow the reprehen- 
sIble practice of the earlier Puritan didnes 
in choo
ing a punning text, and preached 
from Hcbrews xiii. 
: "Be not carrie(l 
ahout with divers and strange doctrines. " 
He afterward
, in accordance with one or 
his own maxims, - " to get a dead injury 
out of the miml as soon as is decent, hury 
it, and then ventilate," - in accordance 
with this maxim, I say, he lived 
n Yery 
friendly terlHs with Rev. SheaJ:jashub 
Hcrimgour, }wesent pastor of the Baptist 
Society in J aalam. Y t't I think it was 
ne\ er unpleasing to him that the ChUfl
h 
edifice of that society (though otherwise a 
creditable Rpecimen of architt'cture) re- 
maint',l without a bell, as incleed it dot's to 
this day. So much seeme,l necpssary to 
cIo away with any appearance of acerbity 
toward a reRpectable community of pro- 
fessing Christians, which might be 8US- 
peded in the conclusion of the above para- 
graph. - J. H.] 


In lighter moods he was not averse from 
an innocent })lay upon words. Looking 
up from his newspaper one morning as I 
entered his study he saicl, II \Vhen 1 read 
a debate in Congress, 1 feel as if I were 



284 


THE BIGLO'V PAPERS. 


sitting at the feet of Zeno in U1e s11nòow 
of the Portico." On my l'xprt'ssing a nat- 
ural surprise, he alilletl, smiling, "\Vhy, 
at such times the only view which hOllnra- 
l)le members give me of what goe
 on in 
the world is through their intercalumnia- 
tions." 1 smiled at this after it moment's 
reftection, and he added gravely, "The 
most punctilious refinement of manners is 
the only salt that will keep a democracy 
from stinking; and what are we to expect 
from the people, if their repr('sentatives 
set them such lessons 1 l\Ir. Everett's 
whole life has been a sermon from this 
text. There was, at least, this 
lIlvantage 
in duel1ing, that it set a certain limit on 
the tongne." In this connection, I may 
be permitted to recaH a playful remark of 
his upon another occasion. 'l'he painful 
divisions in the Fir:,;t Parish, .A. D. 1844, 
occasioned by the wild. notions in respect 
to the rights of (what Mr. 'Wilbur, so far 
as concerned the reasoning facnlty, always 
called) the unfairer part of creation, put 
forth by Miss Parthenia Almira Fitz, are 
too well known to need more than a pass- 
ing allusion. It was during these hpats, 
long since happily allayed, that 1\11'. \Yil- 
bur remarked that" the Church ha!1 more 
trouble in dealing with one sheresiarch 
than with twenty heresiarchs," and that 
the men's conscia recti, or certainty of be- 
ing right, was nothing to the women's. 


'Vhen I once asked his opinion of a po- 
etical composition on which I har} expenderl 
no little pains, he read it attentÌ\'ely, and 
then remarked, "Unless one's thought pack 
more neatly in verse than in prose, it is 
'viser to refrain. Commonplace gains noth- 
ing by being translated into rhyme, for it 
is something which no hocus-pocus can 
transubstantiate with the real presence of 
living thought. You entitle your piece, 
'}Iy Mother's Grave,' and expend four 
pages of useful paper in detailing your 
emotions there. But, my dear sir, water- 
ing does not improve the quality of ink, 
even though you shoulll do it with tears. 
To puhlish a sorrow to Tom, Dick, and 
Harry is in some sort to advertise its unre- 
ality, for I have observed in my intercourse 
with the afflicted that the deepest grief in- 
stinctively hides its face with its hands 
anrl is silent. If your piece were printed, 
I ha,.e no doubt it would be popular, for 
people like to fancy that they feel much 
better than the trouble of feeling. I would 
put all poets on oath whether they have 
striven to say everything they pOf;sihly 
could think of, or to leave out all they 
could not help saying. In your own case, 
my worthy young friend, what you have 


written is merely It ò('lih('rat(\ exerci
(', the 

Y1llnastic of sentiment. For your excel- 
lent maternal rdative is still alive, and is 
to takl> tea with me this evenin
, D. V. Be- 
ware of simulatell feeling; it is hypocri
y's 
first cousin; it is especially dangerons to 
a preacher; for he who says one day, 'Go 
to, let me seem to he paUH
tic,' may he 
nearer than he thinks to saying, 'Go to, 
let me seem to be virtuous, or earn<.'st, or 
nnder sorrow for sin.' Depl'lHl upon it, 
Sappho 10\"e!1 her verses morf' :,;incl'rely than 
she <lid Phaon, and Petral'rh his SOn11l'ts 
better than Laura, who was indeed hnt his 
poetical stalking-horse. After you shall 
have once heard that mufl!ed rattle of the 
clods on the coffin-lid of an irreparable loss, 
you will grow arquainte<l with a pathos 
that will make all elegies hateful. \Vhen 
I was of your age, I also for a time mistook 
my !Iesire to write verses for an authentic 
call of my nature in t.hat rlirection. But 
one day as I was going forth for a walk, 
with my head full of an 'Elegy on the 
Death of Flirtilla,' and vainly groping after 
a rhyme for lily that should not be silly or 
chilly, I saw my eldest boy Homer busy 
over the rain-water hogshead, in that child- 
ish experiment at parthenogenesis, the 
changing a horse-hair into a water-suake. 
An immersion of six weeks showed no 
change in the obstinate filament. Here 
was a stroke of unintended sarcasm. Had 
I not been doing in my stwly precisely 
what my boy was doing out of doors 1 
Had my thoughts any more chance of com. 
ing to life by being submerge!l in rhyme 
than his hair hy soaking in water 1 I 
burned my elegy and took a course of Ed- 
warlls on the \Vill. People do not make 
poetry; it is made out of them by a pro- 
cess for which J ùo not tind myself fitted. 
Nevertheless, the writing of Vl'rses is a 
good rhetorical exercitation, as teaching us 
what to shun most carefully in prose. For 
prose hewitched is like willi low-glass with 
bubbles in it, distorting what it should 
show with pellucid veracity." 
It is unwise to insist on doctrinal points 
as vital to religion. The Breal[ of Life 
is wholesome and sufficing in itself, hut 
gulped down with these kick-shaws cooked 
up by theologians, it is apt to produce an 
indigestion, nay, even at last an incurable 
dyspepsia of scepticism. 
One of the most inexcusaùle weaknes
es 
of A mericans is in signing their names to 
what are call ell cre!ll'ntials. But for my 
interposition, a person who shall he name- 
less would have taken from this town a. 
recommendation for an office of trust sub. 
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8criheel h)' the sE'lectrnl'n nnd nil the voters 
of hoth }Hirtit.s, u!;crihin
 to him aR many 
guod clu..\lilics I\S if it hall bel'u his tomb. 
btonc. rrhe ex(,u
e was that it woultl be 
\\(>11 for the to\\11 to ve ritl of him, as it 
v. ould ('rclong he ohli
ctl to maintain him. 
] \\ ouM 1I0t rt'fu:o..c lIa)" name to modest 
nWI it, hut 1 woulel be a
 caulÏou'i as in I-tign- 
iu
 a hond. [I trust I shall be &U hjl'cted 
to no imput.Ltiol1 of ullhc('ominl( vanity, 
if I mention the fad that )11'. \\P. inelorsecl 
tny own l \ uiLlilications as tt'iwher of the 
hj
h-s('hoo at l't.'el'ta
h Jundioll. J. II.] 
\\'hcn I see a certiticat.e of character with 
eV<'ryhody's name to it, r rt'garcl it ns a 
If:'tter of introduction from the Devil. 

t'\.er gi\'e a man your name unless yon are 
willing to trust him \'.Ïth your reputation. 
There seem nowadays to he two sources 
of lih'rary inspiration, - fuilless of mind. 
and emptiness of pocket. 
T am often Rtruck, especial1y in reading 
J\Jontail!ne, with the obviousness a.wl fa- 
nliliarity of a great writcr's thoughts, and 
the freshness they gain because saitl hy 
him. 'l'he truth is, we naix their greatness 
with all they say and give it our best at- 
tention. Johannes Faber sic cogitavit, 
v. ould be no enticing l'reface to a book, 
but an accredited name gi\es crerlit like 
the !;i
natnre of a note of hand. I t is the 
aclvanta
e of fame that it i
 always priv- 
il(>
{'(i to take the world by the button, 
and a thing is weightier for 
hakespeare's 
utterin
 it by the whole amount of his 
personali t y. . 
It is sin
ular how impatient men are 
with overpraise of others, how patient 
with overpraise of themselves; and yet the 
one tlot's them no injury, while the other 
may be their ruin. 
Peorle are apt to confol1nrl mere alert- 
nf'SS 0. mind with attention. The one is 
but the ft.) ing ahroa(l of all the faculties 
to the ol'(-'n rloor.; and windows nt every 
pa!-.:o..ing rumor; the other is the concen- 
tration of everyone of them in a sin- 

le focus, a.<i in the alchemist over his 
alembic at the moment of expected pro- 
jection. Attention is the 
tutr that mCIll- 
ory is made of, &1JÙ memory is accumu- 
lated geniu
. 
Do not look for the )[illl'nnium as im- 
minent. Oz.c generation is apt to get all 
tht.' wear it call out of the ca:.t clothes of 
the l
t. and is always slIre to use U \ ) every 
raJin
 of the old fence th.1t will hoh a nail 
III building the new. 


You suspect a kinel or '.anit
. in my 
gent'ulogical enthu..ia..m. Perhaps you are 
right; I'lit it is a unh ersal foible. ".hcre it 
dop'i not show its >if in a 1't.'r1,onal ntill pri- 
vate way, it hc('omps pulilic aUlI 
rt'
arious. 
\Ve flatter our
elves in the Pil
rilll Fathers, 
and the \. irginian off
hoot of a transportetl 
convict swells with the f.Lncy of a camlier 
ance
try. Pride of Lirth, I ha\e notkeel, 
takes t\\O forms. One complacently trac'c'I 
himself up to a coronet; another, defiantly, 
to a lapstolle. The scntiment is prec-i..ely 
thf> same in both cases, only that one i!'l 
the positive aUlI the other the negative 
pole of it. 


Seeing a goat the other day kneeJing in 
ordcr to grale with less trouble, it f\cemeel 
to me a type of the common notion uf 
prayer. 
Iost people are reaely enough to 
go clo" n on their knees for materi.al hle

. 
ings, but how few for those spiritual gifts 
which alone are an answer to our ori
ons, 
if we but knew it ! 


Some people, nowaelays, seem to have 
hit UpOIl a new morali/ation of the moth 
anti thc candle. They wou1<l lock up the 
light of Tntth, lest poor Psyche should 
put it out in her etfort to draw nigh to it. 


No. X. 


}IR. BOSE..\. BIGLOW TO THE EDITOR 
OF THE ATLA
TIC 
IONTHLY. 


DFAR RIR,- Your letter come to han' 
Ue(}llestin' me to pll>a.se be funny; 
Rut I ain't made upon a plan 
Thet knows wut's comin', gall or 
hOIll>Y : 
Ther' 's times the world doos look so 
qu 'cr, 
OcM till1des come afore I call 'em; 
An' then agin, for half a }"ear, 
K 0 prt'acher 'thout a call's more 
solemn. 


You 'rf' 'n want 0' sunthin' light an' cute, 
U.attlin' an' shrewd an' kin' 0' jingle. 
ish, 
An' wish, Pl'rvi<lin' it 'ould suit, 
I 'd take an' citify my Ellglbh. 
I kf'1t write long-tailt'tl, ef I l'le.
(',- 
But wllt'n I 'Ill jokin', no, I thankee ; 
Then, 'fore 1 know it, my idees 
Hun helter-shelter into Yankee. 
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Sence I begun to scribhle rhyme, 
I tell )'e wut, I hain't ben [oolin' ; 
The parson's books, life, death, an' time 
Hev took some trouble with my 
schoolin' ; 
Nor th' airth don't git put out with me, 
Thet love her' z though she wuz a 
woman; 
'Vhy, th' ain't a bird upon the tree 
But half forgives my bein' human. 


An' yit I love th' unl1ighschooled wa)T 
01' farmers hed when I wuz younger; 
Their talk wnz meatier, an' 'ou]d stay, 
While book-froth seems to whet your 
hunger; 
For pnttin' in a downright lick 
'twixt Humbug's eyes, ther' 's few 
can metch it, 
An' then it helves my thoughts ez slick 
Ez stret-grained hickory doos a 
hetchet. 


But when I can't, I can't, tllet 's all, 
For N atur' won't put up with gullin' ; 
Idees you hev to shove an' haul 
Like a dl'UV pig ain't wuth a mullein: 
Live thoughts ain't sent for; thru all 
rifts 
0' sense they pour an' resh ye on- 
wards, 
Like rivers when south-lyin' drifts 
Feel thet th' old airth 's a-wheelin' 
sunwards. 


Time wuz, the rhymes come crowdin' 
thick 
Ez office-seekers arter 'lection, 
An' into ary place 'ould stick 
"\Vithout no bother nor objection; 
But sence the war my thoughts hang 
back 
Ez tbough I 
an ted to enlist 'em, 
An' subs'tutes, - they don't never lack, 
But then they'11 slope afore you've 
mist 'em. 


N othin' don't seem like wnt it wuz ; 
I can't see wut there is to hemler, 
An' yit my brains jes' go buzz, buzz, 
Like bumblebees agin a winder; 
'fol'e these times come, in all airth's 
row, 
Ther' wuz one quiet place, my head in, 
'Vhere I could hide an' think: - but 
now 
It's all one teeter, hopin', dreadin'. 


"There's Peare? I start, some clear- 
blown night, 
When gaunt stone walls arow nUll1b 
, 1 0 
an nUln WI', 
.An', creak in' 'cross the !mow-crns' w}lite, 
'Valk the col' starli<rht into snmmpr . 
Up grows the moon, a71' swell by swell ' 
'rIll'U tbe pale pastnrs silvers 
limmer 
Than the last sl1li1e thet strives to ten 
0' love gone heavenward in its shim- 
mer. 


I hev ben glaùùer 0' spch things 
Than cocks 0' spring or bees o' c1m y er, 
They fiHe(l my heart with 1ivin' spl'ings, 
But now they seem to freeze' em over' 
Sights innercellt ez babe's on knee, , 
Peaceful ez eyes 0' pastnr'd cattle, 
J es' coz they bè so, seem to me 
fro rile me more with thoughts 0' 
battle. 


In-doors an' out by spel1s I try; 
.1\la'am Natur' keeps her spin-wheel 
goin' , 
But leaves my natnr' stiff and. dry 
Ez fiel's 0' clover arter mowin' ; 
An' her jes' keepin' on the same, 
Calmer 'n a clock, an' never carin', 
An' findin' nary thing to blame, 
Is wus than ef she took to swearin'. 


Snow-flakes come whisperin' on the 
pane . 
The charm makes blazin' logs so 
pleasant, 
But I can't hark to wut they're say'u', 
"'''ïth Grant or Sherman oUers pres- 
ent. 
The chimbieys shudder in the gale, 
Thet lulls, then suddin takes to flap. 
pin' 
Like a shot hawk, but all's ez stale 
1'0 me ez so much sperit-rappin'. 


Under the yaIler-pines I house, 
'Vhen sunshine makes' em all sweet. 
scented, 
An' hear among their fUITY boughs 
'rhe b-;'lskill' west-wind pnrr con. 
ten ted, 
'Vhile 'way o'erhead, ez sweet an' low 
Ez distant bells thet ring for meetill\ 
The wedged wiI' geese their buglé
 
blow, 
Further an' further South l.etreatin'. 
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Or np the s1ipp('ry knoh J strain 
An' Sf>e a 111111clrf'd hills like i
lan's 
Lift their lIlue wood" in broken chain 
Out 0' the Sf>n 0' snowy silcncf' ; 
The farm-smokes, swcetes' sight on 
airth, 
Slow thru tJ}(> ,\ÏntC'r air a-shrinkin' 
Seem kin' 0' s.tÙ, an' roun' the hearth 
Of empty placf's set me thinkin'. 


nf'RVf>r roars hoars(' with mf'ltin' snows, 
An' roUlf's di'mon's fWIn his granite; 
TinH' \"lIZ, he sllatclwd away my prose, 
An' into psalms or satires ran it; 
Rut he, nor all the rest tlwt once 
Starh.d my blood to country-dances, 
('all.t set me goin' more 'n a dunce 
Thet hain't no use for ùreams an' 
fancies. 


Rat-tat-tat-tattle thru the street 
I Ilf'ar the drumnlPrs makin' riot, 
An' I set thinkin' 0' the feet 
Thf't rollered once an' now are quiet,- 
'Yhitf' feet ez snowdrops innercent, 
Thet nevt'r knoweù the paths 0' Sa tan, 
,V hose cOIn in' step ther' '8 ears thet 
'Won't, 
1\ 0, not lifelong, leave off awaitil1'. 


''fllY, hain't T held 'em on my knee 1 
Did n't I 100"e to Sf'e 'em growin', 
Thrf'e likely lads ez wal could be, 
Hahnsome an' brave an' not tn 
knowin' 
 
I s('t an' look into the blaze 
,rhose natur', jes' like theirn, keeps 
cJim hi 11' , 
Ez long 'z it li,.es, in shinin' ways, 
An' hetlf llespise myself for rhymin'. 
'rut's words to them whose faith an' 
truth 
On "Tar's red techstone rang true 
metal, 
".ho ventpred lift> an' love an' youth 
}<'or tlH' grf't prizc 0' death in battle 1 
To him who, .leacHy hurt, ag(>n 
Flashed on afore the ehar
c's thunder, 
Tippin' with firc the bolt of nwn 
'filet riveù the Hebellille asnnder 1 


'T ain't ri
ht to hev t1)f' young go rust, 
All throhbill' full 0' gifts au' graces 
Leaviu' life's pau}l('rs dry ez dust ' 
'1'0 try au' make b'1icve Jill their 
l)laces : 


N otllÌn' but tens us wut we miss, 
Ther' '8 gaps our lives Cclu't nc"er fay 
in, 
An' filet worM seems so fur from thi
 
L'f' for us loafers to grow gray in ! 
.My eyes cloud up for rain; my month 
'rill take to twitch ill' roun' the cor. 
ners ; 
I pity mothers, tu, down South, 
.For all they sot among the scornc>rs: 
I 'd sooller take my chance to stan' 
At Jeùgment where your meanest 
sIn vc is, 
Than at God's bar 1101' up a han' 
Ez ùripl'iu' reù ez )"ourn, J elf Davis! 


Come, Peace! not like a mourner bowell 
For honor lost an' dear ones wasted, 
But prouù, to meet a penplc proud, 
"ïth eyes thet tell 0' triumph ta
teù ! 
Come, with han' grippin' on the hilt, 
An' step thet proves ye Yictory's 
ùaughter! 
Longin' for you, our sperits wilt 
Like shipwrecked men's on mf's for 
water. 


Come, whilf' our country feels the lift 
Of a gret instinct Sh01.1tin' forwarùs, 
..Au' knows thet freeùom ain't a gift 
Thet tarries long in han's 0' cowards! 
Come, sech ez mothers prayed for, when 
They kissed their cross with lips thet 
quivered, 
An' bring fair wages for brave men, 
A nation saved, a race delivered! 


No. XI. 
)IR. HOSEA BTGLO'V'S SPEECH IX 
MARCH l\IEETIXG. 


TO THE EDITOR OF THE ATLAXTIC 
MOXTHL Y. 


JAALAY, AprilS, ISGô. 


::\Iy DEAR SIR,- 
(an' noticin' by your kh"er thet you're 
some dearer than \\"ut yon \VUl, I enclose 
the deffrence) I dunno ez J know jest ho\v 
to intertlroce this las' penluction of my 
mews, ez Parson 'Villber allus called 'em, 
which is goin' to be the last an' ,<;(n.," the 
last 011 less sunthin' pertikler sh'tl interfear 
which I ùon't expec' lier I wun't yielù tu 
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ef it wuz ez pres
in' ez a deppity Shiriff. 
Sellce Mr. \Vilhur's disease I hey n't hed 
no one thet could dror out my talons. 
He ust to kind 0' wine me up an' set the 
pellderlum agoin' an' then somehow I 
seemed to go on tick as it wear tell I run 
down, but the noo minister ain't of the 
same hrewin' nor I can't seem to git ahohl 
of no kine of hnming nater in him hnt sort 
of slide rite off as you du on the ee(lge of 
a mow. .l\1innysteeril natur is wal enough 
an' a site better'n most other kines I 
know on, but the other sort sech as \Vel- 
bor hed wnz of the Lord's makin' an' nat- 
erally more wondertle an' sweet tastin' 
leastways to me so fur as heerd from. He 
used to inten100ce 'em smooth ez ile 
athout sayin' nothin' in pertickler an' I 
misdoubt he did n't set so much by the 
see'nd Ceres as wut he done by the Fnst, 
fact, he let on onet thet his mine misgive 
bim of a sort of fallin' off in spots. He 
wuz as outspoken as a norwester he WHZ, 
but I tole him I hope(l the fall wuz from 
so high up thet a feller could ketch a good 
many times fust afore comin' bunt onto 
the ground as 1 see .Jethro C. Swett from 
the meetin' house steeple up to th' olll 
perrish, an' took up for dead hut he's 
ali\'e now an' spry as wut you be. Turn- 
in' of it over I reecleeted how they ust to 
}Hlt wut they called Argymunce onto the 
frunts of poymns, like poorches afore 
housen whare you could rest ye a spell 
whilst you wuz concludin' whether you '<1 
go in or nut espeshully ware tha wuz dar- 
ters, though I most allus found it the best 
plen to go in fust an' think afterwardli an' 
the gals likes it best tu. I duo as speech is 
ever bez any argimunts to 'em, I never see 
none thet hetl an' I guess they never tIu 
but tha must allus be a B'ginnin' to every- 
thin' athout it is Etarnity so I '11 begin 
}'ite away an' anybody may put it afore 
any of his speeches ef it soots an' welcome. 
I don't claim no paytellt. 


THE ARGY::\IUNT. 
Interdueshin, w'ich may be skipt. Be- 
gins by talkin' about himself: thet 's jest 
natur au' most gin'ally allus pleasin', I 
b'leeve I've notist, to one of the cnmpany, 
au' thet 's more than wut yon can say of 
most speshes of talkin'. Nex' comes the 
gittin'the goodwill of the Oljnnee by let- 
tin' 'em gether from wut you kind of ex'- 
dentally let drop thet they air aùout Ea<.;t, 
A one, an' no mistaik, skare 'em up an' 
take '
m as they rise. Spring intenlooeeli 
with a tiew approput flours. Sl'each 
finally begins witch nobuùdy need n't feel 
obolygated to read as 1 never read 'em an' 


never shell this one ag'in. Sn 'hjick staited; 
expanded; clelayte(l; extended. Pump 
lively. Subjick staited agÏn so's to avide 
all mistaiks. GinnIe remarks; contin- 
ooed; kerried on ; pushed furtler ; kiwI 0' 
gin out. Su 1.Jjick re-staited; dielootecl; 
stirre(l up permiscoous. Pump ag'in. 
Gits back to where he sot out. Can't 
seem to stay thaiI'. Ketches into 1\1r. Sea- 
ward's hair. Breaks loose ag'in an' staits 
his su bjick; stretches it; turns it; folds 
it; onfohls it ; foMs it ag'in so's 't no one 
can't find it. Argoos with an imedginary 
bean thet ain't alou<l to say nothin' in re- 
pleye. Gives him a real goo(l dressin' an' 
is settysfide he's rite. Gits into .10Imson's 
hair. No use tryin'to git into his hea(l. 
Gives it up. Hez to stait his suhjick 
ag'in ; doos it ba
k'ards, si(leways, eewl- 
ways, criss-cross, bevellin', noways. Gits 
finally red on it. Concloods. Concloods 
more. Reads some xtrax. Sees hiç; sub- 
jick a-nosin' r011l1<l arter him ag'in. Tries 
to avide it. Wun't duo ..ðlisstates it. 
Can't conjectur' no other plawsahle way of 
stay tin' on it. Tries pump. No fx. Fine- 
ly concloods to concloo(l. Yeels the flore. 
You kin spall an' punctooate thet as 
you }.Jlease. I allus do, it kind of puts a 
noo soot of close onto a word, thisere fun- 
attick spellin' doos an' takes 'em out of 
the prissen dress they wail' in the Dixon- 
ary. Ef I squeeze the cents out of 'em 
it's themaillthing.an. wut they wuz 
made for; wut 's left's jest pummis. 
Mistur Wilbur sez he to me ouet, sez 
he, "Hosee," sez he, "in litterytoor the 
only good thing is N atur. It 's amazin' 
hard to come at," sez he, "but onct glt it 
an' you've gut every thin'. \Vut's the 
sweetest small on airth 1" sez he. " Noo- 
mone hay," sez I, pooty hresk, for he wnz 
allus hankerin' round in hayin'. " Naw- 
thin' of the kine," sez he "My leetle 
Huldy's breath;' sez I ag'in. "You're 
a goo(llad," sez he, his eyes sort of ripplin' 
like, for he lost a babe onet nigh about 
her age, - "you're a good la(l; hut 't 
ain't thet nuther," sez he. "Ef yon want 
to know," sez he, "open yonI' wimler of a 
mOrIlin' et ary season, and YOll'll larn 
thet the best of perfooms is jest fresh air, 
fresh air," sez he, emphy
izin', "athout 
no mixtur. Thet 's wut I call natur in 
writin', and it bathes my lungs and washes 
'em sweet whenever I git a whiff on 't," 
sez he. I offen tl1Ínk 0' thet when I set 
down to write, but the winders air so ept 
to git stuck, au' breakin' a pane costs 
sunthin'. 
Y ourn for the last time, 
Nut to be continooed, 
HOSEA BIGLOW. 
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I 


I nOX'T much s'pose, hows'ever I should 
pIen it, 
I could git boosted into th' House or 
SeJ1llÌt, - 
Nut while the two legged gab-machine 's 
so plenty, 
'nablin' one man to du the talk 0' 
twenty; 
I'm one 0' them thet finds it mther 
hard 
To mannyfactur' wisdom by tlu
 yard, 
An' maysure off, accord in' to demand, 
The l )iecf'-goodS el'kence that I keep on 
lanù, 
The same ole pattern runnin' thru an' 
thrn, 
An' nothin' bnt the customer thet's 
new. 
J sometimes think, the fnrder on I go, 
Thet it gits harder to feel sure 1 know, 
An' when I've sl.ttled my idees, I find 
't warll't I sheereù most in makin' up 
my mind; 
't \Vuz this an' t11et an' t' other thing 
thet done it, 
Sunthin' in th' air, I could n' seek nor 
shun it. 
ltlos' folks go off so quick now in dis- 
cussion, 
All th' ole flint locks seems altered to 
perCUSSIOn, 
""hilst I in agin' sometimes git a hint, 
Thet I'm percussion changm' back to 
flint; 
"..<tI, ef it's so, I ain't agoin' to werrit, 
For th' ole Queen's-arm bez this pertickler 
merit, - 
It gives the mind a hahnsome wedth 0' 
margin 
To kin' 0' make its will afore dischargin' : 
I can't make out but jest one ginnle 
rn Ie, - 
:K 0 man llf'ed go an' make himself a fool, 
l' or jedgmcnt ain't like mutton, thet 
can't bear 
Cook ill' tu long, nor be took up tu rare. 


Ez I wuz say'n', I hain't no chance to 
speak 
So's 't all the country dreads me onct a 
week, 
But I've consiù'ble 0' thet sort 0' head 
Thet sets to home a.n' thinks \\"ut might 
be s:\id, 
The seuse thet grows an' werrits under- 
ueath, 
Comill' belated like your wi
llom-teeth, 
. 19 


An' git 
o el'kent, sometimes, to my 
gardin 
Thet I don' vally public life a fardin'. 
Our Parson \\ïlbur (blessin's on his 
head !) 
'mongst other stories of ole times he hed, 
Talked of a feller thet rehearsed his 
sprt>aùs 
Beforchan' to his rows 0' kebbige-heat1s, 
(Ef't war n't Demossenes, I guess 't wuz 
Sisro, ) 
Appealin' fust to thet an' then to this 
row, 
Accordin' ez he thought thet his idees 
Thcir diff'runt ev'riges 0' brains 'ould 

lease ; 
U An ," sez the Parson, U to hit right, 
you must 
Git used to maysurin' your hearers fust; 
For, take my word for't, when all '8 
come an' pa5t, 
The kebbige-heaùs'11 cair the day ct 
last ; 
Th' ain't bcn a meetin' sence the \\"01'1' 
begun 
But they made (raw or biled ones) ten 
to -one." 


I've anus fonn' 'em, I aHow, 
ence then 
About ez good for talkin' to ez men; 
They '11 take edvice, like other folks, to 
keep, 
(To use it 'ould be hold in' on 't tu 
cheap, ) 
They listen wal, don' kick up when rOll 
scold 'em, 
An' efthey 've tongues, hev sense enough 
to hold 'em; 
Though th' ain't no denger we shall lose 
the breed, 
I gin'lly keep a score or so for seed, 
An' when my sappiness gits spry in 
spring, 
So's 't my tongue itcbes to run on full 
swing, 
I fin' 'em ready-planted in 1tlarch- 
meetin' , 
\Varm ez a lyceum-audience in their 
greetin', , 
Au' pleased to hear my spoutin' frum 
the fence,- 
Comin', ez 't doos, entirely free 'f ex- 
pense. 
This year I made the foUerin' observa- 
tions 
Extrump'ry, like most other tri'!s 0' 
l'aticlll'e, 
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An', no reportf'rs hein' sent express 
To work their abstra("'s up into a mess 
Ez like th' orillg'nal ez a woodcut pidur' 
Thet chokes the life out like a boy-con- 
strictor, 
I've writ 'em out, an' so avide all 
jeal'sies 
'twixt J
ollseI
se 0' my own an' some 
one s else s. 


(X. B. Reporters gin'lly git a hint 
To make dull OJjunces seem 'live in 
111"in t, 
An', ez I hey t' report myself, I vum, 
I '11 put th' applauses where they'd 
Ollglt' to come !) 
1.IY FELl.ER KEBBIGE-HEADS, who look 
so green, 
I vow to gracious thet ef I could dreen 
'fhe world of aU its hearers but jest you, 
't would leave 'bout all tha' is wuth 
talkin' to, 
An' you, my ven'able or frien's, thet show 
Upon your crowns a sprinklin' 0' 
larch 
snow, 
Ez ef mild Time had christened every 
sense 
For wisdom's church 0' second innocence, 
Nut Age's winter, no, no sech a thing, 
But jest a kin' 0' slippin' -back 0' 
spring, - [Sev'ril noses ùlowed. j 
"\Ve 've gathered here, ez ushle, to decide 
Which is the Lord's an' which is Satan's 
side, 
Coz aU the good or evil thet can beppen 
Is 'long 0' which on 'ern you choose for 
Cappen. [Cries 0' .. Thet 's so ! "J 
A prul 's corne back ; the swellin' buds of 
oak 
Dim the fur hillsides with a purplish 
smoke; 
The brooks are loose an', singing to be 
seen, 
(Like gals,) make all the hollers soft an' 
green ; 
The birùs are here, for all the season's 
late; 
They take the sun's height an' don' 
never wait; 
Soon 'z he officially declares it's spring 
Their light hearts lift 'em on a north. 
'ard wing, 
An'th' ain't an acre, fur ez you can hear, 
Can't by the music tell the time 0' year; 
But thet white ùove Carl illY scareù away, 


Five 
'ear ago, jes' sech an Aprul day; 
Peace, that we hoped 'unld come an' 
huild last year 
An' coo by every housedoor, is n't 
here, - 
No, nor wun't ,never be, for all our jaw, 
Till we're ez brave in pol'tics ez in war! 
o Lord, ef folks wuz maùeso 's 't they 
could see 
The begnet-pint there is to an idee! 
[
cnsation.] 
Ten times the danger in 'em th' is in 
steel; 
They run your soul thru an' you never 
feel, 
But crawl about an' seem to tl}ink 
you're lh'in', 
Poor shells 0' men, nut wnth the Lonl's 
forgivin', 
Till you come bunt ag'in a real live feet, 
An' go to pieces when you'ù ough' to 
ect! 
Thet kin' 0' begnet 's wut we're crossin' 
now, 
An' no man, fit to llevvigate a scow, 
'oulù stan' expectin' help from Kingdom 
Come, 
\Vhile t' other side druv tlieir cold iron 
home. 


My frien's, you never gethered from my 
mouth, 
No, nut one word ag'in the South ez 
South, 
Nor th' aiu't a livill' man, white, brown, 
nor black, 
Glaùder'n wut I should be to take 'em 
back ; 
But all I ask of Uncle Sam is fust 
To write up on his door, "No goods on 
trust " ; 
[Cries of .. Thet 's the ticket! "] 
Give us cash down in ekle laws for all, 
An' they'll be snug inside afore lWX' fall. 
Give wut they ask, an' we shell hey 
Jamaker, 
\Yuth minus some consid'able an acre; 
Gi ve . wut they need, an' we shell git 
'fore long 
A nation all one piece, rich, peacefle, 
strong; 
Make 'em Amerikin, an' they'll bf'gin 
To love their country ez they loved their 
sin; 
Let 'em stay Southun, an' you've kep' 
a sore 
Ready to fester ez it done afore. 
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:K 0 mortle' man ('an boast of rf'rfic' vi,>inn, 
JJut the oue moleMin' thmg is 11llIe- 
ci:-.ion, 
An' th' ain't no futur' for tbe man nor 

tatc . 
Thf't out of j-u-s-t can't sp('B great. 
Some folks 'ould call thct reddikle ; do 
yOU 1 
'T w
s commonsense afore the war wuz 
t h 1'1.1 . 
Thct loatl
d all our guns an' made 'em 
speak 
So's 't Europe heared 'em cIearn acrost 
the crrek ; 
"They're drivin' 0' their spiles down 
now," spz slw, 
"To the hard grennit 0' God's fust 
idee; 
Ef the}" reach thet, Democ'cy need n't 
ft>ar _ 
The tallest airthquakes u.:e can git up 
here. " 
Some call 't insultin' to ask ary pledge, 
An' say 't will only set their teeth on 
edge, 
But folks you've jest licked, fur 'z I 
ever see, 
Are 'bout ez mad 'z they wal know how 
to be ; 
It 's b('tter than the Rebs themselves 
expected 
'fore they see Uncle Sam wilt down 
henpected ; 
Be kind 'z you please, but rustly make 
things fast, 
For \}lain Truth's all the kindness thet 
II last ; 
Ef treason is a crimp, ez some folks say, 
How could we puubh it a milder way 
Than ::;a,yill' to 'em, "Brethren, lookee 
here, 
"T e'll jes' divide things with ye, sheer 
au' sheer, 
An sence buth come 0' pooty strong- 
backed daddies, 
You take the Darkies, ez we've took 
the Paùdies ; 
Ign'ant an' poor we took 'em by the 
hand, 
An' they're the bones an' sinners 0' the 
land. " 
I ain't 0' them thet fancy there's a loss 
on 
Every invps'ment thet don't start from 
Bos' on ; 
But I know this: our money's safest 
trusted 


In snnthin', rorne wut will, thet can', 
he Lustl'd, 
An' thet 's tlw oM AnH'rikin ic1pe, 
To make a man a 
lan an' let him be. 
[Gret ßl'l'l:mse.] 
Ez for their r:yalty, don't take a goad 
to 't, 
But I do' want to block their only roaù 
toOt 
By lettin' 'em believe thet they cnn git 
.MOl"'n wut they lost, out of our little 
wit: 
I tell ye 
.ut, I 'm 'fraid we'll ddf' to 
leeward 
'thout we can put more stiffenin' into 
Seward . 
He seems to think Columny '<1 bf'tteT c('t 
Like a scared widder with a boy stiff. 
I)('ckt'd 
Thet stomps an' swears he wun't come 
in to supper; 
She mus' set up for him, ez weak ez 
'ru pper, 
hepl'in' the Constitootion on to warm, 
Tell hf' 'II eccept her 'polohries in form: 
The I1t:'ighl)Qrs tell her he's a cross- 
graineù cuss 
Thet needs a hidin' 'fore he comes to 
wus; 
" K 0," sez Ma Seward, "he's ez good 
'z the best, 
All he '
:aIlts now is sugar-plums an' 
rest ; 
"He sarsed my Pa," sez one; "He 
stoned my son," 
Another eùùs. " 0, Wit}, 't wuz jest his 
fun. " 
"He trieù to shoot our 'C"nc1e Sam well 
dead." 
" 'T wuz only trvin' a noo gun he lIed." 
"'Val, an we ask's to heY it understood 
You'll take his gun away from him for 
good ; 
"T e don't, wal, nut exac'ly, like his 
play, 
Seein' he alIus kin' 0' shoots onr way. 
You kill your fatted calves to no gooù 
eCllù, 
'thout his fust sayin', 'l\Iother, I hev 
sinned ! ' " 
[" Amen! " frum Deac'n Greenleaf] 


The Prt:'s'ùullt lie thinks tIlet the slick- 
e:,t plan 
'ould be t' allow thet he's our on'y 
man, 
An' thet we fit thm all t1tet dreffle war 
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J es' for bis private glory an' eclor ; 
"Nobody ain't a Union man," sez lie, 
"'thOllt he agrees, thru thick an' thin, 
with me; 
'Var n't Andrew Jackson's 'nitials jes' 
like mine? 
An' ain't thet sunthin like a rigbt 
divine 
To cut up ez kentenkerous ez I please, 
An' treat your Congress like a Ílest 0' 
fleas? " 
"T aI, I expec' the People would n' 
care, if 
The question now wuz tech in' bank or 
ta ri ff, 
But I conclude they've 'bout made up 
their mind 
This ain't the fittest time to go it blind, 
Nor these ain't metters thet with pol- 
'tics swings, 
But goes 'way down amongst the roots 
0' things; 
Coz Sumner talked 0' whitewashin' one 
day 
Theywun't let four years' war be throwed 
away. 
"Let the South hev her rights 1" They 
say, "Thet's yon! 
But nut greb hold of other folks's tu." 
'Yho owns this country, is it they or 
Andy 1 
Leastways it ough' to be the People and 
he; 
Let him be senior pardner, ef he's so, 
But !et them kin' 0' smuggle in ez Co ; 
. [Laughte
J 
Did he diskiver it? Consid'ble numbers 
Think thet the job wuz taken by Co- 
lumbus. 
Did he set tu an' make it wut it is ? 
Ef so, I guess the One-.Man-power hez 
riz. 
Did he put thru the rebbles, clear the 
docket, 
An' pay th' expenses out of his own 
})ocket ? 
Ef thot's the case, then every thin' I 
exes 
Is t' hev him come an' pay my ennooal 
texes. [Profound sensation.] 
Was 't he thet shou'dered all them mil- 
lion gnns ? 
Did he lose all the fathers, brothers, 
sons? 
Is this ere pop'lar gov'mellt thet we 
run 
A kin' 0' sulky, made to kerry one? 


An' is the country goin' to kn
lckle 
down 
To hev Smith sort their letters'stid 0' 
Brown? 
'Vho wuz the 'Nited States 'fore Rich. 
mon' fell 1 
Wuz the South needfle their full name 
to spell ? 
An' can't we spell it in thet sh01t-han' 
- way 
Till th' underpinnin' 's settled so's to 
stay? 
Who cares for the Resolves of '61, 
Thet tripd to coax an airth(l'lake with a 
bun 1 
Hez act'ly nothin' taken place sence 
then 
To larn folks they must hendle feets 
like men? 
Ain't th'is the true p'int 1 Did the Rebs 
aceep' 'em ? 
Ef nut, whose fault is 't thet we hev n't 
kep 'em? 
War n't there two sides 1 an' don't it 
stend to reason 
Thet this week's 'Nited States ain't las' 
'\leek's treason? 
When all these sums is done, with 
nothin' missed, 
An' nut afore, this school '11 be dis.. 
missed. 


I knowed ez wal ez though I'd seen 't 
with eyes 
Thet when the war wuz over copper'd 
rise, 
An' thet we'd hcv a loile-up in our 
kettle 
't would need Leviathan's whole skin 
to settle: 
I thought 't would take about a genera. 
tion 
'fore we could wal bpf,rÏn to be a nation, 
But I allow I never did imegine 
't would be our Pres'dullt thet 'oulù 
dri \'e a wedge in 
To keep the split from closin' ef it could, 
An' healin' over with new wholesome 
wood; 
For th' a.in't no chance 0' healin' while 
they think 
Thet la.w an' gov'ment 's only printer's 
ink . 
I mus' 
onfess I thank him for dis. 
coverin' 
The curus way in which the States are 
sovereign; 
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They ain't nut fJuite enough so to rebel, 
l
llt, when the)" tin' it's ,.ostly to raise 
h-, [.\ groan fl'o/ll Dc<,("u G.] 
1\ Y hy, tllt'n, for jes' the 
allle supcrl'th'e 
rC'<l::iO n 
They're 'lI:ost too much so to be tetc1wlI 
for treason ; 
They can't go out, but ef they somehow 
dil, 
Their sovcrcignty don't noways go out 
tu. 
The Rta'te goes out, the sovereignty don't 

tir, 
But 
tays to kpep the door ajar for her. 
He thinks secpssion never took '(')]1 out, 
An' IIIchhy he's correc', but I rnbùouht; 
l
f they war n't out, then why, '11 the 
uanw 0' sin, 
Make all this row 'bout lett
ll' of 'em 
in ! 
In law, p'r'aps nut; but there's a dif- 
fureuce, ruther, 
Betwixt yonI' lllOther-'n-law an' real 
11Iother. [Ocrisivc cheers.] 
An' 1, for one, shall wish they'd all 
been SOIll,'Cl'CS, 
Long 'z U. S. Texes are sech reg'lar 
comers. 
But, 0 my patience! must we. wriggle 
back 
Into th' ole crooked, pettyfoggin' track, 
"'hen our artil'ry-wheels a road hev cut 
Stret to onr purpose ef we keep the rut 1 
'Var'8 jes' dead waste excep' to wipe the 
slate 
Clean for the cyph'rin' of some nobler 
fate. [Apl,lause.] 


Ez for df'pendin' on their oaths an' tlwt, 
't wun't bind 'cm mol' 'n the ribbin 
1'01.111' lH)' het; 
I heareli a fable once from Ot1micl 
Rtarns, 
That pints it slick ez weathcrcocks ùo 
harns : 
Onct on a time the wolves hcll certing 
rights 
InsÌ\h' the fold; they useù to sleep there 
nights. 
.An', bpin' rousins 0' tlIp dogs, they took 
Their turns et watch ill' , reg'lar ez a 
book; 
Rut somphow, when the dogs hed gut 
, aslt'cp, 
Their love 0' mutton 1.<'3t thcir love 0' 
sheep, 
Till gradiHy the sll('1'hl'r(1s com(' to see 


Things war n't agoill' ez they'd ough' 
to be ; 
So th(>y sent off a deacon to remonstrate 
Along 'th the wolves an' urge 'em to go 
on straight; 
They did n' seem to set much by the 
deacon, 
K or l'reachin' did n' cow 'em, nut to 
slwak on ; 
Fiu'ly they swore thct they'd go out 3.n' 
stay, 
An' hcv thcir fill 0' mutton every day ; 
Thcn dogs an' shepherds, after miích 
hard da 1ll111ill' , 
[Groan from Dear'n G.] 
Tumeù tn an' give 'em a tormented 
lalllmin' , 
An' scz, "Y e sha' n't go out, the mur- 
rain rot ye, 
To ket"'p 
s wastin' half our time to watch 
ye! 
But then the question come, How]Ï\'e 
togt'ther 
'thout losin' sleep, nor nary yew nor 
wether 1 
N ow th(
re wuz some dogs (noways wuth 
their keep) 
That ::;heered their cousins' tastes an' 
sheered the sheep ; 
They sez, "Be gill'rous, let 'em swear 
1"igbt in, 
.An', ef they backslide, let 'em swear 
ag'in ; 
Jes' let 'ern put on sheep-skins whilst 
they're sWf'arin' ; 
To ask for more ' ould be beyond all 
bearin'. " 01 
U Be gin'rous for yourselves, where Y01t 
're. to pay, 
Thf't 's the best prectice," sez a shep- 
herd gray; 
" Ez for tlwir oaths they wun't be wuth 
a button, 
Long 'z you don't cure 'em 0' their taste 
for mutton; 
Th' ain't hut one solid way, howe'er you 
puzzle: 
Ten they're convarted, let 'em wear a 
muzzle. " [Cries of .. Bully for rOll! "J 


I 'ye noticed thet each haIr.baked 
s('lleme's abptt('l's 
_\re in the hebbit 0' prorlucin' letters 
,r rit hy all sorts 0' never-heared-on 
fellers, 
'Lout ez oriJge'nal ez the wind in bel. 
leI'S ; 
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I've noticed, tu, it's the quack med'- 
cine gits 
(An' needs) the grettest heaps 0' stiffy- 
kits; [Two apothekeries goes out.] 
Now, sence lIef off creepin' on all fours, 
] hain't ast no man to endorse my course; 
It's full ez cheap to be your o\\n endor- 
ser, 
An' ef I've made a cup, I'll fin' the 
saucer; 
But I've some letters here Crom t' other 
side, 
An' them's the sort thet helps me to 
decide ; 
Tell me for wut the copper-comp'nies 
hanker, 
An' I '11 tell you jest where it's safe to 
anchor. [Faint 11Ïss.] 
Fus'ly the HOll'ble ß. O. Sawin writes 
Thet for a spell he could n' sleep 0' 
nights, 
Puzzlill' which side wus preudentest to 
pin to, 
'Vhich wuz th' ole homestead, which the 
temp'ry leauto; 
Et fust he jedged 't would right-side-up 
his pan 
To come out ez a 'ridge'nal Union man, 
" But 110W," he sez, " I ain't nut quite 
so fresh ; 
The winnin' horse is goin' to be Secesh : 
You might, las' spring, hev easly walked 
the course, 
'{ol'e we cOlltrived to doctor th' union 
horse ; 
Now we're the ones to walk aroun' the 
nex' track : 
J est you take hold an' read the foIl erin' 
extrac', 
Out of a letter I received last week 
From an ole frien' thet never sprnng a 
leak, 
A N othun Dem' crat 0' th' ole J arsey 
blue, 
Born copper-sheathed an' copper-fastened 
tu. " 


" These four years past it hez been tough 
To say which side a feller went for; 
Guideposts all gone, roads mudùy 'n' 
rough, 
An' notliin' duin' wut 't wuz meant for; 
Pickets a-firin' left an' right, 
Both sides a lettin' rip et sight, - 
Life war n't wuth hardly l'ayin' rent for. 
ce Columby gut her back up so, 
It war n't no use a-tryin' to stop her, - 


'Yar's emptin's rHed her very dougl1 
(1n' ma(le it rise an' act improper; 
t WU7. full ez much ez I could du 
To jes' lay Iowan' worry thru, 
'thout hevin' to sell out my copper. 


" Afore the war your mod'rit men 
Could set an' sun 'em on the fences, 
Cyph'rin' the chances up, an' then 
Jump off which way bes' paid ex p enses' 
S ' ' 
ence, t wus so resky ary way, 
I did n't hardly darst to say 
I 'greed with Paley's Evidences. 
[Groan from Deac'n G.] 


" Ask 'Mac ef tryin' to set the fence 
War n't like hein' rid upon a rail on't, 
Heatlin' YOllr party with a sense 
0' bein' tipjint in the tail on't, 
And tryin' to think thet, on the whole, 
Yon kin' 0' quasi own your soul 
'Vhen Belmont's gut a bill 0' sale on 't , 
[Three cheers for Grant and Sherman.] 


"Come peace, I sposed thet folks 'ould 
like 
Their pol'tics done ag'in by proxy 
Give their noo loves the bag an' strike 
A fresh trade with their reg'lar doxy; 
But the drag's broke, now slavery's 
gone, 
An' there's gret resk they'll blunder on, 
Ef they ain't stopped, to real Democ'cy. 


"'Ve 've gnt an awful row to hoe 
In this 'ere job 0' reconstructin'; 
.Folks dunno skurce which way to go, 
'Vhere th' ain't some boghole to be 
ducked in ; 
Rut one thing's clear; there is a crack, 
Ef we pry hard, 'twixt white an' black, 
'Vhere the old makebate can be tucked 
in. 


"No white man sets in airth's broad 
aisle 
Thet I ain't willin' l' own ez l)rother, 
An' ef he's heppened to strike ile, 
I dunno, fin'ly, but I 'el ruther; 
An' Paddies, long 'z they vote all right, 
Though they ain't jest a nat'ral white, 
I hold one on 'em good 'z another. 
[Applause.] 


"Wut is tlwre 1ef' I 'd like to know, 
Ef 't ain't the difference 0' color, 
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To kc('p np 8plf-rf'
p(,c' an' show 
The human l1atur' of a fnllah 1 
,y ut good in beill' white, ollless 
It '8 fixt.d by law, nut lef' to guess, 
That we are smarter an' they duller 1 


" Ef we're to IH'v our ekle rights, 
't wun't du to 'low no compt.tition; 
Th' ole debt doo us for hein' whites 
Ain't safe onlt'ss we stop th' emission 
0' these noo notes, whose sl'f'cie base 
Js human natur', 'thout no tra.ce 
O' shape, nor color, nor comlition. 
[COlltiuood al'IJlause.l 


"
o fur I'd writ :tn' could n' jpdge 
Aboarù wut boat I 'd hest take pessige, 
l\ly brains all mincemeat, 'thout no 
edg-e 
r pon ' em more than tn a sessige, 
]
ut now it seems ez though I see 
Snnthin' resf'mblin' an idee, 
Sence Johnson's speech an' veto mes- 
sage. 


"J 1ike the speed1 best, I confess, 
The logic, preudcnce, an' good taste 
on't, 
An' it '8 so mad, I nlther gness 
There's some dependence to he placed 
on 't ; [Laughter.] 
It '8 l1arrer, 1mt 'twixt you an' me, 
Ont 0' the allies 0' J. D. 
A temp'ry party can be Lased on 't. 


"Jes' to hold on tin Johnson's thm 
An' dug his Presidential grave is, 
An' then I-who knows but we could 
slew 
The country ronn' to put in - 1 
""un't some folks rare up when we pun 
Out 0' their eyes our r nion wool 
An' lam 'em wut a p'1it'cle shave is! 


"0, did it seem 'z ef Providunce 
Could ever send a secontl Tyler1 
To see the South all back to once, 


Rf'apin' t}H' spi1es 0' t11e Frf'esi1er, 
Is cute ez though an ingineer 
Should claim th' old iron for his sheer 
Coz 't was himself that bust the Lilt'r!" 
[Gret laughter.] 


Thet tens the story! Thet's wut we 
shall git 
By tryin' s(luirt
ms on the burnin' Pit; 
For the ùay never COlllf'S wht'n it 'II du 
To kick off Dooty like a worn-out shoe. 
I seem to hear a whisperin' in the air, 
A sighill' like, of unconsoled despair, 
Thet (.omes from nowhere an' from 
everywhere, 
An' seems to say, """Thy died we? war 
n't it, then, 
To settle, once for all, thet men ",uz 
men 1 
0, airth's sweet cup snetched from us 
barely tasted, 
The grave's real chill is feelin' life WHZ 
wasted! 
0, you we lef', 10ng-1ingerin' et the 
door, 
Lovin' you best, coz we loved Her the 
more, 
Thet D('ath, not we, had conquered, we 
should feel 
Ef she npon our memory turned her 
heel, 
An' nnregretful throwed ns all away 
To flaunt it in a Blind ltlan's Holiday!" 


My friell's, I've talked nigh on to long 
enough. 
I hain't 110 can to bore ye coz ye're 
tough; 
My lungs are sound, an' our own vÏce 
delights 
Our f'ars, but even kebbige-heads hez 
righ tR. 
It's the las' time thet I shell e'er ad- 
dress ye, 
But you'll soon fin' some new torment- 
or: bless ye ! 
[Tumult'ous ap})lause and cries of "Go on I" 
U Don't stop! "] 



GLOSSARY. 


.A.. 


Act'l1y, actually. 
Air, are. 
Airth, earth. 
Airy, area. 
AI.ee, area. 
Arter, after. 
Ax, ask. 


B. 


Belter, bellow. 
Bellowses, lu'ngs. 
Ben, bæu,. 
Bile, boil. 
Bimehy, by and by. 
Blurt out, to speak bluntly. 
Bust. b1l'l"st. 
Buster, (t, roiste7'ing blade; used also as a gen- 
eral superlative. 


c. 


Caird, carried. 
Caim, can-ying. 
Caleb, a turncoat. 
Cal'late, cnlculate. 
Cass, a persOl
 with two lives. 
Close, clothes. 
Cockerel. a young cock. 
Cocktail, a kind of drink; also, an ornament 
peculiar to soldiers. 
Convention, a place vJhere people are imposed 
on ; (t juggler's show. 
Coons. a cant term, for a 'IW'W defunct party; de- 
rived, perhaps, from the fact of their being 
commonly 'lIp a tree. 
Cornwallis, a sort of 7n'1tster in masq'uermle ; sup- 
posed to have had its origin soon after the 
Re\'olution, and to commemorate the surren- 
der of Lord Cornwallis. It took the place of 
the old Guy Fawkes procession. 
Crooked stick, a per'/:erse.froward person. 
Cmmle, a colonel. 
Cus. a curse; also, a pitiful fellow. 


D. 


Darsn't, used im1iscriminately, either in singu- 
lar or plural number, for d(tre not, dares 'not, 
and dared not. 
Deacon off, to give the cue to; derivel} from a 
custom, once universal. but now extind, in 
our New England Congregational churches. 
An important l'art of the offiee of deacon was 


to read aloud the hymns given met by t.he 
minister, one line at a time, the congregation 
singing each line as soon as read. 
Demmercrat. lead in', one Ï7
 favor of exte1uling 
slat/ery; a jree-tmAle lectU1'er maintained in 
the custont-house. 
Desput, desperate. 
Doos, does. 
Doughface, a contented lick-spittle; a common 
variety of Northern politician. 
Dl'or, dmw. 
Du, do. 
Dunno. dno. do not or does not k7ww. 
Dut, dirt. 


E. 


Eenrl, end. 
.Ef. if 
Emptins. yeast. 
Env'y. envoy. 
Everlasting, an intensive, without reference t. 
duration. 
Ev'y. every. 
Ez, as. 


F. 


Fenee, on the; said of one wbo baIts between 
two opinions; a trimmer. 
Fer, for. 
Ferfte, ferful, fearful; also an intensive. 
Fin'. find. 
Fish-skin, used in New England to clarify 
coffee. 
Fix. a (HffiC'/.llty, a nonplus. 
Foller, folly, to follow. 
Forrerd, forward. 
Frum, front. 
Fur, far. 
Furder, farther. 
Furrer, fu.rro1.lJ. Metaphorical1y, to draw a, 
straight furro1.lJ is to live uprightly or deco. 
ronsly. 
Fust, first. 


G. 


Gin, gave. 
Gi t, get. 
Gret. great. 
Grit, spirit. energy, pluck. 
Grout, to sulk. 
Grollty, crabbed, surly. 
Gum, to impose on. 
Gump, a foolish fellow, a dullard. 
Gut. got. 
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P. 


Red, had. 
Ht'(.I'II, heard. 
Helhllll, helm. 
Hemly, handy. 
H et, heated. 
Hev, have. 
H(.z, l/,(t8. 
11 oil, u'lwle. 
Holt, hold. 
B u f, hoof 
II u II, 1l'1wle. 
Hlllll, home. 
II \1111 hug, Gemral Taylor's antislavery. 
Hut, hurt. 


I. 


Mno, 1 do not knO'tv. 
11l'IIlY, enemy. 
lll
illes, ensigns; used to designate 'both tIle 
officer who carries the standard, and the 
standard itself. 
Inter, intu, intO'. 


J. 


J pdge, judge. 
J pst, just. 
J i lie, jOt1
. 
Jl\Jt, joint. 
J uuk, u f1"agnunt 0'/ any solid substaMe. 


K. 


Keer, care. 
]Ù>p', kept. 
KiJlock, a mall qncho-r. 
Kin', kin' 0', kinder, kind, kind ot 


L. 


Vlwth, loath. 
].ess, let's, let 11,8. 
].et da)'light into, to shoot. 
],et on, to' hint, to' confess, to OU'n. 
Lick, to heeti, to Ol'erC01ne. 
Lights, the bawels. 
Lily-pads, leaves of the 'Uxlter-lily. 
Long-sweetening, 'nwlasses. 


M. 


:Mash, marsh. 
1ttean, stingy, ill-na
ureà. 
:t\lin', 'mind. 


N. 


Nimepunce, nine pence, twelve and a half cents. 
N owers, 7I.01chere. 


o. 


Offen, often. 
Ole, ald. 
Oilers, olluz, nhoaY8. 
011, of; used before it or them, or at the end of 
a I;entence, as an't, on'em, nut ez tler 1 
hecrd an. 
On'y, only. 
O
sifer, officer (seldom heard). 


Peaked, pointed. 
Peck, to peep. 
Pickerel, the pike, afish. 
Pint, point. 
Pocket full of rocks, plenty o/money. 
Pooty, pretty. 
Pop'ler, conceited, popular. 
Pus, purse. 
Put out, t1'oubled. veud. 


Q. 


Quarter, a quarter-dallar. 
Queeu's-anu, a lI
usket. 


R. 


Resh, rush. 
Uevelee, the réveille. 
Rile, to t,.Oltble. 
Hiled, angry; disturbed, as the sediment in any 
liquid. 
Hiz, risen. 
How, a long row to hoe, a di
lÙt task. 
Rugged, robust. 


s. 


Sarse, abv.se, impertine'1l.C4. 
I::;al'till, culrtin. 
l::;axolI, sacristan, serlo>>. 
::jealu'st. n:r;rst. 
:Sl"rillge, cringe. 
:::;el'Ouge, to' crowd. 
Sel"h, such. 
Set by, valued. 

hakes, great. of considerable C01tSeq1Unce. 
Slwppoes, chapeaux, cocked-hats. 
:Sheer, slutre. 
:::;het, sh1tt. 
Shut, shirt. 
Skeered, scared. 
Skeeter, masquito. 
Skooting, running, or moving swiftly. 
Slarterill', slauyhtering. 
Slim, cantemptible. 
Snake, crawleel like a 81Inke; 'but to sl1n.1...r any 
ane out is to track him to his hiding-l'lal"e; 
to snake a thing O1tt is to snatch it out. 
Soffies. sofas. 
8ogerin', saldiering; a barbarous amusement 
common among JUen in the savage state. 
Som 'er.;;, somewhere. 
So'st, So' as that, 
Sot, set, abstinate, resolute. 
::5l'iles, spoils; objects of palitical al1
bition. 
Spry, active. 
Stac1dles, staut stakes drÏ't'e1t into the saZt 
l1utrshts, on which the hay-ricks are set, and 
thus raised out of the reach of high tides. 
Streal{ed, uncomfortabù, disca11lJiled. 
Suckle, circle. 
Sutthiu', f:omething. 
Suttin, certain. 


T. 


Takp on, to sorrow. 
Talellts, taIOl
s. 
Taters, potatoes. 
Tell, till. 
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w. 


Tetch, t01lCh. 
Tetch tu, to be able; used alwars after a nega- 
ti"e in this sense. 
Tollable, tolemble. 
Toot, used del'isively for playing on any wind 
instrll ment. . 
Thru, through. 

'hundering, a euphemism common in New 
.England for the profane English expression 
(levilish. Perhaps derived fwm the belief, 
common formerly, that thunder was caused 
ùy the Prince of the Air, for some of whose 
accomplishments consult Cotton Mather. 
Tu, to, too; commonly has this sound when 
used emphatically, or at the end of a sen. 
tence. At other times it has the sound of t 
in tough, as, Ware ye goin' to r Goin' ta Bos- 
ton. 


u. 


Ugly, ill-tempercd, intractable. 
Unde Sam, United Stotcs: the largest boaster 
of libelty anù owner of slaves. 
Unrizzest, applied to ùough or bread: heavy, 
'most unrisen, or 'most incapable of l'ising. 


v. 


V -spot, a ji..ve-dQllar bill. 
Vall)', vaZUI. 


Wal;:e snal{es, to get into trouble. 
Wal, 'luell; spoken with great deliberation, and 
sometimes with the a very much flattened, 
sometimes (uut more seldom) very lUuch 
In'oall cned. 
Wanllut, walnut (hickory). 
Ware, 'where. 
Ware, VJere. 
Whopper, an uncollt1nonly large lie; as, t1mt 
General Taylor il:i in favor of the Wilmot Pro- 
viso. 
Wig, Whig; a party now dissolved. 
WUIlt, will not. 
Wus, worse. 
Wut, what. 
Wnth, worth; as, .Antisla'l'ery pe1jessions 'fore 
'lection aint W11th a BU1
gtown coppel.. 
'Vuz, was, sometimes were. 


Y. 


Yaller, yellow. 
Yeller, yellow. 
Yellers, a disease oJ peach-trees. 


z. 


Zarl1, Ole. a second Washington, an antisla'l'c1'Y 
slalJe/wlder; a 111t11wne buyer and seller oj 
'11un and wOll
e'l
, a Christian hero gene,.uUy. 



INDEX. 


A. 


Å. wants bis axe ground, 257. 
A. D., infurmation \\anted concerning', 190. 
Abraham (Lincoln), his constitutional scruples, 
'1..-)7. 
Abuse, an, its usefulness, 268. . 
Adam, eldest son of, 
sl'ected. 171- his fall, 
2;.. - how if he had bitten a sweet apv1e1' 
277. 
Adam, Grandfather, forged will of, 246. 
Æneas goes to hell, 198. 
.LEvlus. a seller of money, as is supposed by 
some, 198. 
Æ"chylus. a sa
ing of, 183, note. . 
AlIi.;ator. a decent one conjectured to be, ill 
some sort, humane. 203. 
Allsmash, the eternal, 260. 
Alphonso the Sixth of Portugal, tyrannical act 
of, 204. 
Ambrose, Saint, excellent (but rationalistic) 
spntiment of. 178. 
.. American Citizen." new compost so called, 
I
S. 
American Eagle, a source of inspimtion, 181- 
hitherto wrongly classed, 184 -long bill of, 
ib. 
Americans bebrothered, 241. 
Amos cited, 178. 
Anakim, that they fonnerly existed, show11, 204. 
Angel;i providentially speak French, 174 - con- 
jPctul'ell to be skilled in all tongues, ib. 
Anglo-Saxondom, its idea, ",hat, 17-1. 
Anglo-Saxon mask. I H. 
Anglo-S:tx(lf1 race, 173. 
AII
lo-Saxtln verse, by whom carried to perfec- 
tion, lil. 
Anthony of Padua. Saint, happy in his hearers, 
250. 
Antiquaries, Royal Society of Xorthern. 263. 
Antonius, a speech of, 179- by whom best 
reported, ib. 
Apocalypse, beast in, magnetic to theologians, 
192. 
Apollo, confessed mortal by his own oracle, 
1 
I:? 
.Apollyon, his tragedies popular, 1!}0. 
Appian, an .\Iexandrian, not equal to Shake- 
spearf> M an orator, 179. 
Applause. popuhr. the summum bonnm. 265. 
Ararat, ibFJlor:mce of foreign tongues is an, IS4. 
.Arcadian backbrz'OU1ul, 19R 
AI' c.houskezik, an e\"n spilit, 250. 
Al'Ilennf'
. Wild Boar of, an ancestor of Rev. 

Ir. Wilbur. 232. 
A.ristocrac)', British. their llatural s) ml'athics, 
2:>5. 


Aristophanes.177. 
Arms, profession of, once esteemed especially 
that of gentlemen, 171. 
Arnold. 180. 
Ashl:md, 199. 
Astor, Jacob. a rich man, 19.5. 
-\str
, nineteenth century forsaken by, 198. 
Athenians, ancient, an institution of, 179. 
.\therton. Senator, envies the loon, 186. 
.. Atl.mtic." edito
 of. See Xeptune. 
Atropos, a lady skilful with the scis5iors. 
76. 
Austin. Saint, profane wish of. 180. MU- 
prayer of, 
3
. 
Austrian ea
le split, 269. 
Aye-aye, the, an African animal, America sup.. 
posed to be settled by, 175. 


B. 


B.. a Congre
sman, 'Vide A. 
Babel, probably the first Congress, 184-& 
gabble-mill. ib. 
Bahy, a low-priced one, 197. 
Bacon, his rebellion. 251. 
Bacon. Lord. quotf'd, 251. 
Dagnwind, Hon. 
Ir., whether to be damned, 
187. 
Balcom. Elder Joash Q., 2d. founds a Baptist 
society in Jaalam, A. D. 1830, 2.s3. 
Baldwin apples, 204. 
Baratarias, real or imaginary, which most 
pleasant, 19S. 
Banmm. a great natural curiosity recommended 
to, 183. 
Barrels, an inference from seeing. 204. 
Bartlf'tt, 
Ir., mistaken, 239. 
Båton Rouge, 199 - stl-aoge peculiarities of 
laborers at. ib. 
Baxter. R, a saying of, 178. 
Bay, 
Iattysqumscot. 203. 
Bay Htate. sing-ular effect produced on military 
officers b
' Ie.wing it, 174. 
&'ast. in Apocalypse. a IOltd
tone for whom, 
192 -tenth horn of. applied to recente,.enu, 
275. 
Beaufort. 2M. 
Deaure,!ard (real name Toutant). 242, 256- 
ße3\'er brook, 28ï. 
Beelzehub, his ri
adoon. 1"-7. 
Bf'hmen. his letters not letters, 191. 
Dehn, 
Irs. .\phra. quoted, 2.jl. 
Bellers. a saloon-keeper. 200- inhumanly re- 
fuses credit to a pre
idential candidaw, 
2t11. 
B...hnont. See Woods. 
ßellUer, his heroic method with 
liIton, :..t}i. 
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Bible, not composed for use of colored persons, 
253. 
Biglow, Ezekiel, his letter to Hon. J. T. Buck- 
ingham, Hm - never heanl of anyone name,l 
Mundishes, ib. - nearly fourscore years old, 
ib. - his auut Keziah, a nota hie saying of, ih. 
Biglow, Hosea, Esquire. excited by composition, 
169 - a poem by, ib., 188 - his opinion of war, 
170 -wanted at home hy Nancy, 170- recoIll- 
mends a forcible enlistment of warlike editors, 
ib. - would not wonder, if generally agreed 
with, 17l-Yersifies letter of Mr. ::5awin, 172 
- a letter from, lï2, 18á - his opinion of Mr. 
Sawin, 17l-does not deny fun at Cornwal- 
lis, 172, note - his idea of militia glory, 173, 
note - a pun of, 173, lwte - is uuC'ertain in 
l'egard to people of Boston, ib. - had never 
heard of 1\11'. John P. Robinson, 175 -alilJuid 
si1l.tflnmin(wdus, 176 - his poems attributed to 
a )Ir. Lowell, 177 - is unskilled in Latin, ib. 
- his poetry maligned by some, 17S - his dis- 
interestedness, ib. - his deep share in com- 
mon-weal, ib. -his claim to the }Jresidenl"Y, 
ib. - his mowing, ib. -- resents ùeing ('alled 
Whig, ib. - opposed to tariff, ib. - obstinate, 
ib. - infected with peculiar notions, ib.- 
reports a speech, 179 - emulates historians 
of antiquity, ib. - his eharaeter sketched 
from a hostile point of view, 184- a request 
of his complied with, 187 - appointed at a 
public meeting in Jaalam, 19l-confesses 
ignoranc{', in one minute particular, of pro- 
}wiety, ib. - his opinion of coC'ked hats, ib. 
-letter to, ib. - called" Dear Sir," by a gen- 
eral, ib. - probably receives same compli- 
ment from two hundred and nine, ib. - pieks 
l1Ìs apples, 204 - his crop of Bald wins conjee- 
turally large, ib. - his lahors in writing auto- 
graphs, 231-visits the Judge and has a pleas- 
ant time, 239- born in l\Iiddlesex County, 
243 - his favorite walks, ib. - his gifted pen, 
2.>9 -- ùorn and bred in the country, 271 - 
feels his sap start in spring, 272 - is at times 
unsocial, ib. - the school-house where he 
learned his abc, ib. - falls asleep, 273 -- his 
ancestor a Cromwellian colonel. ih - finds it 
harder to make up his mind as he grows 
older, 274- wishes he coul,l write a song or 
two, 277 -liable to moods, 285 -loves nature 
and is loved m return, 286 - describes some 
favorite haunts of his, 286, 2R7 - his slain 
kindred, 287 - his speech in March meeting, 
287 - does not reckon on bei.ng sent to Con- 
gress, 289 - has no eloquence, ib. - his own 
reporter, 290 - never abused the South, 
ib. -àdvis
s Uncle Sam, ib. -'Is not Boston- 
mad, 291 - bids farewell, 295. 
Billings, Dea. Cephas, 172. 
Billy, E:rtra, demagog us, 281. 
Birch, virtue of, in instilling certain of the dead 
langnages, 197. 
Bird of our f'ountry sings hosanna, 173. 
Bjarna GrÍmólfsson invents smoking, 264. 
Bliud, to go it, 196. 
Blitz l)ulh ribhons from his mouth, 173. 
Bluenose potatoes, smell of, eagerly desired, 
173. 
Boholink, the, 272. 
Bobtail ohtains a cardina1's hat, 175. 
Boggs, a Norman name, 254. 
Bogus Pour-Corners Weekly Meridian, 265. 
BoUrs, 1\1r. Seconrlar
', author of l'rize peace 
t!ssay, 172-pl'esents sword to Lieutenant 


Colonel, ib. -a fluent orator, 173 - found to 
be in error, ib.. 
Bonaparte, K., a usurper, 192. 
Bonds, Confederate, their slJeeie basis cutlery, 
236 - when l'ayallle, (attention, British 
stockholders !) :!()o. 
Uoot-trees, productive, where, 107. 
Boston, peolJle of, supposed educated, 173 
note - has a good opinion of itself, 243. ' 
Bowers, 1\'1r. Arphaxad, an ingenious photo- 
graphic. artist, 264. 
Brahmins, navel-contemplating, 190. 
Brains, poor substitute tbr, 244. 
Bread-trees, 197. 
Bream, their only business, 239. 
Brigadier-Generals in militia, devotion of, 179. 
Brigadiers, nursing one.s, tenùency in, to literary 
composition, 233. 
Briyitta, viridis, 280. 
BI.itannia, her trident, 249. 
Brotherhood, subsiùes after election, 268. 
Brown, Mr., engages in an unequal contest, 187. 
Browne, ::5iI' T., a IJious amI wise sentiment of, 
cited anù commended, 171. 
Brutus Four-Corners, 232. 
Buchanan, a wise and honest man, 255, 
Buckingham. Hon. J. T., editor of the Boston 
Courier, letters to, 169, 171, 177, 185 -not 
afraid, 172. 
Buffalo, a })lan hatched there, 201- plaster, a 
prolJheey in regard to, 202. 
Buffaloes, herd of, probable influence of tracts 
upon, 277. 
Bull, John, prophetic allusion to, by Horace, 
240 - his " Run " 243 - his mortO'aO'e 246- 
unfortunate dip of, 261 - wool puïl
d over 
his eyes, ib. 
Buneombe, in the other world supposed, 179, 
- mutuall)rivilege in, 256.: 
Bung, the eternal, thought to be loose, 170. 
Bungtown Feneibles, dinner of, 175. 
Burke, Mr., his age of chivalry surpassed, 254. 
Burleigh, Lord, quoted for something saiù in 
Latin long before, 251. 
nums, Robert, a Scottish poet, 239. 
Bushy Brook, 252. 
Butler, Bishop, 259. 
Butter in Irish bogs, 191. 


c. 


C., General, commended for parts, 176 - for 
uhiquity, ib. - for consistency, ib. - for 
fidelity, ib. - is in favor of war, ib. - his 
curiolls valuation of principle, ib. 
Cabbage-heads, the, always in majority, 289. 
Cabinet, English, makes a blunder, 241. 
Cæsar, tribute to, 189 - his veni, vidi, vici, 
censured for undue prolixity, 193. 
Cainites, sect of, supposed still extant, 171. 
Caleb, a monopoly of his denied, 172 - curious 
notions of, as to meaning of .. shelter," 174 
- his definition of Anglo-Saxon, ib. - charges 
Mexicans (not with bayonets but) with im- 
proprieties, ib. 
Calhoun, Hon. J. C., his cow-bell curfew, light 
of the nineteenth century to be extinguished 
at sound of, 185 - canno't let go apron-string 
of the Past, ib. - his unsuccessful tilt at 
Spirit of the Age, ib. - the Sir Kay of mod- 
ern chivalry, ib. - his anchor mafle of a 
crooked pin, ib. - mentioneù, 185 -IS7. 



CalyhooS'llS, carcn, 282. 
Cambridge Platform, ust' discovered for, 17.3. 
Canaan in quarterl}. instalments, 26:>. 
Canary Islands, Hl7. 
<':alldidate, presidential, letter from, 191- 
smells a rat, ib. - against a b.lIlk. ib. - takes 
ft re\.oh.iug position, HIt-opinion of pledges, 
ih. - is a l.eriwig, ib. - frouts south by 
nOlth, ib. -quJlilkationsof, lessenin
, lU3- 
wooJl'1l ll'
 (and head) usc1uI to, 196. 
Cape Coli ("krgYIllt'n, what. 17.') - 
abbath- 
breuhcrs, l,erhaps. repro\"t
d by. ib. 
Cal,tains, chc.ice of, iml'nrtaut, 290. 
Carolina, Coolish ad of, 
!:Þu. 
C;u.oliue, case of, 
41. 
Carpini, Father John de PIano, among the Tar- 
tars, 204. 
Cartier, Ja('qnes, commendable zeal of, 204. 
Cass, Geueral, 18li - deamess of his merit, ib. 
-limited popularity at .. Bellers's," 
OO. 
Castles, Spanish, comfortable accommodations 
in, } 
)8. 
Cato, letters of, so called, suspended nasa 
adunco, }fll. 
C. D., friends of, can hear of him. 190. 
Century, nineteenth, 255. 
Chalk egg, we ure proud of incubation of, 190. 
ChamberhLyne, Doctor, consolatory citation 
from, 2:;1. 
Chance, an apothegm concerning, 233 - is im- 
I}atient, 275. 
Chal,lain, a one-horse, stern-wheeled variety of, 
235. 
Chappelow on Job, a copy of, lost, 188. 
Charles I., acddent to his neck, 
74. 
Charles II., his restoration, how brought about, 
274. 
Cherubus('o, news of. its effects on English 
royalty, 183. 
Che;;;tcrfield no letter-writer, 191. 
Chief 
ragistra.te, dancing esteemed sinful by, 
175. 
Children natnrally Rpeak Hebrew, 171. 
China-tree, H)7. 
Chinese, whether they invented gunpow(ler be- 
fore tht' Christian era ?tot considered, 175. 
Choate hired, 201. 
Christ shuffled into Apo('Dl)ha, 175 - conjec- 
tured to disappro\-e of slau
hter an(t pillage. 
176 - condemns a certain piece of barbarism, 
IS7. 
Christianity, profession of, plebeian, whether, 
171. 
Christian soldiers, perhaps inconsistent, 
whether, 179. 
Cicero, 2S9, -an opinion of, disputed, 193. 
Cilley, Ensign, author of nefarious sentiment, 
li5. 
('i tnex lectulari1LS, 173. 
Cin<'ÎlInati, old, law and order party of, 269. 
CÏ1winnatus, a stock character in modern com- 
edy, 19
. 
Civilization, progrt'ss of. an alias, 188 - rides 
upon a powder-cart, 191. 
ClergynH'.n, their ill hushanclry, 18
 - their 
plat;e 111 processions, 199, - some, cruelly 
b.Ullähed fer the soundness of their lun"
 
204. 0 , 
Clotho, a Grecian l.ldy, 276. 
Cocked-hat, ad,.ant.."\g(>S of being knocked into 
191. ' 
College of Carrlin1tls, a strange one. 175. 
Colman, Dr. BenJamin, anecdote of, 179. 
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Colort'd folks, curious national diversion of 
ki('kin" 173 
Colljuitt
'a rf'
ark of, 186 - acquainted with 

ollle prÌlll'iples of aerost.atioll, ib. 
Columhia, District of. its veculiar climatic ef- 
feds, 180 - not certain that }Iartin is Jor 
abolishing it, 201. 
Columhiads, the true fift('en-inrh ones, 261. 
CCtlumbus, a Paul Pry of genius, 19u - will per- 
haps be rememberf'd, 
63 - thought by 501U6 
tn have disco\.ered .America, 

I:!. 
Columhy, 200. 
Complete Letter-Writer, fatal gift of, 192. 
ComposteUa, 
^int James of, seen, 174. 
Compromise system, the, illustr.Lted, 266. 
Coneiliation, its meaning, 277. 
Congress, sing-ular cOllsecluence of getting into, 
180 - a stumbling-l>loek, 
56. 
Con
re:)sional dl'bates found instructive, 184. 
Constituents, useful Cor what, 181. 
Constitution traml,led on, IS5 - to stand upon, 
what, un. 
Convention, what, 181. 
Convention, 
pringtit'h1, ISO. 
Coon, old. vleasure in skinning, 186. 
Co-operation defined, 254. 
COlJpers, caste in vie king ulJ of, 195. 
Copres, a monk, his excellent method of argu. 
ing, 184. 
Corduroy-road, a novel one, 234. 
Corner-stone, patent safety, 256. 
Cornwallis, a, lit - acknowledged entertain. 
ing. ib. note. 
Cotton loan, its imaginary naturt>, 236. 
Cotton 
Iather, summoned as witness, 174. 
Country. our, its boundaries more l
xact1y 
definetl,171- right or wrong, nonsl'nse about, 
t'xposf'll, ib. -la\\ yers, sent pro\.identially, 
ib. - Earth's biggest, gets a soul, 2i9. 
Courier, The Boston, an unsafe print, 184. 
Court, General, farmers sometimes attain seats 
in, 199. 
Court, 
upreme, 256. 
Courts of law, Engli
h, their orthodoxy, 2G5. 
Cousins, British, our ci-d
vant, 2-H. 
Cowper, W., his letters commended, 191. 
Crellit defined, 261. 
Creditors all on Linf'oln's side, 256. 
Creed. a safe kind of, 196. 
Crockett, a good mle of, 236. 
Cruden, Alexan(ler. his Concordance, 232. 
Crusade, first American, 174. 
Cuneiform sf'ript recommended, 193. 
Curiosity distinguishes man from brutes, 190. 
Currency, Ethiopian, inconveniences of. 236. 
Cynthia, her hide as a means of conversion. 
238. 


D. 


Dædalus first taught men to sit on fences, 252. 
Daniel in the lion's lIen, 235. 
Darkies dread freedom, 2:06. 
Davis, Captain Isaac, finds out something to 
his a(lvantage, 
4:t 
Davis, Jclfc
on (a new species of In1trt}r), has 
the latE'st ideas (In all suLjects. 
36 - supe- 
rior in financiering to patriarch Jacob, ib. - 
i.. some, :255 - carries Constitution in his hat. 
2;')0 - knows how to deal with his Con
res);, 
ib. - astonished at his own piety, 260- 
packed up fur XW5hville, 2tH - tempteJ. to 
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belie,'e 1'Iis own lies, 262 - his snake egg, 267 
- th(' blood on his hauds, 287. 
Davi
, )[1'., of Mississippi, a remark of}Jis. 186. 
}Jay and Martin, pr()\'erlJially .. Oil hand," W
. 
Death, rings dowu curtain, HIO. 
De Bow (a f;nnous politieal economist), 254. 
Delphi, orade of, surpas!3ed, 183, note - al- 
haled to, H12. 
Democracy, titlse notion of, 257 - its l)rivileges, 
278- 
Demosthenes, 289. 
Destiny, her account, 183. 
Devil, the, unskilled in certain Indian tongues 
174 - letters to and from, UH. 
Dey of Tripoli, 185. 
Didymus, a somewhat voluminous grammarian, 
19:t 
Dighton rock character might be usefully em- 
ployed in some emergencies, 193. 
Dimitry Uruisgins, fresh supply of, 190. 
Diogenes, his zea I for þrollagatiIlg certain vari- 
ety of olive, 197. 
Diosl'uri, imps of the pit, 175. 
Distrkt-Attorney, contemptible conduct of one, 
185. . 
Ditcltwater on brain, a too common ailing, 185. 
Dixie, the land of, 256. 
Doctor, the, a pronrbial saying of, 174. 
Doe, Hùn. Preserved, speech of, 265-269. 
Doughface, yeast-proof, 189. 
Downing Street, 240. 
Drayton, a martyr, 185-north star, culpable 
for aiding, whf'ther, 187. 
Dreams, something about, 273. 
Dwight, President. a hymn unjustly attributed 
to, 275. 
D. Y., letter of, 191. 


E. 


Eagle, national, the late, his estate adminis- 
tered upon. 237. 
Earth, Dame, a peep at her housekeeping, 185. 
Eating words, habit of, convenient in time of 
famine, 182. 
Ea vesdroppers, 190. 
Eehetlæus, 175. 
Editor, his position, 187 - commanding pulpit 
of, 188 - large congregation of, ib. - name 
derived from what, ib. - fondness for mut- 
ton, ib. - a pious one, his creed, ib.-a 
showman, 189 - in danger of sudden arrest, 
without hail, 190. 
Editors, certain ones WllO crow like cockerels, 
170. 
Edwards, Jonathan, 284. 
Eggs, had, the worst sort of, 269. 
Egyptian darkness, phial of, use for, 193. 
Elrlorado, :Mr. Sawin sets sail for, 197. 
Elizaheth, Queen, mistake of her ambassador, 
179. 
Enwrson, 239. 
Emilius, Pm1l11,<:, 242. 
Empedo('les, 190. 
Employment, regular, a good thing, 195. 
Enfield's Speaker, abuse of, 268. 
"ßngland, late Mother-Country, her want of 
tact 240 - merits as a lecturer, ib. - her 
real' greatness not to be forgotten, 242 - not 
contented (unwist'ly) with her own stock of 
fools, 244 - natural makcr of international 
IBw, ib. - her theory thereof, ib. - makes 


a 11articularly disagreeahle kind of sarse, 244 
- somewhat given to bullying, ib. - has re- 
speetahle relations, 245 - ought to he Co- 
lumhia's frienù, 24:6 - anxious to buy an 
elephant, 255. 
Epaulets, perhaps 110 badge of saintship, 176. 
EpiIllenidps, the -Cretan Rip Van Win Ide 250. 
Episeopius, his marvellous oratory, 204. ' 
Eric, king of :::;weden, his cap, 198. 
Ericsson, his caloric engine, 238. 
Erikssoll, Thorwald, slain by natives 265. 
Essence-pedlers, 257. ' 
Ethiopian, the, l1Ïs first need, 259. 
Evangelists, iron ones, 175. 
Eyelids, a divine shield against autllOrs, 184. 
Ezekiel, text taken from, 187. 
Ezekiel would make a poor figure at a caucus, 
270. 


F. 


Faber, Johannes, 285. 
Factory-girls, expected rebellion of, 186. 
Facts, their unamiahility, 262 - compared to 
an old. fashioned stage-coach, 265. 
Falsto.tfii, legio, 280. 
Family-trees, fruit of jejune, 197 - a primitive 
forest of, 266. 
Faneuil Hall, a place where persons tap them- 
selyes for a species of hydrocephalus, 185- 
a bill of fare mendaciously ad\'ertised in, 197. 
Father of country, his shoes, 199-. 
Female Papists, cut off in the midst of idol- 
atry, 198. 
Fenianorurn, rixæ, 280. 
Fergusson, his" Mutual Complaint," &c., 239. 
F. F., singular power of their looks, 256. 
Fire, we all like to play with it, 185. 
Fish, emùlematÏc, but disregarded, where, 
184. 
Fitz, Miss Parthenia Almira, a sheresiarch, 
284. 
Flam, President, untrustworthy, 181. 
Flirt, Mrs., 251. 
Flirtilla, elegy on death of, 284. 
Floyd, a taking character, 261. 
Floydus, jnrciJer, 280. 
Fly-leaves, providential increase of, 184. 
Fool, a cursed, his inalienable rights, 273. 
Foote, :Mr., his taste for field-sports, 186. 
Fourier, a squinting toward, 184. 
Fourth of July ought to know its place, 268. 
Fourth of Julys. boiling, 180. 
France, a !3trange dance begun in, 187 - about 
to put 11er foot in it, 255. 
Friar, John, 241. 
Fuller, Dr. Thomas, a wise saying of, 176- 
Funnel, old, hurraing in, 172. 


G. 


Gahriel, his last trump, its pressing nature, 266. 
Gardiner, Lieutenant Lion, 242. 
Gawain, Sir, his amusements, 185. 
Gay, S. H.. Esquire, editor of Kational Anti- 
slavery Standard, letter to, 190. 
Geese, how infallihly to make swans of, 244. 
Gentleman, high-toned Southern, scientifi- 
cally classeù. 252. 
Getting up early, 170, 174. , 
Ghosts, some, presume.l fidgety, (but see Still- 
ing's Pneumatology,) 190. 



Giants formerly stupict, 185. 
Gideon, his sword nt:edl'c1, 2-17. 
Gift of tonguc:;, distl.e:>sin
 case of. 184- 
Gilbert. 
ÍJ. Humphrey, tü4. 
Glohe 'l'hc<\tre, cheap season-ticket to, 190. 
Glory, a perquisite of otlicers, H};) - her account 
with It 
a.win. Esq., 191. 
Goatsnose, the celehmted, interview with, 193. 
God, the only honest dealer, 250. 
Goings, 
Iehetable. unfounded claim of. dis- 
proved, 2:39. 
Gomara has a vision, 174 - his relationship to 
the Scarlet Woman, ib. 
Governor, our eXl'eIlcnt, 231. 
Grandfather, :\[r. Diglow's, safe advice of, 24.3. 
GralHlfathers, the, knew sOlnething, 248. 
Grand jurors. Southern, their way of finding a 
true bill, 235. 
Grantzt.S, Dux, 2S1. 
Gravestones, the evidence of Dissenting ones 
held. donbtrul, 2ô5. 
Gmy's letters are letters, 191. 
GI.ea.t horn spoon, sworn by, 186. 
Greeks, am'ient, whether they questioned can- 
dida.tes, 1 
3. 
Green Man. sign of. 118. 


H. 


Habeas corpus, new mode of suspending it. 
260. 
Hail Columbia, raised, 235. 
Ham, sandwich, an orthodox (but peculiar) one, 
187 - his seed, 2.>3 - theil' }Irivilege ill the 
Bible, ib. - immoral justification of, ib. 
II:uulets. maehine for making, HI-l. 
Hammon, 183, note, 192. 
Hampton Roads, disa&ter in, 2j9. 
Hannegan, :\Ir., something said by, 186. 
Harrison, General, how preserved. 192. 
H..J.t, a leaky one, 236. 
Hat-trees, in full bearing, 197. 
Hawkins, his whetstone, 238. 
Hawkins, Sir John. stout. something he saw, 
197. 
H<\wthorne, 239. 
Hay-rick. electrical experiments with, 278. 
Headlong, General, 242. 
Hell, the opinion of some concerning, 273- 
breaks loose, 277. 
Henry the Fourth of England, a Parliament of, 
how named, 179. 
Hens, self-respect attributed to, 233. 
Herh, the CirC'can, 265. 
Herbert, George, nl'xt to David. 250. 
Hercules. his second labor probably what, 
201:. 
Hermon, fourth-proof dew of, 253. 
Herodotus, story from, 171. 
HcslJeri(les, an inf('rence from, 198. 
Hessians, native American solùiers 256. 
Hiekory, OM, his method, 278. ' 
H$gses, their natural aristocracy of feeling, 

;}-l. 
Hitchcock, Doctor, 264. 
HitC'hcock, the Rev. Jedl1thnn, colleague of 
?tlr. Wilbur, 212 -letter from, containin" no- 
tices of ?tlr. Wilbur, 275 - ditto, encl
sin" 
mat'amnie verses, 279 - teacher of high
 
!'Ichool, 2R5. 
Ho

, thl'ÏI. dreams, 233. 
HollIen. 
[r. 8heal:lashub, Preceptor of J.1.alam 
Academy, 192 - his kllowledbe of Greek lim- 
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ited, 193 - a 11eresy of his, ib. -leaves a 
fund to propaóate it, ib. 
Huliday, LlinJ man's, 
%. 
Hollis, Ezra, goes to a Cornwallis, 172. 
Hollow, why men providentially so constructed,. 
1
O. 
Holmes. Dr., author of .. Annals of America." 
231. 
Homer, a phrase of, cited, 188. 
Homer, elde:>t son of :\Ir. Wilbur, 284. 
Horners, democratic ones, plums le1t for. 181. 
Hotels, big ones, humbugs, 248. 
House, a strange one described, 233. 
Howell, James, Esq., story told by, 179 -let- 
ters of, comllleudeù, 191. 
Huldah, her bonnet, 2j.l. 
Human rights out of order on the floor of 
Congress, 185. 
Humbug, ascription of praise to.189-gener- 
ally believed in, ib. 
Husbandry. instance of bad, 176. 


I. 


learius, Penelope's father, 1'17. 
Icelander, a certain uncertain, 264- 
Illea, the Southern, its natural foes, 262-the 
true Amedcan, 29l. 
Ideas, friction ones unsafe, 268. 
Idyl defined, 239. 
Indecision, mole-blind, 291. 
Infants, prattIings of, curious observation con- 
cerning, 17l. 
Information wanted (universally. but especially 
at page), 190. 
Ishmael. young. 248. 


J, 


Jaalam, unjustly neglected by great events. 
264:. 
Jaalam Centre, Anglo-Saxons unjustly sus- 
spected by the young ladies there, 114 - .. In- 
dependent Blunderbuss," strange conduct or 
editor of, 187 - public meeting at, 191- 
meeting-house ornamented with imaginary 
clûck, 198. 
Jaalam, East Parish of, 232. 
J salam Point, lighthouse on, charge of, pro- 
spectiycly offered to 
Ir. H. Biglow, 192. 
Jacobus. rex, 280. 
Jakes, Captain, 203 - reproved for avarice, ib. 
Jamaica, 290. 
James the Fourth. of Scots. experiment b}', 
17l. 
Jarnagin, Mr., his opinion of the complete- 
ness of Northern education, 186. 
Jefferson, Thomas, well-meaning, but inju- 
dicious, 268. 
Jeremiah, hardly the best guide in modem 
politics, 270. 
Jerome, Saint, his list of sacred writers, 191. 
Jerusha, ex-
lrR. Sawin. 237. 
Job, Book of, 171-Chappelow on, 188. 
Johnson, Andrew. as he used to be, 2G7-as 
he is : see Arnold. Benedict. 
Johnson, 
r., communicates some intelligence. 
1
7. 
Jonah, the inevitable destiny of, 187 -prob- 
ably studied internal e('onomy of the ('pta- 
cea, 190 - his gourd. 2,j3 -his unanimity in 
the whale. 255. 
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Jonathan to J ohu. 248. 
Jortiu, Dr., cited, li9, 183. note. 
Journals, British, their brutal tone, 240. 
JU<lnito, 263. 
Judea, ever)'thing not known there. 177 - not 
illentieal with A. D., 2H. 
Judge, tllf', his garden. 239 -his hat covers 
JUany things, ib. 
Juvenal, a saying of, 183, note. 


K. 


Kar, Sir. the, of modern cllivalry. 191- who, 
185. 
Key, brazen one, 185. 
Keziah, Aunt, profound observation of, 169. 
Kimlerhook, 199. 
Kingdom Come, march to, easy. 194- 
KönigslUark. Count. 171. 


L. 
Lablache surpassed, 258. 
Lacedæmonians banish a great talker, 188. 
Lamb, Char'les. his epistolary excellence, 191. 
Latimer. Bishop. episcopizes Satan, 171. 
Latin tongue. curious information concerning, 
177. 
Launcelot. Sir, a trusser of giants formerly, 
perhaps would find less sport therein now, 
185. 
Laura, exploited, 284. 
Learning, three-story, 272. 
J...etcher, de la vieille roche, 254. 
Letcherus, nebulo, 280. 
Letters classed, 191 - their e}mpe. ib. -of 
candidates, 192 - often fatal, ib. 
Lettres Cabalistiques, quoted, 240. 
Lewis Philip, a scourger of )'oung native 
Americans, 183 - commiserated (though not 
deser,'ing it). ib. note. 
Lexington, 243. 
Liberator, a newspaper, condemned by impli- 
cation, 178. 
Liberty, unwholesome for men of certain com- 
plexions, 188. 
Licking, whp-n constitutional, 256. 
Lignum vitæ, a gift of this valuable wood pro- 
posed, 174. 
Lincoln. too shrewd to llang Mason and Slidell, 
262. 
J;,iterature, Southern. its abundance, 254. 
Little Big Boosy Rh'er, 237. 
Long-inus recommends swearing. 172. note (Fu- 
seli dicl.same thing). 
Long sweetening re('ommended, 194. 
Lord, inexpensive .way of lending to, 236. 
Lords, Southern, p}"(
ve pu,r sang by ablution, 
254. 
Lost arts, one sorrowfully added to list of, 204. 
Louis the Eleventh of France" some odd trees 
of his, 197. 
Lowen, :Mr. J. R.. unaccountable .silencp of, 177. 
Luther, Martin, his first appearance as Europa, 
174. 
Lyæus, 282. 
Lyttelton. Lord, his letters an imp08ition, 191. 


M. 
Macrobii. their diplomacy, 193. 
Magotfin, a name naturally noble, 254. 
:Mahomet, got nearer Sinai than some. 188. 


Mahoulld, his filthy gobbets, 1'14. 
l\[ande\'ille, 
ir John, quuted, 240. 
l\Iangum, Mr., speaks to the point, 186. 
1tIaniehæan, excellently confuted, 184. 
Man-trees. grow where, 197. 
:Maori chieftains, 241. 
MalJes, Walter,qnoted, 241- paraphrased 'lb. 
l\Iares'-nests. rìllllers of, benevolent. 190. ' 
Marius, quoted, 251. 
:Marshtield, 199, 201. 
Martin, Mr. Sawin used to vote for him 201. 
Mason and Dixon's line, slaves north of, 186. 

Iason an F. F. V., 262. 
Mason and Slidell, how they might have been 
made at once useful and ornamental 262. 
Mass, the, its duty defined, 186. ' 
Massachusetts on her knees, 170; something 
mentioned in connection with. worthy the 
attention of tailors, 180: citizen of, baked. 
boiled, and roasted (nefimdw/t 1), 190. 
?tIasses, the, used as butter by some, 182. 
:Maury, an intellectual giant, twin birth with 
Simms (which see), 254. 
Mayday a humbug, 270. 
M. C., an inverte1wate animal, 183. 
Me, :Mister, a queer creature, 272. 
Mechanics' Fair, reflections suggested at, 193, 
194. 
Medium. ardentispirit1lale, 280. 
Mediums, spiritual, dreadful liars. 2'14- 
Memlllinger, old, 236. 
:Mentor, letters of, dreary, 191. 
Mephistopheles at a nonl,lus, 187. 
:Mexican blood, its effect in raising price of 
cloth, 198. 
:Mexican polka, 175. 
Mexicans charged with various breaches of eti- 
quette, 174 - kind feelings beaten into them. 
189. 
.Mexico, no glory in overcoming, 181. 
l\Iiùdleton, Thomas, quoted, 251. 
.Military glory svohen disrespectfully of. 173, 
note - militia treated still worse. ib. 
l\Iilk-trees, growing still, 197. 
Mill, Stuart, his low ideas, 261. 
Millenniums apt to miscarry, 278. 
1\1 illspring, 262. 
Mills for manufacturing gaLble. how driven. 
184. 
Mills, Josiah's, 272. 
Milton, an unconscious })lagiarr, 180, note-a 
Latin verse of, cited, 188 - an English pOtt, 
264- his" Hrnm of the Nativity," 2ï6. 
Missionaries, useful to alligators, 234 - culi- 
nary liabilities of, 253. 
Missions, a }Irotitable kind of, 1.88. 
Monarch, a })agan, prohably not favored in 
philosophical expf'riments, 171. 
Money-trees, desirahle. 197 - that they once 
existed shown to be variously probable, ib. 
l\fontaigne, 285. 
]\[ontaigne, a communicative old Gascon, 190. 
Monterey, battle of, its singular chromatic effect 
on a specieH of two-headed eagle, 183. 
Montezuma, licked, 234. 
Moody, Seth. his remarkable gun, 237 - 11Ís 
hrother Asal'h, ib. 
Moquis Indians, praiseworthr custom of, 264. 
Moses, held up vainly as an example, 188- 
eonStrned by Joe Smith, ib. -(not, A. J. 
Moses) prudent way of following. 265. 
Muse invoked, 280. 
Myths, how to iu.terpret readilr, 193. 



N. 


Naboths, Popish ones, bow distinguisbed, 175. 

alla 
ahib, :.HO. 

.lncy, l'rc1Iumably !tIn, Biglow. 24
. 
Klpolenn Ill., his IJt'W ch.LÎT:i, 2.W. 

 d.tioll. ri
hts of, proportionate to size, 174- 
young, it
 fir
t nt'eds, 
ôO. 
:Katiollal Ill1ddiugo, it1l 
"Cl't on the or;!ans oC 
speech, a curious phY1lioio b icaJ fad, lï5. 
Kegmes, their douLJlo lli>efulue:>s, 2:sù - getting 
too ('\11 rent, 26l. 

('p1tf'lilll, lIot }'ct extinct, 20-1. 

 ew England o\'crpnwt'ringly honored. 182- 
wants no more speakers, ib. - done brown 
1Iy whom, ib. - her experience in beaus be- 
)ond Ch'ero's, 193. 
!\c\Vspaper. the, wonderful, 189-a strolling 
thf':ltl"e, ib. - thoughts sugge:.te,l by te:lrin ó 

rapper of, 1
-a \"aeant she
t. ib.-a 
sheet ill which a vision wa
 let down, ib. - 
wrapper to a har (If soap, ib. -a cheap im- 
promvtu platter, ib. 
Kew World, apostrophe to, 24
. 
XèW York, letters froJU, cOJUmended, 191. 
:K ext life, what, 18$. 
Kirotiana Tabacl1ln. a weed, 2M. 
Xiggf'rs, 17û -area of abusinl!, extended, 181 
- .\Ir. 
.lwilt'1l opinions of, 
O:!. 
Nillepence a d.lY low for murder. 172. 
Ko, a :nonosyllahle, 175 - hard to utter. ib. 
!\oah enclos('llletter in bottle, probably, 190. 
Noblemen, Nature.s, 255. 
Xornas, L:llJland. what, 198. 
Kùrth, the, has no bu,..iness. 186 - bristling, 
crowded off roost, 192 - its mind naturally 
1.mprin('il'le l l, 2(j
. 
Korth Dend, get':>e inhumanly treated at, 192- 
mentioned, 199. . 
Korth star, a propo..;ition to indict, 187. 
Korthem Ua,;on, 231. 
K.)rthmen, gens inrlytissima., 263. 
K òtre Vame de la Haine. 2,)2. 
:Kûw, it'i merits, 272- 
1\ùwhere, march to, 2ï3. 


o. 


O.Brien, Smith, 2-10. 
OfT ox, 191. 
Otfipers. miraculous transformation in charac- 
ter of, 17-1 - An:;lo-Saxon, come very near 
bein
 anathematized, ib. 
OM agoe. an al.h'anta
e of, 239. 
ú(.1 one, invoked. :!58. 
Onc1limus made to tierVe tbe cause or impiety, 
2:13. 
O'Phace, Increase D., Esq.. spt>ech of, 179. 
Oi,inion, British. its worth to us. 2.n. 
Opiniolls, certain ones compared to winter flies, 
250, 
Or.u:,le of Fools, still res pe ctfull y consulted 
17
 ' 
Orion becomes commonplace. 190. 
ÚI.rery. Lord, hi
 lettf'f'S (lord!) 191. 
Ostracism. ('urions species of. Ij9- 
Ovidi
 XasOJ&Ï8, OOJ"1M1l. 8U
-ititium, 230. 


P. 


Palestine. 174. 
PuIQ), his Evitlences, 294. 
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Palfrey, HOB. J. G., 180, 182 (a worthy repre- 
scntati\'e of '\fassachu!>etts). 
Panwgruel recollllllelllis a popular orarle, 179. 
l)alHll'be, 241-lilif interview with Goatsnoäe, 
HIJ. 
Paper, })lausiùJe-looking. wanted, 260. 
Papists, female, slain by ZC41oll:l l>>rotestant 
bnmb-shell, 198. 
Pal.alipomellon, a man suspected of being, 192. 
l)aris, liberal þrincivles safe as far a.way as, 
188. 
Parlia7l1.t1J.tum Indoctorum sitting in perma- 
nence, 179. 
P
t, the, a good nurse, 185. 
.Patience, sister, quoted, 173. 
Patria.rchs. the, illiteïd.te. 
J8. 
Patricius, broyipoûnI, 280. 
l'a} lIin
, their throats propagandisticaUy cut, 
174. 
Penelol.e, ber wise choice, 177. 
Pen(1le, soft enough, 188 - want correct ideas, 
lU6 - the, decline to be Mexicanized, 266- 
Pepin, King. UH. 
Pepperell. General, qnoted. 242. 
Pequa:>h Junction. 285. 
Periwig. 192. 
Perley, }[r. Asapb, has charge or bass-viol. 250. 
Perseus, King, his avarice, 242- 
Persiu1l, a pithy saying of, 182. nott. 
Pese.lra, 1[arquis, saying of, 171. 
Peter, Saint, a letter or (post-mortem). 191. 
Petrareh, exploited Laura, 284- 
Petronius, 24l. 
Pettibone, Jabez, bursts up, 254. 
Pettus came over with Wilhelmus Conquistor, 
2.)4. 
Phaon, 284. 
Pharaoh, hig lean kine, 247. 
Pharisees, opprohriously referred to, 1!8. 
Philippe, Louig, in pea-jacket. 1 r.:9. 
Phillips, Wendell, catches a Tartar, 269. 
PlIlegyas quotRd, 187. 
Phry:;iall language, whether Adam spoke it. 
171. 
Ph' kens, a 
orman nnme, 254. 
Pikoxe1l. 
elleal()gy of. :!32. 
Pil;"''Tim Father, apparition of, 273. 
Pilgrims, the, 18l. 
Pillows, constitutional, 183. 
Pine-tl't>e
, their sympathy, 
2. 
Pinto, .\Ir., some letters of his commended, 
191. 
Pisgoah, an impromptu one. 198. 
Platform. palty, a convenient one, 196. 
Plato. supped with, H)f) - his man, 192. 
Pleiadeg, tIle, not enol1!::h e!';teemt'll, 190. 
Pliny. hi1l lettf'rs not Rf\mired, 191. 
Plotinus. a story of. 185. 
Plymouth Rock, Old, a Convention wrecked 
on, 181. 
Poeti apt to be('ome sophisticatef}. 270. 
Point Trihulation. )Ir. 
awin wrecked on. 197. 
Polf's, cxile, whether crop of beans depend
 on, 
173, note. 
Polk, JIOJ'U'
 f1entilt, 25-1. 
Polk, President. synonymous with our ('oun- 
try. 170 - cellgured, ISI - in danger of being 
('rn
hell. 1St. 
Polka, \ff'xÍI'un. 175. 
Pomp, a runaway sla'.e. bis nest. 20
 - h)T'()- 
critically goroans like white man, ih. - h
inJ. 
t.o Chri
tiall pri,.ilt'
es, ib. - his society 
,'alued at un)" dollars, ib. - his treachery. 
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203 - takes 1\lr. Sawin prisoner, ib. - cruelly 
makes him work, ib. - puts himself illegally 
under his tuition, 'ib. - di:illÜsses him with 
contumelious epithets, ib. - a negro. 234. 
Pontific-al bull a tamed one. 174. 
Pope, his verse excellent, 171. 
Pork, refractory ill boilhl
, 174. 
Portico, the, 284. 
Portugal, Alphonso the Sixth of. a monster. 
204:. 
Post, Boston, 177 
 shaken visibly, 178 - bad 
guide-post, ib. - too swift, ib. - edited by a 
colonel, ib. - who is presumed officially in 
Mexico, ib. - referrell to, 184. 
Pot-hooks, death in, 193. 
Power, a first-class, elements of, 259. 
Preacher, an ornamental symbol, 188 - a 
breeder of dogmas. ib. - earnestness of, im- 
portant, 204. 
Pl'esent, considered as an annalist. 188 - not 
long wonderful, 190. 
President. slaveholding natural to, 18!)- must" 
be a Southern resident, 197 - must own a 
nigger, ib. - the, his policy. 291 - his reselll
 
blance to Jackson, 292. 
Princes mix cocktails, 260. 
Principle, exposure spoils it, 180. 
Principles, bad. when less harmful. U5-when 
useless, 267. 
Professor, Latin. in - College. 279 - Scal- 
iger, 280. 
Prophecies, fulfilment of, 262. 
Prophecy, a notable one. 183, note. 
Prospeet Hill, 243. 
Providence has a natural life-preserver. 248. 
Proviso, bitterly spoken of, 191. 
Prudence, sister, her idiosyncratic teapot. 195. 
Psammeticlls, an eXI)eriment of, 171. 
Psyche, poor, 285. 
Public opinion, a blind and drunken guide, 175 
- nudges 1\11'. Wilbur's elbow, ib. - ticklers 
of, 18!. 
Punkin Falls" Weekly Parallel," 275. 
Putnam, General Israel, his lines. 243. 
Pythagoras a bean-hater, why, 193. 
Pythagoreans, fish reverenced by. why. 185. 


Q. 


Q'uid, ingens nicotianum, 281. 
Quixote. Don. 185. 


R. 


Rafn, Profegsor, 263. 
Rag, one of sacred college, 175. 
Rantoul, Mr., talks loudly, 172-pious reason 
for not enlisting, ib. 
Recruiting sergeant, Devil supposed the first. 
171. 
Religion, Southern, its commercial advantages, 
2!}2. 
Representatives' Chamber, 185. 
Rhinothi
m, 
ociety for promoting, 190. 
Rhyme, whether natnral not considered, 171. 
Rih, an infrangihle one, 194. 
RiC'hanl the First of England, his Christian fer. 
vor, 174:. 
Riches conjectured to have legs as well as 
wings, 187. ' 
Ricos ROlli brps, 251. 
Ringtail Ranger::;, 238. 


Roanoke Island, 262. 
Uobinson, Mr. John P.. his opinions fully 
stated, 176, 177. 
Rocks, }Iocket full of, 195. 
Roosters in rainy weather, their misery, 233. 
Rotation insures mediocrity and inexperience 
257. ' 
Rough and ready. 200 - a wig, 201- a kind of 
scratch ib 
Royal So
ietÿ, American fellows of, 275. 
Rum and water combine kindly, 265. 
Hunes resemble bird-tracks, 264. 
Runic inscriptions, their different grades of un- 
intelligibility and consequent value, 263. 
Russell, Kil.l, is good enough to expound our 
Constitlltion for us, 240. 
Rus
ian eagle turns Prussian blue, 183. 
llyeus, Bctcchi epithcton, 282. 


s. 
Sabbath, In-each of, 164. 
Sabellianislll, one accused or, 192. 
Sailors, their rights how won, 246. 
Saltillo, unfavorable view of, 173. 
Salt-rivet', in Mexican, what. 173. 
Smltltcl, av1Ow'Illus, 281. _ 
Samuel, Uncle, 235 - riotous, 183 -- yet bas 
qualities dcmandiug revcrence, 188 - a good 
IH'ovider for his fanIily, ib. - an exorbitant 
bill of, 198 - makes some sln-ewd guesses, 
248 - 
50 - expects his l)oots, 255. 
Sallsculottes, draw their wine before drinking, 
186. 
Santa Anna, 1Jis expensive leg, 196. 
Sal'Pho, some human nature in, 284. 
Sassy Cus, au impudent Indian, 242. 
Satan, never wants attorne
's, 174- an expert 
tall,:er ùy signs, ib. -a successful fisherman 
with little or no bait, ib. - cuulliilg fetch of, 
175 - dislikes l.idicule. 178 - ought not to 
haye credit of ancient oracles, 183, note -his 
worst pitfall. 253. 
Satirist, incident to certain dangers, 176. 
Savages. Canadian, chance of redemption of- 
fered to, 204. 
Sawin, 13., ESlluire, IJis letter not written in 
verse, 171 - a native of J aalam, ib. - not 
regular attendant on Rev. Mr. Wilbur's 
preaehing, 172 - a fool, ib. - his statements 
trustworthy, ib. - his ornithological tastes, 
ib. -letter from, 171, 193, 199 - his curious 
discO\'ery in }'egard to bayonets, 172 - dis- 
plays ]Iroper family l)ride, ih. - modestly 
confesses himself less wise than the Queen 
of Sheba, 173 -the old Adam in, ]\(>eps out, 
174 - a miles emerit'lts, 193 - is made text for 
a sermon, ib. -loses a leg, 194 - an eye, ib. 
-left hand, ib. - four fingers of right hand, 
ib. - has six or more ribs broken, ib. - a rib 
of his infrangible, ib. - allows a certain 
amount of preterite greenness in him
elf, !b. 
- his 
harc of spoil limited, 195 - Jus 01'1Il- 
ion of )Iexican climate, ib. -- acquires ]\rop- 
erty of It eertain sort, ib. -llÏs cxperien('e of 
glory, 196 - stands sentry, and puns there- 
upon, ih. - llIHlergoes martyrdom ill some 
r 
its most painful forms, 'ib. - enters the camh- 
dating hn
iness, ib. - modestly states the 
(avail)ahilitics which qualify him fllrhigh po- 
litical stntion, 196, 197 - has no prin!'Î}lI('
, 
196- a peaceman, ib. - unpledged.ib. - has 
no objections to owuintOJecaliuI"l'rOpel'ty, but 



wonht not 1ike to monopolize the truth, 197 
- his ac('ollnt with glory, ib. - a selfish mo- 
tive hintcll in, ib. - s<\ÏI
 for Ehlnnulo, ib.- 
shipwrecked on a metaphorical prolllontOl'Y, 
ib. - parallel 1Jctween, and Hev. )11'. Wilbur 
(not Plutarchian). 198 -conjectured to have 
bathed in river. :-ielf'lIlnus, 199 - loves plough 
wisely, but not too well, ib. -a foreign mis- 
sion proh.l1lly expe,.ted by, ib. - un:mirnous- 
ly nominate,l for presidency, ib. - his coun- 
try's (,lther-in-law. 200 - nobly emulates 
Cincinnatus. ib. - is not a ('rooked stick, ib. 
- all vises his adherents, ib. - views of, on 
prf'sent sta.te of politil's, 199 - 201- popular 
enth\l
iasm for, at Bellers's. anlilts disagree- 
ahle eonsef! Ilen('es, 200 - in h ulllan treatment 
of, h:}. Dellers, 20L - his opinion of the two 
Ilartics, ih. - agrees with 
[r. Webster, ib.- 
bis antistlvery zeal, 201 - his proper self- 
respect, 202 - his unaffl'l'ted piety, ih. - his 
not intemperate temperance, ib. - a thrilling 
ad venture of, 
02 - tfl3 - his prullence and 
economy, 20
- bouwi to Captain Jal..:es, but 
regains his freedom, 203 - is taken prisoner, 
ib. - ignominiously treated, ib. - his conse- 
qnent resolution, ib. 
Sawin, Honorable ll. O'P., a vein of humor sus- 
}'ectpd in, :!:12 - gets into an enchanted cas- 
tle, 23J - finds 1\ wooden leg better in sOllie 
re8pel'ts than a li ving one, 2:J4 - takes some- 
thin;{ hot, ib. - his experienf'e of Southern 
JlOspitality, 234, 235- waterproof internally, 
2:H - sentenced to ten years' imprisonment, 
23.>-lli3 liberal-handedness. 236-get" his 
arrears of pension, ib. - marries the Widow 
Shannon, 237 - confiscated, ib. - finds in 
J.imself a natural necessity of income, 233- 
his missionary zeal, ib. - never a stated at- 
tendant on Mr. Wilbur's preaching, 2,j0- 
sang base m choir, ib. - prudently avoided 
contribution towarù bell, ib. - abhors a cov- 
enant of works, 2,j2 - if saved at aU, must be 
savell genteelly, ib. - reports a sermon, 253 
- pxperiences religion, ib. - wouhl consent 
to a dukedom, 254 - converted to unanimity, 
255 - sound views of, 256 - makes himself 
an extempore marquis, 257 - extract of let. 
tel' from, 294, 295 - his opinion of Paddies, 
2!H-of Johnson, 295. 
Sa)TeS, a martyr, 185. 
Scaliger, saying of, 176. 
ScarflbwlLs pil1tlarius, 173. 
Scott, General, his claims to the presidency, 
17
, 179- 
Sprimgonr, Rev. Shearjashub, 2
3. 
Seythians, their diplomacy commended, 193. 
Sea, the wormy, 264. 
Seamen, ('olored, sold, 171. 
,"ecess ia, lictft, 281. 
Sf'ces!'ion, its legal nature defined, 237. 
Secret, a great militar)", 270. 
Self'mnus, a sort of Lethcan river 199. 
S('nate, dehate in, malle readahle,'185. 
Sene('a, sarin
 of, 175 - another, 183, note- 
overmtell hy a saint (but see Lord Boling- 
broke's opinion of. in a letter to Dean :-swift), 
1!H - his lettE'N not eommenlled. ib. - a son 
of Rev. Mr. Wilhur, l!)R-quotetl, 276,277. 
Serhonian bog of literature. Is.t 
Sf'rmons, some pitched too high, 2áO. 
Seward, 'list PI'. the late, his gift of prophery, 
2-13 - needs stiffening', 291 -misunderstands 
parable of fatted calf, ib. 
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Sextons, demand for, 173 - heroic official de- 
votion of oue, 20-1. 
Se).1J10Ur, Governor, 277. 
Shakespeare, 285 - a good reporter, 179. 
Shakin
 fever,considered as an cmployment,195. 
Sham, President, honest, 181. 
Shannon, Mrs., a widow, 235 - her family and 
accomplishments, 237 - has tantrums, ib. - 
her religious views, 252 - her notiolls of a 
moral and intellectual being, 253 - her 
mai<).en name, 2.-.t - her blue blood, ib. 
Sheba, Queen of, 173. 
Sheep, none of Rev. !tIr. Wilbur's turned wolves, 
171. 
Shem, Scriptural curse of, 203. 
Shiraz, Centre, lead-mine at, 254. 
Shirley, Governor, 
-12. 
Shoddy, poor coverilJg for outer or inner man, 
274. 
Shot at sight, privilege of being, 255. 
Show, natural to love it, 17a, note. 
Silver spoon born in Democracy's month, what, 
182. 
Sin, wilderness of, modern, what, 188. 
Sinai tmtfers outrages, 188. 
Skim-milk has its own opinions, 273. 
Skin, hole in, strange taste of some for, 195. 
Skippers, Yankee, busy ill the slave-trade, 2:>3. 
Simms, an intellectual giant, twin-birth with 

[a.ury (which see), 254. 
Slaughter, whether God strengthen us for, 175. 
Slanghterers and soldiers compared, 199. 
Slaughtering nowadays is slaughtering, 199. 
Slavery, of no color, 170 - corner-stone of 
liberty, 184-also keystone, 186-1astl'rnmb 
of Eden, 187 -a Jonah, ib. -an institution, 
192 - a private State concern, 202. 
Slidell, New York trash, 262. 
Sloanshure, Habakkuk, Esquire, President of 
Ja.alam Bank, 258. 
Smith, Joe, used as a translation, 188. 
Smith, John, an interesting character, 190. 
Smith, 
Ir., fears entertained for, 187 -dined 
with, 190. 
Smith, N. n., his magnanimity, 189. 
Smithiu.s, dux, 200. 
Soandso, 
Ir., the great, defines his position, 
188. 
Soft-heartedness, misplaced, is soft-headed- 
ne8s, 278. 
Sol, the tisherman, 173 -soundnesg of respira- 
tory organs hypothetically attributetl to, ih. 
Soldiers, British, ghosts of, in8uhonlinate, 2-13. 
Solomon, Song of. portions of it done into Latin 
Yerse hy Mr. Wilbur, 279. 
Solon, a saying of, 175. 
Soul. in.iuriou
 properties of, 2:>7. 
South, the, its natural eloquence, 268 - facts 
have a mean spite against, 262. 
South Carolina, futile attempt to anchor, 185 
- her pelligrees, 251. 
Southern men, their imperfE'ct notions of labor, 
235 - of subscriptions, 2:m - too high-pres- 
Hure, 2:
8 - prima facie noble, 2.}4. 
Spanish. to walk, what, 174. 
SpeePll-making, an abuse of gift of speech, 184-. 
Spirit-rapping floes not repay the spirit3 en- 
ga
e(l in it, 2H. 
Split-Font, 0111, made to squirm, 238. 
Spring. descri1
ll, 270, 271. 
IStar, north, subje('t to 1ndictment. whether, 187. 
Statesman, a genuine, defined. :l68. 
Stearns, Othniel, fable by, 29J. 
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u. 


Stone Spike, the, 243- 
Store, cheap cash, a wic1{ed fra11d, ]98. 
Strong, Governor Caleh, a l.atriot, 177. 
Style. the catalogue, 271. 
Sumter, shame of, 247. 
Sunday should mind its own business, 268. 
Swearing commended as a figure of speech, 172, 
note. 
Swett, Jethro C., his fall, 2SS. 
Swift, Dean, threadbare saying of, 178. 


T. 


Tag, elevated to the Cardinalate, 175. 
'l'alley, C. J., 257. 
Taraudfeather, Rev. }Ir., 255. 
Tarbox SheaJjashub, first white child born in 
J aalam, 239. 
Tartar3, Mongrel, 234. 
Taxes, direct, advantages of, 198. 
Taylor, General, greased by Mr. Choate, 201. 
Taylor zeal, its origin, 200. 
Teapots, how made dangerous, 277. 
Ten, the upper, 255. 
Tesephone. l>anished for long-windedness, 184. 
Tha('ker, Rev. Pre:5erved, D. D., 275. 
Thanks get lodged. H)5. 
Thanksgiving, }<'eejee, 234. 
ThalUuatnrgus, Saint Gregory. letter of. to the 
Devil, un. 
Theleme, Abbey of, 258. 
Theocritus, the inventor of idyllic poetry, 239. 
Theory, defined, 265. 
Thermopyles. too many, 262. 
II They'll say" a notal>le bully, 246. 
Thirty-nine articles might be made serviceable, 
175. 
Thor, a foolish attempt of, 185. 
Thoreau, 239. 
Thoughts, live ones characterized, 286. 
Thumb. General Thomas, a valuable member of 
socic>ty, 183. 
Thunder, supposed in easy circumstances, 194. 
'l'hynne, :Mr., murdered, 171. 
TibllllllS, 276. 
Time, an innocent l)ersonage to swear by, 172, 
note - a scene-shifter, 190. 
Tinkham, Deacon Pelatiah. story concerning, 
not told, 233 - alluded to, 239 - does a very 
sensible thing, 252. 
Toms, p('e})ing, 190. 
Toom bs, a doleful sound from, 262. 
Trees, various kinds of extraordinary ones, 197. 
Trowbridge, Wi!1iam, mariner, adventure of, 175. 
Truth and falsehood start from same point, 176 
- truth invulnerable to satire, ib. - compared 
to a river, 179 - of fiction sometimes truer 
than fact, ib. - told plainly, passim. 
Tuileries, exciting scene at. 183 - front parlor 
of. 259. 
Tully, a saying of, 180, note. . 
Tunnel, northwest-passage, a poor Investment, 
258. 
Turkey-Buzzard Roost, 237. 
Tuscaloosa, 237. 
Tutehel. Rev. Jonas, a Sadducee, 265. 
Tweedledee, gospel accordmg to, 188. 
Tweedlcdum, great principles of, 188. 
Tylerlts,juven"is i1l,signis, 280 - porphyrogenit1ts, 
281 - Jolut1tnides. ftito celeris, 282 - bene 
titus. ib. 
Tyrants, Em'opean. how made to tremble, 235. 


Ulysses, husband of Penelope, 177 - borrows 
money. 198 (for full particulars of, see Homer 
and Dante) -1'ex, 280. 
Unanimity, new ways of producing, 2,55. 
Union, its hoops oft
 255 - its good old mean- 
ing, 266. 
Universe, its breeching. 255. 
University, triennial catalogue of, 178. 
Us, nobol1y to be compared with. 235. and see 
World. passim. 


v. 


Van Buren fails of gaining Mr. Sawin's confi- 
dence, 202 - his son John reproved, ib. 
Van, Old, plan to set up, 201. 
Vattel, as likely to fall on your toes as on mine, 
249. 
Venetians invented something once, 198. 
Vices, cardinal, sacred conclave of, 175. 
Victoria, Queen, her natural terror, 183 - her 
best carpets, 259. 
Vinland, 264. 
Virgin, the, letter of. to Magistrates of 1tIessina. 
un. 
Virginia, descripta, 280, 281. 
Virginians, their false heraldry, 251. 
Voltaire, esprit de, 280. 
Vratz. Captain, a Pomeranian, singular views of. 
171. 


w. 


Wachuset :Mountain. 246. 
Wait, General, 242. 
Wales, Prince of, calls Brother Jonathan con- 
sang'lLÍneus nosier, 241 - but had not, appar- 
ently, consult.ed the Garter King at Arms, ib. 
Walpole, Horace, classed. 190 - his letters 
praised, 191. 
Waltham Plain, Cornwallis at, 172. 
Walton, llUnetilious in llis intercourse with 
fishes, 175. 
War, abstract, horrid, 191-its hoppers. grist 
of, what, 195. 
Warren, Fort, 277. 
Warton, Thomas, a story of, 179. 
Washington, charge brought against, 200. 
Washington, city of, climatic influence of, on 
coats, 180
- mentioned, 185 - grand jury of, 
187. 
Washingtons, two hatched at a time by im, 
proved machine, 200. 
JVatchman1ls, noctivag'lts, 282. 
Water, Taunton, proverbially weak, 202. 
Water-trees, 197. 
We, 272. 
Weak wash, a name fatally typical, 242. 
Webster, his unabridged quarto, its deleterious, 
ness, 279. 
Webster, some sentiments of, commended by 
Mr. Sawin, 201. 
Westcott. 1\Ir., his horror, 187. 
Whig party has a large throat, 178 - but query 
as to swallowing spurs. 201. 
White-house, 192. 
Wickliffe, Robert, consequences of his burst- 
ing, 277. 
Wife-trees, 197. 



Wilbur, 
rrs. Dot'cas (Pi1cox), an invariable 
rule of, 178 - her profile, 179 - trilJUte to, 
275. 
Wilbur, Rev. Horner, A. 111., consulted, 169- 
his instructions to his flock, 171- a proposi- 
tion of his for Protestant bomb-shells, 175- 
his elbow nudged, ib. - his notions of satire, 
ib. - some ovillions of his quoted with ap- 
parent approval by }Ir. Biglow, 176 - geo- 
gI'aphical speculations or, 177 -a justice of 
the peace, ib. -a letter of, ib. - a Latin pun 
of, ib. - ruus against a post without injury, 
178 - does not seek notoriety (whatevers01Ue 
malignants may affirm), ib. - fits youths for 
college, ib. - a cllaplain during late war with 
England, 179 - a shrewd observation of, ib. 
-some curious speculations of, 1St, 185- 
his martello-tower, 184 - forgets he is not in 
pulpit, 187, 193.-extracts from sermon of, 
187, 189 - interested in John Smith. 190- 
}lis views concerning present state of letters, 
]90, 191-astratagem of, lUt-ventures two 
hundred and fourth interpretation of Beast 
in Apocalypse, ib.-c1l1'istens Hon. B. Sawm, 
then an infant, 193 -an addition tõ our sylva 
proposed by, 197- curious and instructive 
adventure of, 198 - his account with an un- 
nat!lral uncle, ib. - his uncomfortable imagi- 
n!1 tlOn , 199 - speculations concerning Cin- 
cmnatus, ib. - confesses digressive tendency 
of. mind, 204 - goes to work on sennon (not 
wIthout fear that his readers will dub him 
with a reproaf'hful epithet like that with 
which Is
c Allerton. a )Iayftower man, re- 
venges hImself on a delinquent debtor of his 
calling him in his will, and thus holding hi
 
up to posterity, as "John Peterson, THE 
BORE If), ib. - his modesty, 231 - disclaims 
EOle authorship of }Ir. Biglow's writings, ib. 
- his low opinion of prepensive autographs 
ib. - a chaplain in 1812, 232 -cites a heathe
 
cOID6dian, 233 - his fondness for the Book 
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of Job, ib. -preaches a Fast-Day discourse, 
ib. - is pre'"ented from narrating a singular 
occurrenee, ib. - is presented with a pair of 
new spectacles, 238 - his church services in- 
decorously sketched by :Mr, Sawin, 
53- 
hopes to decipher a Runic inscription, 257- 
a fal>le by, 258 - deciJ-,hers Runic inscription, 
2li
 - 2li5 - his method therein, :l6! - is ready 
to reconsider his opinion of tobacco, 265- 
his opinion of the l'uritans, 270 - his death, 
275 - born in Pigsgusset, ib. -letter of Rev. 
blr. Hitchcock concerning, 275, 276-fulld 
of Milton's Christmas hymn, 276 - his monu- 
ment (proposed), ib. - his epitaph, ib, - his 
last letter, 276, 271- his supposed disem- 
bodied spirit, 279 - table belonging to, ib. - 
- sometimes wrote Latin verses, ib. - his 
table-talk, 283 - 285 - his prejudices, 283 - 
against Baptists, ib. - his sweet nature, 288 
- his views of style, ib. -a story of his, 289. 
Wildbore, a venlacular one, how to escaIle, 184- 
Wilkes, Captain, borrows rashly, 244- 
Wind, the, a good 
amaritan, 193. 
Wingfield, his" Memorial," 251. 
Wooden leg, remarkable for sobriety. 194:- 
never eats pudding, ib. 
Woods, the. See BelrMnt. 
Works, covenants of, condemned, 252. 
World, this, its unhappy temper, 233. 
Wright, Colonel, providentially rescued. 173. 
Writing dangerous to reputation, 232. 
Wrong, abstract, safe to oppose, 181. 


Y. 


Yankees. their worst wooden nutmei8, 263. 


z. 


Zack, Old, 
OO. 



THE UNHAPPY LOT OF }IR. KNOTT. 


1850. 



THE UNHAPPY LOT OF 
IR. KNOTT. 


: t PART I. 
SHOWING HOW HE BUILT HIS ROUSE 
AND IllS WIFE MOVED I
TO IT. 



ly worthy friend, A. Gordon Knott, 
From business snug withdrawn, 
Was much contented with a lot 
That would contain a Tudor cot 
'Twixt twelve feet square of garden-plot, 
And twelve feet more of lawn. 


He had laid business on tIle shelf 
To give his taste expansion, 
And, since no man, ).etired with pelf, 
The building mania can shun, 
Knott, being middle-aged himself, 
Resolved to build (unhappy elf!) 
A mediæval mansion. 


He caUed an architect in counsel; 
"I want," said he, "a - you know 
what, 
(You are a builder, I am Knott,) 
A thing complete from chimney-pot 
Down to the very grounsel ; 
Here's a half-acre of good land; 
Just have it nicely mapped and 
planned 
And make your workmen drive on ; 
Meadow there is, and upland too, 
And I should like a water-view, 
D' you think you could contrive one 1 
(Perhaps the pump and trough would 
do, 
If painted a judicious blue 1) 
The woodland I've attended to " ; 
[He meant three pines stuck up 
askew, 
Two dead ones and a live one.] 
"A pocket-full of rocks 't would take 
To build ft. house of freestone, 
But then it is not hard to make 


What nowadays is the stone ; 
The cunning painter in a trice 
Your house's outside petrifies, 
And people think it very gneiss 
"Tithout inquiring deeper; 
Jfy money never shall be thrown 
A way on such a deal of stone, 
'Vhen stone of deal is cheaper:' 
And so the greenest of antiques 
'Vas reared for Knott to dwell in : 
The architect worked hard for weeks 
I n venting all his private peaks 
Upon the roof, whose crop of leaks 
Had satisfied Fluellen; 
'Vhatever anybody had 
Out of the common, good or bad, 
Knott had it all worked well in; 
A donjon-keep, where clothes might 
dry, 
A porter's lodge that was a sty, 
A campanile slim and high, 
Too small to hang a bell in ; 
All up and down and here and there, 
With Lord-knows-whats of round and 
square 
Stuck on at random everywhere, - 
I t was a house to make one stare, 
All corners and all gables; 
Like dogs let loose upon a l)ea!, 
Ten emulous styles staboyed wIth cart', 
The whole among them seemed to tear, 
Ami all the oddities to spare 
'Vere set upon the stables. 
Knott was delighted with a pile 
Approved by fashion's leaders: 
(Only he made the builder smile, 
By asking every little while, 
'Vhy that was called the Twodoor style, 
'Vhich certainly had three doors 1) 
Yet better for this luckless man 
If he had put a downright ban 
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IT pon the thing in limine ; 
For, though to quit affairs his plan, 
Ere many days, poor Knott began 
Perforce accepting ùraughts, that ran 
All ways - except up chimney; 
The house, though painted stone to 
mock, 
With nice white lines round every 
block, 
Some trepidation stood in, 
When tempests (with petrific shock, 
So to speak,) made it really rock, 
Though not a whit less wooden; 
Änd painted stone, howe'er well done, 
"\Vill not take in the prodigal sun 
Whose beams are never quite at one 
With our terrestrial lumber ; 
So the wood shrank around the knots, 
And gaped in disconcerting spots, 
And there were lots of dots and rots 
And crannies without number, 
Wherethrough, as you may well pre- 
sume, 
The wind, like water through a flume, 
Came rushing in ecstatic, 
Leaving, in all three floors, no room 
That was not a rheumatic; 
And, wha.t with points and squares and 
rounds 
Grown shaky on their poises, 
The house at nights was full of pounds, 
Thumps, bumps, creaks, scratchings, 
raps - till- " Zounds I" 
Cried Knott, "this goes beyond all 
bounds; 
I do not deal in tongues and sounds, 
Nor have I let my house anù grounds 
To a family of N oyeses t " 
But, though Knott's house was full of 
airs, 
He had but one, - a daughter; 
And, as he owned much stocks and 
shares, 
:Many who wished to render theirs 
Such vain, unsatisfying cares, 
And needed wives to sew their tears, 
In matrimony sought her; 
They vowed her gold they wanted not, 
Their faith would never falter, 
They longed to tie this single Knott 
In the Hymeneal halter; 
So daily at the door they rang, 
Car(ls for the belle delivering, 
Or in the choir at her they sang, 
Achieving such a rapturous twang 
As set her nerves ashi vering. 


N ow Knott had quite made np his mind 
That Colonel Jones should have her; 
No beauty he, but oft we fiud 
Sweet kernels 'neath a roughish rind, 
So hoped his Jenny' d be resigned 
Anù make no more palaver; 
Glanced at the fact that love was blind, 
That girls were ratherish inclined 
To pet their little crosses, 
Then nosologically detined 
The rate at which the system pined 
In those unfortunates who dilled 
Upon that metaphoric kind 
Of dish - their own proboscis. 


But she, with many tears anll moans, 
Besought him not to mock her, 
Said 't was too much for flesh and bones 
To marry mortgages and loans, 
That fathers' hearts were stocks and 
stones, 
And that she'd go, when .Mrs. Jones, 
To Davy Jones's locker; 
Then gave her head a little toss 
That said as plain as ever was, 
If men are always at a loss 
:Mere womankind to bridle - 
To try the thing on woman crosS 
'Vere fifty times as idle; 
For she a strict resolve haù made 
AmI registf'red in private, 
That either she would die a maid, 
Or else be !\Irs. Doctor Slade, 
If woman could contrive it ; 
And, though the wedding-day was set, 
Jenny was more so, rather, 
Declaring, in a pretty pet, . 
That, howsoe' er they spread their net, 
She would out-Jennyral them yet, 
The colonel and her father. 


Just at this time the Public's eyes 
,V ere keenly on the watch, a stir 
Beginning slowly to arise 
A bout those questions and rf'plies, 
Those raps that unwrapped mysteries 
So rapidly at Rochester, 
And Knott, alreaùy nervous grown 
By lying much awake alone, 
And listening, sometimes to a moan, 
And sometimes to a clatter, 
'Vhene'er the wind at night would rouse 
The gingerbread-work on his house, 
Or when some hasty-tempered mouse, 
Behind the plastering, made a towse 
About a family matter, 
Began to wonder if his wife, 
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A parnlytic h
1f h(,1" life, 
\\7hich made it more surprising, 
l\1i(Tht not to rule him from her urn, 
n .' 
Have taken a perIpatetIc turn 
.for want of exorcising. 


This thought, once nestled in his head, 
Erelong contagious grew, and spread 
1 nfecting all his mind with dread, 
{;ntil at last he lay in bed 
And heard his wife, with well-known 
tread, 
Entering the kitchen through the shed, 
(Or was't his fancy, mocking 1) 
Opening the pantry, cutting bread, 
And then (she'd been some ten years 
dead) 
Closets and draw{'rs unlocking; 
Or, in his room (his breath grew thick) 
He heard the long-familiar click 
Of slender needles flying quick, 
As if she knit a stocking; 
For whom? - he prayed that years might 
flit 
With pains rheumatic shooting, 
Before those ghostly things she knit 
Upon his unfleshed sole might fit, 
He did not fancy it a bit, 
To stand upon that footing; 
At other times, his frightened hairs 
Ahove the bedclotbes trusting, 
He heard her, full of household cares, 
(
o dream entrapped in supper's snares, 
The foal of horrible nightmares, 
Bu t broad awake, as he dec1ares,) 
Go bustling up and down the stairs, 
Or setting back last evening's chairs, 
Or with the poker thrusting 
The raked- np sea - coal's hardened 
crust - 
And - what! impossible! it must! 
He knew she had returned to dust
 
And :ret could scarce his senses trust, 
Hearing her as she poked and fussed 
About the parlor, dusting! 


Night after night he strove to sleep 
Ann takt' his ease in spite of it ; 
But still his flesh would chill and creep, 
And, though two night-lamps lIe might 
keep, 
He could not so makp. light of it. 
At last, quite df'sperate, he goes 
AmI tel1s hi') neighbors all his woes, 
'Vhich did but their amount enhance; 
They made such mockery of his fears 
That soon his days were of all jeers, 


His nights of the rueful countenance; 
"I thought most folks," one neighbor 
said, 
&( Gave up the ghost when they were 
dead 1 " 
Another gravely shook his head, 
Adding, "From all we hear, it's 
Quite plain poor Knott is going mad- 
For how can he at once be sad 
And think he's full of spirits?" 
A third declared he knew a knife 
,V ould cut this Knott much quicker, 
"The surest way to end all strife, 
And lay tlle sphit of a wife, 
Is just to take and lick her! " 
A temperance mall caught up the word, 
".Ah, yes," he groaned, "1 've always 
heard 
Our poor friend somewhat slanted 
Tow'rd taking liquor overmuch; 
I fear these spirits may be Dutch, 
(A sort of gins, or something such,) 
'Vith which his house is haunted; 
I see the thing as clear as light, - 
If Knott would give np getting tight, 
N aught farther would be wanted It : 
So all his neighbors stood aloof 
And, that the spirits 'neath his roof 
"T f're not entirely up to proof, 
L"nanimously granted. 


Knott knew that cocks and sprites were 
fof's, 
Anù so boug11t up, Heaven only knows 
How many, though he wanted crows 
To give ghosts caws, as I suppose, 
To think that day was breaking; 
:l\foreover what he caned his park, 
He turned into a kind of ark 
For dogs, because a little bark 
Is a good tonic in the dark, 
If one is given to waking; 
But things went on from bad to worse, 
His curs were nothing but a cursf', 
And, what was still more shocking, 
Foul ghosts of living fowl made scoff 
And would not think of going ofl" 
In spite of all his cocking. 
Shanghais, Bucks-counties, Döminique!\ 

lalays (that did n't lay for weeks,) 
Polanùers, Bantams, Dorkings, 
('Yaivillg the cost, no trifling ill, 
Since each brought in his little bill,) 
By day or night were never still, 
But f'very thonght of rest would kill 
'Vith cacklings and with quorkings ; 
Henry the Eighth of wives got free 



316 


THE UNHAPPY LOT OF MR. KNOTT. 


Bya way he had of axing ; 
But poor Knott's Tudor henery 
Was not so fortunate, and he 
Still found his trouble waxing; 
As for the dogs, the rows they made, 
And how they howled, snarled, barked 
and bayed, 
Beyond all human knowledge is ; 
All night, as wide awake as gnats, 
The terriers rumpused after rats, 
Or, just for practice, taught their brats 
To worry cast-off shoes and hats, 
The bull-dogs settled private spats, 
All chased imaginary cats, 
Or raved behind the fence's slats 
At real ones, or, from their mats, 
With friends, miles off, held pleasant 
chats, 
Or, like some folks in white cravats, 
Contemptuous of sharps and flats, 
Sat 11 p and sang dogsologies. 
:Meanwhile the cats set up a squall, 
And, safe upon the garden-wall, 
All night kept cat-a-walling, 
As if the feline race were all, 
In one wild. cataleptic sprawl, 
Into love's tortures falling. 


PART II. 


SHOWING WHAT IS MEANT BY A FLOW 
OF SPIRITS. 
AT first the ghosts were somewhat 
shy, 
Coming when none but Knott was nigh, 
And people said 't was all their eye, 
(Or rather his) a flam, the sly 
Digestion's machination: 
Some recommended a wet sheet, 
Some a nice broth of pounded peat, 
Some a cold flat-iron to the feet, 
Some a decoction of lamb's-bleat, 
Some a southwesterly grain of wheat; 
:Meat was by some pronounced unmeet, 
Others thought fish most indiscreet, 
And that 't was worse than all to eat 
Of yegetables, sour or sweet, 
(Except, perhaps, the skin of beet,) 
In such a concatenation: 
One quack his button gently plucks 
And murmurs, "Biliary ducks! " 
Says Knott, "I never ate one" ; 
Hut all, though brimming full of wrath, 
Homæo, AIlo, Hydropath, 
Concurred in this - that t' other's path 
To death's door was the straight one. 


Still, spite of medical advice, 
The ghosts came thicker, and a spice 
Of mischief grew apparent; 
Nor did they only come at night, 
But seemed to fancy broad daylight, 
Till Knott, in horror and affright, 
His unoffending hair_rent; 
Whene' er with handkerchief on lap, 
He made his elbow-chair a trap, 
To catch an after-dinner nap, 
The spirits, always on the tap, 
Would make a sudden rap, rap, rap, 
The half-spun cord of sleep to snap, 
(And what is life without its nap 
Rut threadbareness and mere mishap 1) 
As 't were with a percussion cap 
The trouble's climax capping; 
I t seemed a party dried and grim 
Of mummies had come to visit him, 
Each getting off from every limb 
I ts multitudinous wrapping; 
Scratchings sometimes the walls l'8.n 
round, 
The merest penny-weigllts of sound; 
Sometimes 't was only by the pound 
They carried on their dealing, 
A thumping 'n
ath tIle parlor floor, 
Thump-bump-thump-bumping o'er and 
o'er, 
As if the vegetables in store 
(Quiet and orderly before) 
Were all together peeling; 
You would have thought the thing was 
done 
By the spirit of some son of a gun, 
And that a forty-two-poullder, 
Or that the ghost which made such 
sounds 
Could be none other than J 01Ul Pound
 
Of Ragged Schools the fonnder. 
Through three gradations of affright, 
The awful noises reached their height; 
At first they knocked nocturnally, 
Then, for some reason, changing quite, 
(As monrners, after six months' flight, 
Turn suddenly from dark to light,) 
Began to knock diurnally, 
And Jast, combining all their stocks, 
(Scotland was ne'er so full of Knox,) 
Into one Chaos (father of N ox,) 
Nocte pluit - they showered knocks, 
And knocked, knocked, knocked, 
eternally ; 
Ever upon the go, like buoys, 
(Wooden sea-urchins,) an Knott's joys, 
They turned to troubles and a noise 
That pre)7ed on him internally. 
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Soon they grew 'Wider in thpir scope; 
'Vheuever Knott a door would ope, 
I t would ope not, or else f'lope 
And fly back (curbless as a trope 
Once started down a stanza's slope 
By a barù that gave it too much rope - ) 
Like a clap of thunder slamming; 
And, when kind Jenny brought his hat, 
(She always, when he walked, did that,) 
Just as upon 1IÏs ht'ad it sat, 
Submitting to his settling pat, 
SOJUf' unseen hand would jam it flat, 
Or give it such a furious bat 
That eyes and nose went cramming 
LP out of si 9 ht, and í'onsequently, 
As when in life it paddlt:'d free, 
His beavf'r caused much damning; 
If these things seem o'er-strained to 
be, _ 
Rpad the account of Doctor Dee, 
'T is in our college library; 
Rf'aù \\
 esley's circumstantial plea, 
A nù .:\Irs. Crowe, morf' like a bee, 
Sucking the nightshade's honeyed fee, 
And Stilling's rneumatology ; 
Consult Scot, G lanvil, grave 'Vie- 
rus, and both Mathers; further see, 
"... ebster, Casaubon, James First's trea- 
tise, a right royal Q. E. D. 
""rit with the moon in perigee, 
Bodin de la Demonomanie- 
(Accent that last line gingerly) 
All full of learning as the sea 
Of fishes, and all disagree, 
Save in Sathanas apage I 
Or, 'What will surely put a flea 
In unbelieving ears-with glee, 
Out of a paper (sent to me 
By some friend who forgot to P... 
A... Y... - I use cryptography 
Lest I his vengeful pen should dree - 
His P...O...S...T...A...G...E...) 
Things to the same effect I cut, 
About the tantrums of 8 ghost, 
Not more than three weeks Rince, at 
most, 
N ear Stratford, in Connecticut. 


Knott's 'l""pas daily spread its roots, 
Sent up on all sides livelier shoots, 
And bore more pestilt:'utial fruits; 
The ghosts behaved like downright 
brutes, . 
They snipJWd holes in his Sunday suits, 
Practised all night on octave flutes, 
Put peas (not peace) into his boots, 
'Vhereof grew corns in season, 


They scotched his sheets, and, 'What was 
worse, 
Stuck bis silk nightcap full of burs, 
Till he, in language plain and terse, 
(But much unlike a Bible verse,) 
Swore he should lose his reason. 


The tables took to spinning, too, 
Perpetual )'arn8, and arm-chairs grew 
To prophets and apostles; 
One footstool vowed that only he 
Of law and gospel held the key, 
That teachers of whate'er degree 
To whom opinion bows the knee 
Wern't fit to teach Truth's a b c. 
ADd were (the whole lot) to a T 
Mere fogies all and fossils; 
A teapoy, late the property 
Of .Knox's Aunt .Keziah, 
(\Vhom Jenny most irreverently 
Had nicknamed her aunt-tipathy) 
'Vith tips emphatic claimed to be 
The prophet Jeremiah: 
The tins upon th(' kitchen-wall, 
Turned tintinnabulators all, 
And things that used to come at can 
For simple household services 
Began to hop and whirl and prance, 
Fit to put out of countenance 
The Commis and Griscttcs of France 
Or Turkey's dancing Dervises. 


Of course such doings, far and wide, 
With rumors filled the country-side, 
And (as it is our nation's pride 
To t.hink a Truth not yerified 
Till with majorities allied) 
Parties sprung up, affirmed, denied, 
And candidates with questions plied, 
''''ho, like the circus-riders, tried 
At once both hobhies to bestride, 
And each with his opponent yied 
In being inexplicit. 
Earnest inquirers multiplied; 
Folks, whose tenth cousins lately died, 
".. rote letters long, and Knott replied j 
All who could either walk or ride 
Gathered to wonder or deride, 
And paid the house a visit; 
Horses were to his pine-trees tied, 
:M ourners in every corner sighed, 
'Vidows brought children tllerf" that 
cried, 
Swarms of lean Seekers, eager-eyed, 
(People Knott never could abide,) 
J nto each hole and cranny pried 
'Vith strings of questions cut and dried 
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From the Devout In'luirer's Guide, 
}"'or the wise spirits to decide- 
As, for example, is it 
True that the damned are fried or boiled 1 
Was the Earth's axis greased or oiled 1 
Who cleaned the moon when it was 
soiled 1 
How baldness might be cured or foiled 1 
How heal diseased potatoes ? 
Did spirits have the sense of smell? 
Where would departed spin
ters dwell? 
- If the late Zenas Smith were well? 
I f Earth were solid or a sheU ? 
Were spirits fond of Doctor Fell? 
Did the bull toll Cock-Robin's knell? 
What remedy would bugs expel? 
If Paine's invention were a sell 1 
Did spirits by Webster's system spell 1 
Was it a sin to be a belle? 
Did dancing sentence folks to hell? 
If so, then where most torture fell - 
On little toes or great toes? 
If life's true seat were in the brain? 
Did Ensign mean to marry Jane ? 
By whom." in fact, was .Morgan slain 1 
Could matter ever sHffer pain? 
"\Vhat would take out a cherry-stain? 
Who picked the pocket of Seth Crane, 
Of Waldo precinct, State of l\laine ? 
Was Sir John Franklin sought ill vain 1 
Did primitive Christians ever train 1 
'Vhat was the family-name of Cain? 
Them spoons, were they by Betty ta'en 1 
Would earth-worm poultice cure a 
sprain ? 
W a
 Socrates so dreadful plain 1 
What tf'amster guided Charles's wain? 
Was Uncle Ethan mad or sane, 
And could his will in force remain 1 
If not, what counsel to retain 1 
Did Le Sage steal Gil BIas from Spain 1 
Was J ullius writ by Thomas Paine 1 
'V ere ducks discomforted by rain? 
How did Britannia rule the main? 
Was Jonas coming back again 1 
"\Vas vital truth upon the wane? 
Did ghosts, to scare folks, drag a chain? 
Who was our Hulùah's chosen swain 1 
Did none have teeth pulled without 
I>ayin' , 
Ere ether was in vented 1 
Whether mankind would not agree, 
If the universe were tuned in C 1 
'Vhat was it ailed Lucindy's knee 1 
"\Vhether folks eat folks in Feejee 1 
Whether }
is name would end with T 1 
If Saturn's rings were two or three, 


And what bump in Phrenology 
They truly represented? 
These problems dark, wherein they 
groped, 
Wherewith man's reason vainly coped, 
N ow that the spirit-world was oped, 
In all humility they hoped 
Would be resolved instanter; 
Each of the miscellaneous rout 
Brought his, or her, own little doubt, 
And wished to pump the spirits out, 
Through his or her own private spout, 
Into his 01' her decanter. 


PART III. 
WHEREIN IT IS SHOWN THAT THE 
MOST ARDENT SPIRITS ARE MORE 
ORNAMENTAL THAN USEFUL. 
MANY a speculating wight 
Came by express-trains, day and night, 
To see if Knott would" sell his right," 
!tIeaDing to make the ghosts a sight- 
'Vhat they called a "meenaygerie" ; 
One threatened, if he would not" trade, n 
His run of custom to invade, 
(He could not tbese sharp folks persuade 
That he was not, in some way, paid,) 
And staml} him as a plagiary, 
By coming down, at one fell swoop, 
'Vith THE ORIGINAL KNOCKING 
TROUPE, 
Come recently from Hades, 
'Vho (for a quarter-dollar heard) 
Would ne'er rap out a hasty word 
Whence any blame might be incurred 
From the most fastidious ladies ; 
The late lamented Jesse Soule 
To stir the ghosts up with a pole 
And be director of the whole, 
Who was engaged the rather 
For the rare me1'Íts he'd combine, 
Having been in the spirit line, 
'Vhich trade he only did resign, 
,V ith general applause, to shine, 
A wful in mail of cotton fine, 
As ghost of Hamlet's father! 
Another a fair plan reveals 
Never yet hit on, which, he feels, 
To Knott's religious sense appeals- 
" We'll have your house set up on 
wheels, 
A speculation pious; . 
For music, we can shortly find 
A barrel-organ that will grind 
Psalm-tunes, - an instrument designed 
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For the New England tour - refined 
}'rOlll secular ùrosses, aud inclined 

'o an unworlùly turn, (combineù 
With no sectarian bias;) 
T11en, travelling Ly stages slow, 
Under the sty Ie of Knott & Co., 
I would accompany the show 
ÅS moral lecturer, tbe foe 
Of nationalism; while you could throw 
The l"aPI)ings in, and make them go 
Strict Puritan principles, you know, 
(How do you make 'em? with your toe ?) 
And the receipts which thencemighttlow, 
We could divide between us ; 
Stin more attractions to combine, 
B('si<le these services of mine, 
I will throw in a very tine 
(It would ùo nicely for a sign) 
Original Titian's Venus." 
Another offered hanflsome fees 
If Knott would get Demosthenes 
(Nay, his mere knuckles, for more ease) 
To rap a few short sentences; 
Or if, for want of proper keys, 
His Greek might make confusion, 
Then just to get a rap from Burke, 
To recommend a little work 
On Public Elocution. 
:Meanwhile, the spirits mad(' replies 
To aU the reverent whats and 'whys, 
Resolving doubts of ev('ry size, 
And giving seekers gravt' and wise, 
Who came to know their destinies, 
A rap-turous reception; 
When un believers void of grace 
Came to investigate the place, 
(Creatures of Saddncistic race, 
'Vith grovelling intellects and base,) 
They could not find the slightest trace 
To indicate deception; 
Indeed, it is declared by some 
That spirits (of this sort) are glum, 
Almost, or wholly, deaf and dumb, 
And (out of self-respect) quite mum 
To sreptic natures cold and numb, 
Who of this kind of Kingdom Come 
Have not a just conception: 
True, there werp people who demurred 
That, though the raps nodol1btwere heard 
Both under them and o'('r them, 
Yet, somehow, when a search they made, 
Thpy found Miss Jenny sore afraid, 
Or Jenny's lover, Doctor Slade, 
J<:qnaHy awe-struck and dismayed, 
Or Deborah, the chamber-maid, 
"Those terrors not to be gainsaid, 
In laughs hysteric were displayed, 


'Vas always there before them; 
This had its due etrect with some 
"'110 straight departed, muttering, Hum! 
'fransl'an'nt hoax! and Gammon! 
But these were few: believing souls 
Came, day by day, in larger shoals, 
As the ancients to the windy holes 
'N eath Delphi's tl'ipod brought their 
doles, 
Or to the shrine of Ammon. 


The spirits seemed exceeding tame, 
Call whom you fancied, and he came; 
The shades august of eldest fame 
Yon summoned with an awful ease; 
As grosser spirits gurgled out 
From chair and table with a spout, 
Iu Auerbach's cellar once, to flout 
The senses of the rabble rout, 
"\Vhere'er the gimh>t twirlpd about 
Of cunning Mephistopheles, 
So did these spirits seem in store, 
Bf:'hind the wainscot or the door, 
Hf:'ady to thrill the being's core 
Of eVf:'ry enterprising bore 
"\V ith their astounding glamour; 
"\Yhatever ghost one wished to hear, 
By strange coincidence, was near 
To make the past or future clear 
(Sometimes in shocking grammar) 
By raps and taps, now there, now here- 
I t seemed as if the spirit queer 
Of some departed auctioneer 
"\r ere doomed to practise by the year 
'Vith the spirit of his hammer: 
"\Vhate' er you asked was answered, J'et 
One could not very deeply get 
Into dIe obliging spirits' debt, 
Because they used the alphabet 
In all communications, 
And new re,-ea1ings (though sublime) 
Rappell out, one letter at a time, 
'Vith boggles, hesitations, 
Stoppings, beginnings o'er again, 
And getting matters into train, 
Could hardly overload the brain 
'Yith too excessive rations, 
Since just to ask if two and tu:o 
Rea.lly 1na.ke fo,1tr? or, How ä yc do? 
And get the fit replies thereto 
In the tramundane rat-tat-too, 
ltlight ask a whole day's patience. 


'T was strange ('mongst other things) to 
tind 
In what odd sets the ghosts comhined, 
Happy forthwith to thump any 
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Piece of intelligenre inspired, 
The truth wherf'of had been inquired 
By some one of the company; 
For instance, Fielding, 1rlirabeau, 
Orator Henley, Cicero, 
Paley, John Zisca, Marivaux, 
Melancthon, Robertson, J UllOt, 
Sca1iger, Chesterfield, Rousseau, 
Hakluyt, Boccaccio, South, De Foe, 
Diaz, Josephus, Richard Roe, 
Odin, Arminius, Charles le gras, 
Tiresias, the late James Crow, 
Casahianca, Grose, Prideaux, 
Olù Grimps, Young N orval, Swift, Bris- 
sot, 
1.Iaimoniùes, the Chevalier D'O, 
Socrates, Fenelon, Job, Stow, 
The inventor of Elixir pro, 
Euripides, Spinoza, Poe, 
Confucius, Hiram Smith, and Fo, 
Came (as it seemed, somewhat de trap) 
'Vith a disembodied Esquimaux, 
To say that it was so and so, 
With -Franklin's expedition; 
One testitied to ice and snow, 
One that the mercury was low, 
One that his progress was quite slow, 
One that he much desired to go, 
One that the cook had frozen his toe, 
(Dissented from by Dandolo, 
Wordsworth, Cynaegirus, Boileau, 
La Hontan, and Sir Thomas Roe,) 
One saw twelve white bears in a row, 
One saw eleven and a crow, 
'Vith other things we could not know 
(Of great statistic value, though,) 
By our mere mortal vision. 


Sometimes the spirits made mistakes, 
And seemed to play at ducks and drakes 
With bold inquiry's heaviest stakes 
In science or in mystery; 
They knew so little (and that wrong) 
Yet rapped it out so bold and strong, 
One would have said the unnumbered 
throng 
Had been Professors of History; 
'Vhat made it odder was, that those 
'Vho, you would naturally suppose, 
Could solve a question, if they chose, 
As easily as count their toes, 
Were just the ones that blundered; 
One day, Ulysses happening down, 
A reader of Sir Thomas Browne 
And who (with him) had wondered 
What song it was the Sirens sang, 
Asked the shrewd I thacan -bang! bang! 


With this response the cham bel' rang, 
" I gue
F-; it was Old Hundrptl." 
And Franklin, being asked to name 
The reason why the lightning came, 
Replied, "Becam
e it thundered." 


On one sole point the gho
ts agreed, 
One fearful point, than which, indeed, 
Nothing could seem absurder; 
Poor Colonel Jones they all a hused, 
And finally downright accused 
The poor old man of murder; 
'T was thus; by dreadful raps wa.,; shown 
Some spirit's longing to make known 
A bloody fact, which he alone 
Was privy to, (such ghosts more prone 
In Earth's affairs to meddle are ;) 
lVho are YOZt? with awe-stricken looks, 
All ask: his airy knuckles he crooks, 
And raps, "I was Eliab Snooks, 
That used to be a pedler ; 
SOffit:.' on ye still are on my books !" 
Whereat, to inconspicuous nooks, 
(More fearing this than common spooks,) 
Shrank each indebted meddler; 
Further the vengeful ghost declared 
That while his earthly life was spared, 
About the country he had fared, 
A duly licensed follower 
Of that much-wandering trade that wins 
Slow profit from the sale of tins 
And various kinds of hollow-ware; 
That Colonel Jones enticed him in, 
Pretending that he wanted tin, 
There slew him with a rolling-pin, 
Hid him in a potato-bin, . 
And (the same night) him ferried 
Across Great Pond to t' other shore, 
And there, on land of 'Vidow 1rloore, 
Just where you turn to Larkin's store, 
Under a rock him buried; 
Some friends (who happened to be by) 
He called upon to testify 
That what he said was not a lie, 
And that he did not stir this 
Foul matter, out of any spite 
But from a simple love of Tight; - 
Which statements the Nine Worthies, 
Rabbi Akiba, Charlemagne, 
Seth, Colley Cibber, General Wayne, 
Cambyses, Tasso, Tubal.Cain, 
The owner of a castle in Spain, 
J eha.nghire, and the 'Vidow of N ain, 
(The friends aforesaid,) made more plaiD 
And by loud raps attested; 
To the same purport testified 
Plato, John Wilkes, and Colonel Pride 
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'Vho knew Raid Snook!'; '}wfore he died, 
Had in his wan's iuvcstf'(l, 
Thought him (>ntitlt'd to bplief 
And frcely could concur, in brief, 
In everything th
 rest did. 


Eliab this occasion sei7.f>ò, 
(Distinctly here the spirit sn<>ezed,) 
'1'0 say that he should ne'er he eased 
F]'ill Jenny married whom she pleased, 
Free from all clwcks ami urgin's, 
(This spirit dropt his final g's) 
And that, unless Knott (tuickly sees 
This done, the spirits to apl'f'ase, 
They would come bal'k his life to tease, 
As thick as mites in ancient chet'se, 
AmI It't his }wuse on an endless lease 
To the ghosts (terrific rappers these 
And veritable Eumeniùes) 
Of the .Eleyen Thousand Virgins! 
Knott was perplexed and shook his head, 
He did not wish his child to weù 
'Vith a suspected murderer, 
(Fur, true or false, the rumor spread,) 
But as for this roiled life he led, 
" I t would not answer," so he said, 
" To have it go no furdf'rer." 
At last, scarce knowing what it meant, 
Reluctantly he gave consent 
That Jenny, since 't was evident 
That she 'lCO'ltld follow her own bent, 
Sbould make her own election; 
For that appeared the only way 
These frightful noises to aJlay 
'Vhich had already turned him gray 
And plunged him in dejection. 
Accordingly, this artless maid 
Her father's ordinance obeyed, 
And, all in whitest crape arrayed, 
(Miss Pulsifer the dresses made 
And wishes here the fact displayed 
That she still carries on the trade, 
The third door south from Ragg'sArcade,) 
A very faint "I do" essayed 
And gave her hand to Hit"am Slaòe, 
From which time forth, the ghosts were 
laid, 
And ne'er gave trouble after; 
But the Selectmen, be it known, 
Du
 underneath the aforesaid stone, 
'Vhere the poor pedler's corpse was 
thrown, 
And found thereunder a jaw-bont', 
Though, when the crowner sat thereon, 
He nothing hatched, except alone 


Successive broods of laughter; 
I t was a frail and dingy thing, 
In which a grinder or two did cling, 
I n color like molasses, 
'Yhieh surgeons, called from far and wide, 
U 1'011 the horror to decide, 
Having put on their glasses, 
Rpported thus- "To judge by looks, 
These bones, by some queer hooks or 
crooks, 
J[ay have belonged to 1\1r. Snooks, 
But, as men deepest-read in books 
Are perfectly aware, bones, 
If buried fifty years or so, 
Lose their identity and grow 
From human bones to bare bones." 


Still, if to Jaalam JOU go down, 
Yon '11 find two partit's in the town, 
One headed by Benaiah Brown, 
And one by Perez Tinkham; 
The first believe tIle ghosts all through 
And vow that they shall never rue 
The happy chance l)y which they knew 
That people in Jupiter are blue, 
...\nd very fond of Irish stew, 
Two curious facts which Prince Lee Boo 
Rapped clearly to a chosen few- 
'Vhereas the others think 'em 
A trick got up by Doctor Slade 
\\Ïth Deborah the chamber-maid 
And that sly cretur Jinny. 
That all the revelations wisl', 
At which the Brownites made big eyes, 
Might have been given by JarEd KeJes, 
A natural fool and ninny, 
And, last week, dill n't Eliab Snooks 
Come back with never better looks, 
As sharp as new-bought mackerel hooks, 
And bright as a new pin, eh 1 
Good Parson 'Vilbur, too, avers 
(Though to be mixed in parish stirs 
Is worse than handling chestnut-burs) 
That no case to his mind occurs 
'Vhere spirits ever did converse, 
Save in a kind of guttural Erse, 
(So say the best authOlities ;) 
And that a charge by raps conveyed 
Should be most scrupulously weighed 
And searcht'd into, before it is 
Made public, since it may give pain 
That cannot soon be cured again, 
And one word may infix a stain 
\Vhich ten cannot gloss o\rt'r, 
Though speaking for his private part, 
He is rejoiced with all his heart 
Miss Knott missed not her lover. 
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I. 
SOMEWHERE in India, upon a time, 
(Read it not Injah, or you spoil the 
verse,) 
There dwelt two saints whose privi- 
lege sublime 
It was to sit and watch the world grow 
worse, 
Their only care (in that delicious 
clime) 
At proper intervals to pray and cm"se ; 
Pracrit the dialect each prudent 
brother 
Used for himself, Damnonian for the 
other. 


II. 
One half the time of each was spent 
in praying 
For blessings on his own unworthy 
head, 
The other half in fearfully portraying 
Where certain folks would go when they 
were dead; 
This system of exchanges - there '8 
no saying 
To what more solid barter't would have 
led, 
But tllat a river, vext with boils and 
swellings 
At rainy times, kept peace between 
their dwellings. 
III. 
SO they two played at wordy battle- 
dore 
And kept a curse forever in the air, 
Flying this way or that from shore 
to shore; 
Nor other labor did this holy pair, 
Clothed and supported from the lavish 
store 
Which crowds lanigerous brought with 
daily care; 


They toiled not neither did they spin; 
their bias 
Was tow'rd the harder task of being 
pious. 


IV. 
Each from his hut rushed six score 
times a day, 
Like a great canon of the Church fllll- 
rammed 
With cartridge theologic, (so to say,) 
Touched himself off, and then, recoiling, 
slammed 
His hovel's door behind him in a way 
That to his foe said plainly, - you 'it 
be damned; 
And so like Potts and Wainwright, 
shrill and strong 
The two D-D'd each other all day 
long. 


v. 


One was a dancing Dervise, a Mo. 
hammedan, 
The other was a Hindoo, a gymnoso. 
phist ; 
One kept his whatd'yecallit and his 
Ramadan, 
Laughing to scorn the sacred rites and 
laws of his 
Transfluvial rival, who, in turn, called 
Ahmed an 
Old top, and, as a clincher, shook across 
a fist 
With nails six inches long, yet lifted 
not 
His eyes from off his navel's mystic 
knot. 


VI. 
" Who whirls not round six thousand 
times an hour 
Will go," screamed Ahmed, U to the 
evil place j 
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1.Iay he cat dirt, and may the dog and 
GiannI" 
Defile the graves of him and all llis 
race; 
Allah lo\'es faithful souls and gives 
them power 
To spin till they are purple in the face; 
Some folks get you know what, but 
he that pnre is 
Earns Pa.radisc and ninety thousand 
houries. " 


VII. 
" Upon t1le silver mountain, South 
by East, 
SitR Rrahma fed upon the sacred bean; 
He loves those men whose nails are 
still increased, 
'Vho all their lives keep ugly, fout, anù 
lean ; 
'T is of his grace that not a binl or 
beast 
Adorned with claws like mine was ever 
seen ; 
The suns and stars are Brahma's 
thou(,ht8 di,"ille 
Even as these trees I seem to see are 
n1Íne. II 


VIII. 
"Thou seem'st to see, indeed! II 
roared Ahmed back; 
" 'Vere I but once across this plaguy 
stream, 
'Vith a stout sapling in my hand, one 
whack 
On those lank ribs would rid thee of 
that dream! 
Thy llrahma-blasphemy is ipecac 
To my soul's stomach; coulùst thou 
grasp the scheme 
Of true redemption, thou wouldst 
know that D(>ity 
Whirls by a kind. of blessed sponta- 
neity. 


IX. 
U .And this it is which keeps our earth 
here going 
"Tith a.n the stars. II - U 0, vile! but 
there's a 11lace 
Prepared for such; to think of Brah- 
ma throwiu
 
'\
orlds like a juggler's balls up into 
Space ! 
'Vhy, 110t so mueh as a smooth lotos 
blowin Cf 
Iti e'er allowelÏ that silence to efface 


""'hich hroods round Brallma, and 
our earth, 't is known, 
Rests on a turtoise, moveless as this 
stone. .. 


x. 
So they k('pt up their banning amæ- 
bæan, 
'Vhen suddenly came floating down the 
stream 
A youth whose face like an incarnate 
pæan 
Glowed, 't was so full of grandeur and. 
of gleam ; 
"If therc be goùs, then, doubtless, 
this must Le one," 
Thought ùoth at once, and then began 
to scream, 
"Surely, whate'er immortals know, 
thou knowest, 
Deciùe between us twain before thou 
goest ! " 


Xf. 
The youth was drifting in a slim ca- 
noe 
ltlost like a huge white watrrlily's petal, 
But neither of onr theologians knew 
"Thereof 't was mad.e; whether of heav- 
enly metal 
Unknown, or of a vast pearl split in 
two 
And hollowed, was a point they could 
not setUp ; 
'T was gooù d.c bate-seed, though, and 
bore large fruit 
In after years of many a tart dispute. 


XII. 
There were no wings upon the stran- 
ger's shoulders 
And yet he secmed so capable of rising 
That, had he soareù like thistledown, 
beholders 
Had thought the circumstance noways 
surprising; 
Enough that he remained, and, when 
the scoltlers 
Hailed him as umpire in their vocal 
prize-ring, 
The painter of his boat he lightly 
threw 
Around. a lotos-stem, and brought her 
to. 


xur. 
The strange youth had a look as û 
he migh t 
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Have trod far planets where the atmos- 
})lwre 
(Of nohler tpmpcr) steeps the face 
with light, 
Just as our skins are tanned and freck- 
Jeù here; 
His air- was that of a cosmopolite 
In the wiùe universe from sphere to 
sphere; 
Perhaps he was (his face had such 
grave beauty) 
An otIicer of Saturn's guards off duty. 


XIV. 
Both saints bpgan to unfold their tales 
at onct', 
Both wi
hcù their tales, like simial 
011(>S, prdlcnsile, 
That they Illight seize his ear; fool/ 
kn(we / amI dzmce / 
Flew zigzag Lack and forth, 1ike strokes 
of plÚleiL 
In a child's fingers; voluble as ùuns, 
They jahbl'rt'd likp the stones on that 
immcnse hill 
III the Arabian Nights; until the 
stranger 
Bpgan to think his ear-drums in somc 
dangpr. 


xv. 
In gcn!'ral those who nothing have to 
say 
Contrive to sl>pnd the longpst time in 
ùoing it; 
Thpy turn and vary it in evpry way, 
Hashing it, stl'wing it, miucing it, ra- 
!louting it; 
Sometimes they k('('p it purposely at 
hay, 
Tlu"n h.t it s1ip to be again pursuing it ; 
r.I.'hey ùrone it, groan it, whisper it 

mtl shout it, 
R('fute it, flout it, swear to 't, prove 
it, doubt it. 


XVI. 
OUf saints hatl l)ractiscd for some 
thirty years; 
TllPir talk, hpgillning with a Ringlp stem, 
Spre:ullike a banyan, scnding down 
Ji vp piprs, 
Colonies of digression, and, in them, 
nerms of yet new disl'prsioll; once 
hy tlw f'arR, 
The)' could convl'Y ùamuation ill a. h
w, 


And hlow the pinch of premise-prim. 
iug off 
Long syllogistic batteries, with a 
cough. 


XVI I. 
:Each Jlaù a theory that the human 
car 
A provi(lcntial tunncl was, wJlich led 
'ro a hllge vacuum (a1H1 snrdy here 
They showed some knowledge of the 
general head), 
For cant to be decanted through, a 
mere 
Auricular canal or mill-race fl'd 
All day and night, in sunshine and in 
8howl'r, 
From thl'ir vast heads of milk.and- 
wdter-power. 


XVIII. 
The prpsent l)eing a ppcnliar casp, 
Each with unwonted zeal the other 
scouted, 
Put his spurred hobby through its 
C\'cI'Y pace, 
Pished, p!õìhawf>d, poohed, horribled, 
hahed, jccreù, sneercù, flouted, 
Sniffed, nonsenscù, illlidcleù, fuùged, 
with his faee 
Lookcd scorn too nicely shaded to bo 
shouted, 
And, with each inch of person anù of 
vesture, 
Contrivptl to hint some most ùisùain- 
ful gesture. 


XIX. 
At length, when their breath's end 
was come about, 
And both could, now anù then, just 
gasp "impostor! " 
Holdiug thpir heads thrust mena- 
cingly out, 
As staggering cocks keep up their fight- 
iug rostnr!', 
The stranger smiled and said, "Be- 
yond a douht 
'T is fortnuat!', my frienùs, that you 
havc lost yonr 
United parts of speech, or it haù been 
Iml)o
siLlc for me to get between. 


xx. 
"Produce! saysNature, - what ha.ve 
you IH'udllCf.>Ù 1 
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A new strait-waistcoat for the human 
mind; 
Arc you not limbed, nerved, jointeù, 
artl'ril'd, juiced. 
.As other mcu 1 )'ct, faithless to your 
kind, 
Rather like noxious insects you are 
used 
To puncture lifc's fair fruit) beneath the 
rind 
Laying your creed.eggs whence in 
time there spriug 
Consumcrs new to cat and buzz and 

ting. 


XXI. 
"""'ork! YOll have no conception 
bow 't will swecten 
Your vicws of Life allù Nature) God 
and )[an; 
Had YOll been forced to earn what yon 
]}ave eaten, 
Your heaven had shown a less dyspep- 
tic pIau ; 
At pl'esellt your whole function is to 
ea t ten 
And talk tt
n timcs as rapidly as you 
can; 
Were your shape true to cosmogonic 
]a ws, 
You would be nothing but a pair of 
ja \\'s. 


XXII. 
" Of an the uscless beings in creation 
TIH> earth could. f;pare most easily you 
bakprs 
Of little clay goùs, formed in shape 
and f:l
hiou 
Precisrly. in the image of tlu'ir mak(>rs ; 
'Vhy, It would almost moyo a saint 
to passion, 
I To see thest' Mind and deaf, the hourly 
ùl'f'akers 
Of God's own Ì1nage in thcir brother 
IIlP)), 
Set tJwmsclvps up to tell the how, 
wherc) whcn, 


XXIII. 
"Of God's pxistcllce; one's diges- 
tion '8 worxl'- 
So makes a god of vengeance and. of 
blood j 
Another, - but no matter, they re- 
versa 


Creation's plan, out of t}l(.ir own vile 
IIlIlll 
Pat up a god, anù burn, drown, hang, 
or curs(' 
\Yhoevcr worships not; each keeps his 
stud 
Of texts which wait with saddle on 
and l)ridle 
To hunt howll atheists to their ugly 
idol. 


XXIV. 
"This, I \)('rceive) has been your oc- 
cupatIon ; 
You ::;houlJ have been more usefully 
clIll'loy('d ; 
All men are Lound to earn thcir daily 
ration, 
Whero Statcs make not that primal con- 
tract voÌll 
By cramps and limits; simple devas- 
tation 
Is the worm's task, and wlmt he has 
ùpstroyed 
His monumcnt; creating is man's 
WOI'k 
And that, too, something more than 
mist amI. murk." 


XXV. 
So having saiù) the youth was seen no 
rnorr, 
And straightway our sage Brahmin, the 
phi 10sopher, 
Cried, "That was aimed at thee, thou 
t'IHlleSH bore, 
Idle and usclcss as the growth of moss 
OVf>r 
A rotting Ì1"pf>-tnmk!" "I would 
srluare that Elcore 
Full soon," replied the Dervise) cc could 
I cross ov(>r 
And. catch thee hy the beard. Thy 
nails I'ù trim 
And make thce work, as was advised 
ùy him." 


XXVI. 
" ".. ork 1 A III I not at work from 
morn till night 
Sounding the dt>(>p
 of oracles umlli1ical 
\Vhieh fOI. mall'S guidance nev
r come 
to lilfht 
With all thl"i; various aptitudes, until 
I ('all ?" 
U AUtI I, do 1 11ùt twirl from lcft to 
right 
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For conscience' sake? Is that no work 1 
Thou silly guB, 
He had thee in his eye; 't was Ga- 
briel 
Se:lt to reward my faith, I know him 
well. " 
XXVII. 
" 'T was Vishnu, thou vile whirli- 
gig!" and so 
The good oM quarrel was begun anew; 
Oue would have sworn the sky was 
black as sloe, 
Had but the other dared to call it blue' 
N or were the followers who fed the
 
slow 
To treat each other with their curses, 
too, 
Each hating t' other (moves it tears or 
laughter 1) 
Because he thought him sure of hell 
hereafter. 


XXVIII. 
At last some genius built a bridge of 
boats 
Over the stream, and Ahmed's zealots 
filed 
Across, upon a mission to (cut throats 
And) spread religion pure and undefiled; 
They sow('d the propagandist's wild- 
est oats, 
Cutting off' all. down to the smallest 
child, 
And came back, giving thanks for 
such fat mercies, 
To find their harvest gone past prayers 
or curses. 


XXIX. 
All gone except their saint's religious 
hops, 
Which he kept up with more than com- 
mon flourish ; 
But these, however satisfying crops 
For the inner man, were not enough to 
uonrish 
The body politic, wl1ich quickly drops 
Reserve in such sad junctures, and turns 
currish ; 
So Ahmed soon got cursed for all the 
famine 
Where'er the popular voice could edge 
a damn in. 


XXX. 
At first he pledged a miracle quite 
boldly, 
And, for a day or two. they growled and 
waited; 
But, finding that this kind of manna 
coldly 
Sat on their stomachs. they erelong be- 
rated 
The sain t for still persisting ill that 
old lie, 
Till soon the whole machine of saintship 
gra ted, 
Ran slow, creaked, stopped and 
wishing him in Tophet,' · 
They gathered strength enough to 
stone the prophet. 


XXXI. 
Some stronger ones contrived (by 
eating leather, 
Their weaker friends. and one thing or 
another) 
The winter months of scarcity to 
weather j 
Among tlH'se was the late saint's younger 
brother, 
'Vho, in the spring. collecting them 
together. 
Persuaded them that Ahmed's holy 
poth er 
Had wrought in their behalf, and that 
the l)lace 
Of Saint should be continued to his 
I"ace. 


XXXII. 
Accordingly, 't was settled on the 
spot 
That ABah favored that peculiar breed; 
Beside, as all were satisfied, 't would 
not 
Be quite respectable to have the need 
Of puhJic spiritual food forgot; 
And so the tribe, with proper forms, de- 
creed 
That he, and, failing him. his next of 
kin, 
Forever for the people's good should 
spin. 
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AGRO DOLCE. 


TIlE wind is roistering out of doors, 
1tly windows shake and my chimney 
roars; 
My Elmwood chimneys seem crooning 
to me, 
As of old, in their moody, minor key, 
And out of the pa
t the hoarse wind 
blows, 
As I sit in my arm-chair, and toast my 
toes. 


" Ho! ho! nine-and-forty," they seem 
to sing, 
" "r t> saw you a little toddling thing. 
'Ve knew you child and youth and man, 
A wonderful fellow to dream and l)lan, 
'Vith a great thing always to come, - 
who knows? . 
'Yell, wpH! 't is some comfort to toast 
one's toes. 


U How many times have you sat at gaze 
Till the mouldering fire forgot to blaze, 
Shaping among the whimsical coals 
Faucies and figures and shining goals! 
,V hat matters the ashes that cover those? 
'Vhile hickory lasts you can toast your 
toes. 


"0 dream-ship-builder! where are they 
all, 
Your grand three-deckers, deep-chested 
and tall, 
That should crush the waves under can- 
vas piles, 
And anchor at last by the Fortunate 
Isles? 
Tht're 's gray in your beard, the Yt'ars 
turn fops, 
While you muse in your arm-chair, and 
toast your toes." 


I sit and dream that I hear, as of yore, 
My Elmwood chimneys' deep-throated 
roar ; 
If much be gone, there is much remains; 
By the embers of loss I count my gains, 
You and yours with the best, till the 
old hope glows 
In the fanciful flame, as I toast my toes. 
Instead of a fleet of broad-browed ships, 
To send a child's armada of chips! 
Instead of the great guns, tier on tier, 
A freight of pebbles and grass-blades 
sere! 
""... en, maybe more love with the less 
gift goes," 
I growl, as, half moody, I toast my toes. 


UNDER THE WILLOWS. 


FRANK-HEARTED hostess of the field and 
wood, 
Gypsy, whose roof is every spreading 
tree, 
June is the pead of our New England 
year. 
Still a surprisal, though expected long, 
Her coming startles. Long she lies in 
wait, 
]\fakes many a feint, peeps forth, drawil 
coyly back, 
Then, from some southern am bush in 
the sky, 
'Vith one great gush of blossom storms 
the world. 
A week ago the 
parrow waS divine; 
The bluebird, shifting his 1ight load of 
song 
From post to post along the cheerless 
fence, 
'Vas as a rhymer ere the poet come; 
But now, 0 rapture ! 
unshilie winged 
and voiced, 
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Pipe blown through hy the warm wild 
breath of the West 
Shepherding his soft droves of fleecy 
cloud, 
Gladness of woods, skies, waters, all in 
one, 
The bobohnk has come, and, like the 
soul 
Of the sweet season vocal in a bird, 
Gurgles in ecstasy we know not what 
Save June I Dear June I Now God be 
prawed for JU1lÆ. 



Iay is a pious fraud of the almanac, 
A ghastly parody of real Spring 
Shaped out of snow and breathed with 
eastern wind; 
Or if, o'er-confident, she trust the date. 
And, with her handful of anemones, 
Herself as shivery, steal into the sun, 
The season need but turn his hourglass 
round, 
And Winter suddenly, like crazy Lear, 
Reels back, and brings the dead .May in 
his arms, 
Her budding breasts and wan dislustred 
front 
With frosty streaks anù drifts of his 
white beard 
All overblown. Then, warmly walled 
with books, 
While my wood-fire supplies the sun's 
defect, 
Whispering old forest-sagas in its. 
dreams, J 
I take my .May down from the happý 
shelf 
Where perch the world's rare song-birds 
in a row, 
Waiting my choice to open with full 
breast, . 
And beg an alms of spring-time, ne'er 
denied 
In-doors by vernal Chaucer, whose fresh 
woods 
Throb thick with merIe and mavis aU 
the year. 


July breathes hot, sallows the crispy 
fields, 
Curls up the wan leaves of the lilac- 
hedge, 
And every eve cheats us with show of 
clouds 
That braze the horizon's western rim, or 
hang 


1tlotionless, with heaped canvas drooping 
idly, 
Like a dim fleet by starving men be- 
sieged, 
Conjectured half, and half descried 
afar, 
Helpless of wind, and seeming to slip 
back 
Adown the smooth curve of the oily 
sea. 


But June is full of invitations sweet, 
Forth from the chimney's yawn and 
thrice-read tomes 
To leisurely ùelights and sauntering 
thoughts 
That brook no ceiling narrower than the 
blue. 
The cherry, drest for bridal, at my pane 
Brushes, then listens. IV ill he come? 
The bre, 
An dusty as a miller, takes his toll 
Of powdery gold, and grumbles. What 
a day 
To sun me and do nothing , Nay, I 
think 
l\Ierely to bask and ripen is sometimes 
The student's wiser business; the brain 
That forages all climes to line its cells, 
Ranging both worlds on lightest wings 
of wish, 
'ViII not distil the juices it has sucked 
To the sweet substance of pellucid 
thought, 
Except for him who hath the secret 
learn ed 
To mix his blood with sunshine. and to 
take 
The winds into his pulses. Hush! 
't is he ! 
l\Iyoriole, my glance of summer fire, 
Is come at last, and, ever on the watch, 
Twitches the pack-thread I had lightly 
wound 
About the bough t( ".lelp his housek(>ep- 
ing, - 
Twitches and scouts by turns, blessing 
his luck, 
Yet fearing me who laid it in his way, 
N or, more than wiser we in our affairs, 
Divines the providence that hides and 
helps. 
Hea
'e, hol Heave, hol he whistles as 
the twine 
Slackens its hold; once nwrc. now I and 
a flash 
Lightens across the sunlight to the elm 
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Wlj(>re his mate dangles at her cup of 
felt. 
K or all his booty is tIle thread; he trails 
My loosened thought with it along the 
air, 
And I must follow, would I ever find 
The inward rhyme to all this wealth of 
life. 


I care not how men trace their ancestry, 
To ape or Adam; let them please their 
whim; 
But I ill June am midway to believe 
A tree alllong my far progenitors, 
Such sympathy is mille with all the 
race, 
Such mutual recognition vaguely sweet 
There is between us. Surely there are 
times 
When they consent to own me" of their 
kin, 
And condescend to me, and call me 
cousin, 
Murmuring faint lullabies of cld<.>st time, 
Forgotten, and yet dumbly felt with 
thrills 
:!\Ioving the lips, though fruitless of the 
words. 
And I have many a 1ifelong leafy fri<.>nd, 
K ever estranged nor careful of my soul, 
That knows I hate the axe, and wel. 
comes me 
'Vithin his tent as if I were a bird, 
Or other frpe companion of the earth, 
Yet undegenerate to the shifts of men. 
Among them one, an ancient willow, 
spreads 
Eight balanced Iim bs, springing at once 
all round 
His deep-ridged trunk with upward slant 
divrrse, 
In outline like enormous beaker, fit 
For hand of Jotun, where mid snow 
and mist 
He holds unwieldy revel. This tree, 
spa red, 
I know not by what grace, - for in the 
bloo<1 
Of our New 'V orId RubdtlPrs lingers yet 
Hf'reditary feud with trees, they being 
(They anù the reù-man most) our fathers' 
foes -- 
Is one of six, a willow Pleiades, 
The seventh fallen, that lean along the 
brink 
"\Vhere the steep uI)land dips into the 
marsh, 


Thcir roots, 1ike molten metal cooleù in 
flowing, 
Htifft:>llCù in coils and runnels down the 
hank. 
The friend of all the winds, wide-anned 
hetowcrs 
And glints his steely aglcts in the 
sun, 
Or whitens fitfully with sudden bloom 
Of Jeavcs breeze-lifted, much 
 when a 
shoal 
Of devious minnows wheel from where a 
pike 
Lurks balanced 'neath the lily-pads, and 
whirl 
A rooll of silvcr bellies to the day. 


Alas! no acorn from the British oak 
'N eath which slim fairies tripping 
wrought those rings 
Of greenest emerald, wherewith fireside 
life 
Did with the invisible spirit of Nature 
wed, 
'Vas ever planted here! :K 0 darnel 
fancy 
l\Iight choke one useful blade in Puri- 
tan fields ; 
'Vith horn ami hoof the good old Devil 
came, 
The witch's broomstick was not contra- 
band, 
But all that superstition had of fair, 
Or piety of native sweet, was doomed. 
Aud if there be who nurse unholy faiths, 
Fearing their god as if he were a 
wolf 
That snuffed round every home and was 
not seen, 
There should be some to watch and keep 
al i ve ) 
AU beautiful beliefs. And such was 
that, - . 
By solitary shepherd first surmised 
Under Thessalian oaks, loved by some 
maid 
Of royal stirp, that si1cnt came and van- 
ished, 
As near her nest the hermit thrush, nor 
dared 
Confess a mortal name, - that faith 
which gave 
A Hamadryad to each tree; and I 
Will hold it true that in this willow 
dwells 
The open -handed spirit, frank and 
blithe, 
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Of ancient Hospitality, long since, 
'Vith ceremouious thrift. bowed out of 
doors. 


In June 't is good to lie beneath a 
tree 
While the blithe season comforts every 
sense, 
Steeps all the brain in rest. and heals 
the heart. 
Brimming it o'er with sweetness una- 
wares. 
Fragrant and silent as that rosy snow 
'Vherewith the pitying apple-tree fills 
up 
And tenderly lines some last-year robin's 
nest. 
There muse I of old times, old hopes, 
old friends. - 
Old friends! The writing of those 
words has borne 
:My fancy backward to the gracious past, 
The generous past. when all was pos- 
sible, 
For all was then untried; the years be- 
tween 
Have taught some sweet, some bitter 
lessons, none 
Wiser than this. T to spend in all things 
else, '\ 
l But of old friends to be most miserly. , 
Each 'year to ancient friendships adùs a 
rmg, 
As to an oak, and precious more and 
more, 
Without deservingn{lss or help of ours, 
They grow. and, silent, wiùer spread. 
each year, 
Their unb S lght ring of shelter or of 
shade. 
Sacred to m the lichens on the bark, 
Which Nature's milliners would scrape 
away; 
Most dear and sacred every withered 
limb! 
'T is good to set them early, for our 
faith 
Pines as we age. and, after wrinkles 
come, 
Few plant. but water dead ones with 
vain tears. 


Thi
 willow is as old to me as life; 
And under it full often have I stretched, 
Feeling the warm earth like a thing 
ali ve, 
And gathering rirtue in at every pore 


Till it possessed me wholly, and thought 
ceased, 
Or was transfused in something to wllich 
thought 
Is coarse anù dull of sense. :Myself was 
lost, 
Gone from me like an ache. and what 
remained 
B{lcame a part of the universal joy. 
lily soul went forth, and, mingling with 
the tree, 
Danced in the leaves; or, floating in 
the cloud, 
Saw its white double in the stream be. 
low; 
Or else, sublimed to purer ecstasy, 
Dilated in the broad blue over all. 
I was the wind that dappled the lush 
grass, 
The tide that crept with coolness to its 
roots, 
The thin-winged swallow skating on 
the air; 
The life that gladdened everything Wa.l 
mine. 
\Vas I then truly all that I beheld 
 
Or is this stream of being but a glass 
'Vhere the mind sees its visionary self, 
As, when the kingfisher flits o'er his 
bay, 
Across the river's hollow heaven below 
His picture flits, - another, yet the 
same? 
But suddenly the sound of human voice 
Or footfall. like the drop a chemist 
pours, 
Doth in opacous cloud precipitate 
The consciousness that seemed but now 
dissolve<.l 
Into an essence rarer than its own, 
And I am narrowed to myself once more. 


For here not long is solitude secure, 
Nor Fantagy left vacant to her spell. 
Here, sometimes, in this paradise of 
shade, 
Rippled with western winds, the dusty 
Tramp, 
Seeing the treeless causey burn beyond, 
Halts to unroll his bundle of strange 
food 
And munch an unearned meal. I can- 
not help 
Liking this creature, lavish Summer's 
beJesman, 
Who from the almshouse steals when 
nights grow warm. 
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Himsplf his larg... ('state Rnd only chargf', 
'1'0 be tht' gup:st of haystack or of hedge, 
l' obly slll,prior to the household gear 
That forft-its us our privilege of nature. 
I bait him with my match-box anù my 
pou('h, 
1\ or grudge the uncostly sympathy of 
smoke, 
His cfIual now, divinely unemployed. 
Some snlack of Robin Hooù is in the 
nlan, 
SOllie secret league with wild wooù- 
wandering things; 
He is our ragged Duke, our barefoot 
Earl, 
By right of hirth exonerate from toil, 
,rho levies rent from us hi
 tenants all, 
And serves the state by merely being. 
Here _ 
The Scissors-grinder, pausing, doffs his 
hat, 
And lets the kind breeze, with its deli- 
cate fan, 
Winnow the heat from out his dank 
gray hair, - 
A grimy Ulysses, a much-wandered man, 
\Vhose feet are known to all the popu- 
lous ways, 
And many men and manners he hath 
seen, 
1\ ot without fruit of solitary thought. 
He, as the habit is of lonely men, - 
U llUSt'Ù to try the tem})er of their mind 
]n fence with others, -posithre and shy, 
Yet knows to put an edge upon his 
speech, 
Pit11ily Saxon in unwilling talk. 
Him I entrap with my long-suffering 
knif(>, 
Aud, while its poor blade hums away in 
sparks, 
Sharpen my wit upon his gritty mind, 
III motion set ohsequious to his wheel, 
And in its quality not much unlike. 


Nor wants my tree more punctual vis- 
itors. 
The children, thpy who are the only rich, 
('reatin
 for the moment, and possessing 
'Vhate'er they choose to feign. - for 
still with them 
Kin(l Fancy plays the fairy godmother, 
Strewing their lives with ('heap material 
For wingëtl horses and Aladclin's lamps. 
Pure elnn-gold, by manhooù's touch 
profane 
To dead leaves disenchanted. -long ago 


Between the brandies of the tree fixed 
seats, 
Making an o'erturned box their table. 
Oft 
The shrilling girls sit here between 
school hours, 
And play at IVhat'a 'lny thought like? 
while the boys, 
'Vith whom the age chivalric ever bides, 
Pricked on by knightly spur of female 
eyes, 
Climb high to swing and shout on peril- 
ous boughs, 
Or, from the willow's armory equipprd 
With musket dumb, green banner, edge- 
less sword, . 
Make good the rampart of their tree- 
redoubt 
'Gaiust eager British stom1ing from be- 
low, 
And kef'p alive the tale of Bunker's 
Hill. 


Here, too, the men that mend our vil- 
lage ways, 
Vexing 1\lcAùam's ghost with pounded 
slate, 
Their noonil1g take; much noisy talk 
they spend , 
On horses and their ills; and, as John 

 Bull 
Tells of Lord This or That, who was his 
friend, 
So these make boast of intimacies long 
'Vith famous teams, and add large esti- 
mates, 
By competition swelled from mouth to 
mouth, 
Of how much they could draw, till one, 
ill pleased 
To ha\"e his legend overbid, retorts: 
"Y ou take and stretch truck-horses in 
a strinO' 
o .,. 
From here to I
ong '" harf end, one 
thing I know, 
Not heavy neither, they could never 
draw, - 
Ensign's long bow!" Then laughter 
loud and long. 
So they in their leaf-shadowed micro- 
cosm 
T mage the larger world; for wllt>resoe'
r 
TI-'n men are gathered, the oùsf>n"ant eye 
,V ill filld mankind in 1ittle, as the stars 
Glide up aud set, anù all the ht>a\ ens 
revolve 
In the small welkin of a drop of dew. 
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UNDER THE 'VILLOWS. 


I love to enter pleasure by a postern, 
Not the broad popular gate that gulps 
the mob; 
To find my theatres in roadside nooks, 
"
here men are actors, and suspect it 
not; 
Where Nature all unconscious works 
her will, 
And every passion moves with human 
gait, 
Unhampered by the buskin or the train. 
Hating the crowd, where we gregarious 
men 
Lead lonely lives, I love society, 
N or seldom find the best with simple 
souls 
Unswerved by culture from their native 
bent, 
The ground we meet on being primal 
man 
And nearer the deep bases of our lives. 
But 0, half heavenly, earthly half, my 
soul, 
Canst thou from those late ecstasies 
descend, 
Thy lips still wet with the miraculous 
wine 
That transubstantiates all thy baser stuff 
To such divinity that soul and sense, 
Once more commingled in their source, 
are lost, - 
Canst thou descend to quench a vulgar 
thirst 
'Vith the mere dregs and rinsings of the 
world? 
'Yell, if my nature find her pleasure 
so, 
I am content, nor need to blush; I 
take 
1\ly little gift of being clean from God, 
Not haggling for a better, hoMing it 
Good as was ever any in the world, 
:My days as good and full of miracle. 
I pluck my nutriment from any bush, 
Finding out poison as the first men 
did 
By tasting and then suffering, if I must. 
Sometimes my bush burns, and some. 
times it is 
A leafless wilding shivering by the wall ; 
But I have known when winter bar. 
berries 
Plicked the effeminate palate with snr- 
prise 
Of savor whose mere harshness seemed 
ill vine. 


0, benediction of the highllr mood 
And human-kindness of the lower! for 
both 
I win be grateful while I live, nor ques- 
tion 
The wisdom that hath made us what we 
are, 
\Vith such large range as from the ale. 
house bench 
Can reach the stars and be with both at 
home. 
They tell us we have fallen on prosy 
days, 
Condcmned to glean the leavings of 
earth's feast 
\Vhere gods anù heroes took delight of 
old; 
But though our lives, moving in one 
dull round 
Of repetition infinite, become 
Stale as a newspaper once read, and 
though 
History herself, seen in her workshop, 
seem 
To have lost the art that dyed those 
glorious panes, 
Rich with memorial shapes of saint and 
sage, 
That pave with splendor the Past's 
dusky aisles,- 
Panes that enchant the light of common 
day 
\Vith colors costly as the blood or 
kings, 
Till with ideal hues it edge our 
thought, - 
Yet while the world is left, while nature 
lasts, 
And man the best of nature, there shall 
be 
Somewhere contentment for these human 
hearts, 
Some freshness, some unused material 
For wonder and for song. I lose myself 
In other ways where solemn guide-posts 
say, 
This way to Knowledge. This way to 
Repose, 
But here, here only, I am ne'er be. 
trayed, 
For every by-path leads me to my love. 


God's passionless refonllers, influences, 
That purify and heal and are not seen, 
Shall man say whence your virtue is, or 
how 
Ye make medicinal the wayside weed' 



I know that sunshine, through 'whatever 
rift 
How shaped it matters not, upon my 
walls 
Paints discs as perfect-rounded as its 
sonrcE', 
And, like its antitype, the ray divine, 
However finding entranct', perfect still, 
Repeats the image unimpaired of God. 


'Ve, who by shipwreck only find the 
shores 
Of divine wisdom, can but kneel at 
first; 
Can but exult to feel beneath our feet, 
That long stretched vainly down the 
yidding det'ps, 
The shock and sustenance of solid earth; 
InlallQ afar we see what temples gleam 
Through immemorial sterns of sacred 
groves, 
Anù we conjecture shining shapes there- 
in' 
Yet for' a space we lmre to wOllrler here 
Among the shells and sea-weed of the 
beach. 


So mused I once within my wil1ow-tcnt 
One brave June morning, when the 
bluff northwest, 
Thrusting aside a dank and snuffling 
day 
That made us bitter at our neighbors' 
sins, 
Brimmed the great cup of heav{'n with 
sparkling cheer 
And roarf'd a lusty stave; tbe sliding 
Charles, 
Blue toward the west, and bluer and 
more blue, 
Living and lustrous as a woman's eyes 
l..ook O))CP and look no more, with south- 
ward curve 
Ran crillkling sunniness, like Helen's 
hair 
G limp!o\f-'d in Elysium, insu bstantial 
go1cl ; 
From blossom-clouded orchards, far 
away 
The boholink tinkled; the deep mead- 
ows flowed 
'Vith multitudinous lmlse of light and 
sluHI(' 
Against the bases of the southern hills, 
'Vhile here aud there a drowsy island 
lick 


DAnA. 
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Slept and its shado,v slept; the wooden 
briùge 
Thundered, and then was silent; on the 
roofs 
The sun-warped shingles rippled with 
the heat; 
Summer 011 field and hill, in heart and 
brain, 
All life washed clean in this high tide of 
June. 


DARA. 


WHEN Persia's sceptre trembled in a 
hand 
"
'ilted with harem-heats, and all the 
land 
'Yas hovt:'red over by those vulture ills 
That snuff decaying empire from afar, 
Then, with a nature balan('ed as a star, 
Dara arose, a shepherd of the hills. 


lIe W]1O had goyerned fleecy su 1 dects 
well 
:Made his own village by the selfsame 
spell 
Secure and quiet as It guarded fold; 
Then, gathering strength by slow and 
wise degrees 
Under his sway, to neighbor villages 
Order returned, and faith and justice 
old. 


K ow when it fortuned that a king more 
wise 
Endued the realm with brain and hands 
and eyes, 
He sought on every siùe men brave and 
just ; 
And having heard our mountain shep. 
herd's praise, 
How he refilled the mould of elder days, 
To Dara gave a satrapy in trust. 


So Dara shepherded a province wiòe, 
Nor in his viceroy's sceptre took more 
pride 
Than in his crook before; but envy 
finds 
blore food in cities than on mountains 
bare ; 
And the frank sun of natures clear and 
rare 
Breeds poisonous fogs in low and marish 
minùs. 
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THE FIRST SNO'V-FALL. 


Soon it was hissed into the royal ear, 
That, though wise Dara's province, year 
by year, 
J....ike a great sponge, sucked wealth and 
plenty up, 
Yet, when he squeezed it at the king's 
behest, 
Some yellow drops, more rich than all 
the rest, 
Went to the filling of his private cup. 
For proof, they said, that, wheresoe'er 
he went, 
A chest, beneath whose weight the camel 
bent, 
"rent with him; and no mortal eye had 
seen 
What was therein, save only Dara's 
own; 
But, when 't was opened, all his tent 
was known 
To glow and lighten with heaped jewels' 
sheen. 
The King set forth for Darn's province 
straight; .. 
There, as was fit, outside the city's gate, 
The viceroy met him with a stately train, 
And there, with archers circled, close at 
hand, 
A camel with the chest was seen to 
stand: 
The King's brow reddened, for the guilt 
was plain. 
U Open me here," he cried, "this treas- 
ure-chest ! " 
'T was done j and only a worn shepherd's 
vest 
Was found therein. Some blushed and 
hung the head; 
Not Darn; open as the sky's blue roof 
He stood, and "0 my lord, behold the 
proof 
That I was faithful to my trust," he 
said. 


" To govern men, 10 all the spell I had! 
}Iy soul in these rude vestments ever 
clad 
Still to the unstained past kept true and 
leal, 
Still on these plains could breathe her 
mountain air, 
Ând fortune's heaviest gifts serenely 
bear, 
Which bend men from 
make them reel. 


UFoI' m1ing wisely I should have small 
skill, 
Were I not lord of simplE' Dara still ; 
That sceptre kept, I could not lose my 
way. " 
Strange dew. in royal eyes grew round 
and bright, 
And strained the throbbing lids; before 
't was night 
Two added provinces blest Dara's sway. 


THE FIRST SNOW-FALL. 


THE snow had begun in the gloaming, 
And busily all the night 
Had been heaping field and highway 
With a silence deep and white. 


Every pine and fir and hemlock 
Wore ermine too dear for an earl, 
And the poorest twig on the elm-tree 
\Vas ridged inch deep with pearl. 


From sheds new-roofed with Carrara 
Came Chanticleer's muffled crow, 
The stiff rails were softened to swan's- 
down, 
And still fluttered down the snow. 


I stood and watched by tl1e window 
The noiseless work of the sky, 
And the sudden flurries of snow-birds, 
Like browllieaves whirling by. 


I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn 
Where a little headstone stood ; 
How the flakes were folding it gently, 
As did robins the babes in the wood. 


Up spoke our own little Mabel, 
Saying, " Father, who makes it 
snow f' 
And I told of the good All-father 
Who cares for us here below. 


Again I looked at the snow-fall, 
And thought of the leaden sky 
That arched o'er onr first great sorrow, 
When that mound was heaped so high. 


I remembered the gradual patience 
That fell from that cloud like snow, 
their truth and Flake by flake, healing and hiding 
The scar of our deep-plunged woe. 
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And Rgain to the child I whispered, 
"The snow that husheth all, 
Darling, the merciful .Father 
Alone can make it fall! " 
Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed 
her; 
And she, kissing back, could not 
know 
That my kiss was givrn to her sister, 
Folded close under deepening snow. 


THE SINGING LEAVES. 


A BALLAD. 


I. 
"'V HAT fairings will ye that I bring?" 
Said the King to bis daughters three; 
"For 1 to Vanity Fair am boun, 
Now say what shall they be 
" 


IT. 
He mounted and rode three days and 
nights 
Till he came to Vanity Fair, 
And 't was easy to buy the gems and 
the silk, 
But no Singing Leaves were there. 
Then deep in the greenwood rode he, 
And asked of every tree, 
"0, if you have ever a Singing Leaf, 
I pray you give it me !" 
But the trees all kept their counsel, 
A nd never a word said they, 
Only there sighed from the pine-tops 
A music of seas far away. 


Only the pattering aspen 
blade a sound of growing rain, 
That fell ever faster and faster, 
Then faltered to silence again. 


Thpn up and spake the eldest daughter, "0, where shall I find a Htde foot-page 
That laùy tall and granù : That would win both hose and shoon, 
"0, bring me pearls and diamonds great, Anù will bring to me the Singing Leaves 
Aud gold riugs for my hand." If they grow under the moon 
 " 


Thereafter spake the second daughter, 
That was both white aud red: 
"Fer me bring silks that will stand 
alone, 
And a gold comb for my head. " 
Then came the turn of the least daugh- 
ter, 
That was whiter than thistle-down, 
Aud among the gold of her blithesome 
hair 
Dim shone the golden crown. 
" There came a bird this morning, 
And !-iallg 'neath my bower eaves, 
Till 1 dreamed, as his music made me, 
, Ask thou for the Singing Leaves.'" 
Then the brow of the King swelled 
crimson 
\Vith a tlush of angry scorn : 
" \Vell have ye spoken, my two eldest, 
And chosen as ye were born; 


" But s]le, like a thing of peasant race, 
That is happy binding the sheaves" ; 
Then he saw her dead mother in her 
face, 
AmI said, .. Thou 
lea ves. " 


Then lightly turned him \VaIter the 
page, 
By the stirrup as he ran: 
" N ow pledge you me the truesome word 
Of a kiug and gentleman, 
"That you will give me the first, first 
thing 
You meet at your castle-gate, 
And the Prince:;s shall get the Singing 
Leaves, 
Or mine be a traitor's fate." 


The Kina's head dropt upon his breast 
A mo
ent, as it might be ; 
'T will be my dog, he thought, and said, 
u 
ly faith I plight to thee." 
Then \Valter took from next his heart 
A packet small an
 thin, . 
" Now give you thlS to the Prmcess 
Anne, 
The Singing Leaves are therein." 


III. 
shalt have thy As the King rode in at his castle-gate, 
A maiden to meet him ran, 


22 
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THE FINDI:KG OF THE LYRE. 


And " Welcome, father!" she laughed And aU the mint and anise that I pay 
and cried But swells my debt and deepens my 
Together, the Princess Anne. self. blame. 


" Lo, here the Singing Leaves," quoth 
he, 
" And woe, but they cost me dear ! " 
She took the packet, and the smile 
Deepened down beneath the tear. 
It deepened down till it reached her 
heart, 
And then gushed up again, 
And lighted her tears as the sudden sun 
Transfigures the summer rain. 
And the first Leaf, when it was opened, 
Sang: "I am 'Valter the page, 
And the songs I sing 'neath thy window 
Are my only heritage." 
And the second Leaf sang: "But in the 
land 
That is neither on earth or sea, 
:My lute and I are lords of more 
Than thrice this kingdom's fee." 
And the third Leaf sang, "Be mine ! 
" Be mine!" 
And ever it sang, "Be mine!" 
Then sweeter it sang and ever sweeter, 
And said, "I am thine, thine, thine!" 


At the first Leaf she grew pale enough, 
At the second she turned aside, 
At the third, 't was as if a lily flushed 
'Vith a rose's red heart's tide. 


" Good counsel gave the bird," said she, 
" I have my hope thrice o'er, 
For they sing to my very heart," she 
said, 
" And it sings to them evermore." 


She brought to him her beauty and 
tru th, 
But and broad earldoms three, 
And he made her queen of the broader 
lands 
He held of his lute in fee. 


SEA-WEED. 


K OT always unimpeded can I pray, 
N or, pitying saint, thine intercession 
claim; 
Too closdy clings the burden of the day, 


Shall I less patience have than Thou, 
who know 
That Thou revisit'st all who wait for 
thee, 
N or only fill'st the un sounded deeps 
below, 
But dost refresh with punctual overflo\v 
The rifts where unregarded mosses be? 


The drooping sea-weed hears, in night 
abyssed, 
Far and more far the wave's receding 
shocks, 
Nor doubts, for all the darkness and the 
mist, 
That the pale shepherdess will keep her 
tryst, 
And shoreward lead again her foam- 
fleeced flocks. 


For the same wave that rims the Carib 
shore 
'Vith momentary brede of pearl and 
gold, 
Gops hurrying thence to gladden with 
its roar 
Lorn weeds bound fast on rocks of Lab- 
rador, 
By love divine on one sweet errand 
rolled. 


And, though Thy healing waters far 
withdraw, 
I, too, can wait and feed on hope of 
Thee 
A nd of the dear recurrence of Thy law, 
Sure that the parting grace my morning 
saw 
Abides its time to come in search of me. 


THE FINDING OF THE LYRE. 


THERE lay upon the ocean's shore 
'Yhat once a tortoise served to cover. 
A year and more, with rush and roar, 
The surf had rolled it over, 
Had played with it, and flung it by, 
As wind and weather might decide it, 
Then tossed it high where sand-drifts 
dry 
Cheap burial might provide it. 
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It 1"('sfe(l tnpre to 1)1('ach or tan, 
The rains had soakeù, the suns Imd 
burned it; 
1Yith many a ban the fisherman 
Had stumùleù o'er and spurned it; 
And there the fisher-brirl would stay, 
Conjecturing with her broth('r 
How in their play the poor estray 
:Might serve some use or other. 


So there it lay, through wet and dry, 
As empty as the last new sonnet, 

'ill hy and by came Mercury, 
And, having mu:sed upon it, 
,,"\\rhy, here," crie(l he, "the thing of 
things 
I n shape, material, and dimension! 
Give it but strings, and, 10, it sings, 
A wonderful invention! .. 


So said, so done; the chords he strained, 
And, as his fin
ers o'er them hovered, 
The shell disdained a soul had gained, 
The lyre had been discovered. 
o empty world that round us lies, 
Dead shell, of soul and thought forsaken, 
Brought we but eyes like Mercury's, 
In thee what songs should waken! 


NEW -YEAR'S EVE. 1850. 


TIllS is the midnight of the century,- 
hark! 
Through aisle and arch of Godminster 
have gone 
Twelve throbs that tolled the zenith of 
the dark, 
And morllward now the starry hands 
move on ; 
" 1\1ornward ! .. the angelic watchers say, 
" Passed is the sorest trial; 
No plot of man can stay 
The hand u!Jon the dial; 
Night is the dark stem of the lily Day." 


Ifwe, who watched in valleys here below, 
Toward streaks, misdeemed of morn, our 
faces turned 
1rhen volcan glares set all the east 
aglow, - 
\Ve are not poorer that we wept and 
yearned; 
Though eanh swing wide from God's 
in tell t, 


A nd though no man nor nation 
\\Till move with full consent 
In heavenly gravitation, 
Yet by one Sun is every orbit bent. 


FOR AN AUTOGRAPH. 


THOL"GH old the thought and oft ex- 
prest, 
'T is his at last who says it best, - 
I 'II try my fortune with the rest. 


Life is a leaf of paper white 
\Vhereon each one of us may write 
His word or two, anù then comes night. 


" Lo, time and space enough," we cry, 
" To write an epic!" so we try 
Our nibs upon the edge, and die. 


Muse not which way the pen to hold, 
Luck hates the slow and loves the holù, 
Soon come the darkness and the cold. 


Greatly begin! though thou have time 
But for a line, be that su ù1ime, - 
Not failure, but low aim, is crime. 



\h, with what lofty hope we came J 
But we forget it, dream of fame, 
And scrawl, as I do here, a name. 


AL FRESCO. 


THE dandelions and buttercups 
Gild an the lawn; the drowsy bee 
Stum hIes among the clover-tops, 
And summer swet'tens all but me: 
Away, ullfruitfullore of books, 
For whose vain idiom we reject 
The soul's more native tlialect, 
Aliens among the birùs and brooks, 
Dull to interpret or conceive 
\Vhat gospels lost the woods retrieve! 
Away, ye critics, city-breù, 
Who set man-traps of thus and so, 
Anù in the first man's footstl.ps tr<>ad, 
Like those who toil through drifted 
snow! 
Away, my popts, whose sweet spell 
Can make a garden of a cell ! 
I neeù ye not, for I to-day 
'V ill make one IODg sweet "erse of play. 
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Snap, chord of manhood's tenser 
strain! 
To-day I will be a boy again; 
The mind's pursuing element, 
Like a bow slackened and unbent, 
I n some da.rk corner shall be leant. 
The robin sings, as of old, from the 
limb! 
The catbir<.l croons in the lilac-bush! 
Through the dim arbor, himself more 
dim, 
Silently hops the hermit-thrush, 
The withere<.lleaves keep dumb for him; 
'The irreverent buccaneering bee 
Hath storme<.l and rifte<.l the nunnery 
Of the lily, and scattere<.l the sacred tloor 
'Vith haste-dropt gol<.l from shrine to 
door; 
There, as of yore, 
The rich, milk-tingeing buttercup 
I ts tiny polishe<.l urn holds up, 
}'illed with ripe summer to the edge, 
The sun in his own wine to l)ledge; 
And our tall elm, this hundredth year 
Doge of our leafy Venice here, 
'Vho, with an annual ring, doth wed 
The blue Adriatic overhead, 
Shadows with his palatial mass 
The deep canals of flowing grass. 


o unestrangëd birds and bees! 
o face of nature always true! 
o never-unsympathizing trees! 
o never-rejectÌllg roof of blue, 
Whose rash disherison never falls 
On us unthinking prodigals, 
Yet who convictest all our ill, 
So grand and nnappeasable! 

fpthinks my heart from each of these 
Plncks part of childhood bark again, 
Long there imprisoned, as the breeze 
Doth every hi<.lden odor spize 
Of wood and water, hill an<.l plain; 
Once more am I admitted peer 
In the upper house of Nature here, 
And feel through all my pulses run 
The royal bloo<.l of breeze and sun. 


Upon these elm-arched solitudes 
N a hum of neighbor toil intrudes; 
The only hammer that I hear 
Is wielded hy the woodpecker, 
The single noisy calling his 
In aU our leaf-hi<.l Syba1'Ïs; 
The good old time, close-hidden here, 
Persists, a loyal cavalier, 


MASACCIO. 


While Roundheads prim, with point of 
fox, 
Probe wainscot-chink and empty box; 
Here no hoarse-voiced iconoclast 
Insults thy statues, royal Past; 
Myself too prone the axe to wield, 
I touch the silver side of the shield 
With lance reversed, and challenge 
peace, 
A willing convert of the trees. 
How chanced it that so long I tORt 
A cable's length from this rich coast, 
\Vith foolish anchors hugging close 
The beckoning weeds and lazy ooze, 
N or had the wit to wreck before 
On this enchanted island's shore, 
Whither the current of the sea, 
With wiser drift, persuaded me? 
0, might we but of such rare days 
Build up the spirit's dwelling-place! 
A temple of so Parian stone 
Would brook a marble god alone, 
The statue of a perfect life, 
}'ar-shrÎ1lPd from earth's bestaining 
strife. 
Alas! though such felicity 
I n our vext world here may not be, 
Yet, as sometimes the peasànt's hut 
Shows stones which old religion cut 
\Vith text inspired, or mystic sign 
Of thp Eternal and Divine, 
Torn from the consecration deep 
Of some fallen nunnery's mossy sleep, 
So, from the ruins of this day 
Crumbling in golden dust away, 
The soul one gl'acious block may draw, 
Carved with some fragment of the law, 
Which, set in life's uneven wall, 
Old lwnedictions may recall, 
And lure some nun like thoughts to take 
Their dwplling here for memory's sake. 


MASACCIO. 
(IN THE BRANCACCI CHAPEL.) 
HE l'ame to Florence long ago, 
And painted here thpse walls, that shone 
For Raphael and for Angelo, 
With secrets deeper than his own, 
Then shrank iuto the dark again, 
.And died, we know not how or when. 
The shadows depppned, and I turned 
Half sadly from the fresco grand; 
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"And is this," muspd I, "all yP parned, 
Hityh-v:mlted hrain and cnnning hanù, 
Th';.t ve to greatpr men could tp3cb 
Tht> skill yourselves could never reach 1" 


"And who were they, It I mnsec1, "that 
wrought 
Through pathless wilds, with labor long, 
1'lw highwa
's of our daily thou
ht 1 
\Vho reared those towers of earhest song 
TI13t lift u
 from the throng to peace 
Remote in sUllny silences 1" 


Out r1angcd the Ave Mary bens, 
AIlli to mv lwart this message came: 
Each cla1l
orous throat among them tells 
\rhat strOllg-:soulpù martyrs died in 
flame 
To make it possible that tl10U 
Shouldst here wit.h brother sinners bow. 


Thoughts that great hearts once broke 
for we 
Rrpath
 chraply in the common air; 
The dust we trample hep(l1essly 
Throhbed once ill saints and heroes rare, 
'\.ho pprislll.d, opening for their race 
Kew pathways to the commonplace. 


Henceforth, when rings the health to 
those 
\VllO Jive in story and in song, 
o nameless dead, that now repose 
Safe in Oblivion's rhambprs strong, 
Onp cup of rpcognition tme 
ShaH silently be drained to you! 


WITHOUT AND WITHIN. 


1tly roarhman, in the moonlig-ht there, 
Looks through the side-light of the 
door; 
I hear him with his brethren swear, 
As I could do, - but only more. 


Flattening 11is nose against thE' pane, 
He envies me my hrilliant lot, 
Br('athes on his aching fists in vain, 
And dooms me to a place more hot. 


He sel>S me in to suppet" go, 
A siH..pn wowler hy my sill!', 
Bare arms, hare shouh1 p rs, and a row 
Of ßounce
, for the door too wide. 


He thinks how happy is my arm 
'N path its white-gloved and jewelled 
load; 
AnI] wishes me some dreadful harm, 
H paring the merry corks explode. 
.Meanwhile I in Iv curse the bore 
Of hunting still the same old coon, 
And enyy him, outside the door, 
In golden quiets of the moon. 


The winter wind is not 
o cold 
As the bright smile he SPPS me win, 
N or the host's oldest wine so old 
As our poor gab Lie sour and thin. 
I envy him the ungyved prance 
By which his freezing feet he warms, 
AmI drag my lady's-chains and dance 
The galley-slave of dreary fomls. 
0, could he llave my sllare of din, 
And I his quiet !-past a doubt 
'T would still be one man bOlPd within, 
And just another bored without. 


GODMINSTER CHIMES. 


WltITTEN I
 AID OF A CHIME OF DELLS 
FOR CHRIST CHUI
Cll, CA)1ßl
IDGE. 
GOD)IIKSTER 1 Is it Fancy's play 1 
I know not, but the word 
Sings in my heart, nor can I say 
\Yhether 't was dreamed or heard; 
Yet fragrant in my mind it clings 
As blossoms after rain, 
Anrl huilds of half-renwmbered things 
This vision in my brain. 
T})rough aisles of long-drawn centuries 
My spirit walks in thought, 
And to that symbol lifts its pyes 
\Yhich God's own Ility wrought; 
From Calvary shines the altar's gleam, 
Thp Church's East is there, 
The AO'es one great minstpr seem, 
That throbs with praise and prayer. 


Anrl an the wav from Calvary down 
The carven I;avement shows 
Their gran's who won the martyr's 
crown 
And safl> in God repose; 
The saints of many a warring creed 
'Vho now in heaven have learned 
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That all paths to the Father lead 
'Vhere Self the feet have spurned. 


Anrl, as the mystic aisles I pace, 
By aureoled workmen 1mBt, 
Lives ending at the Cross I trace 
Alike through grace and guilt; 
One :Mary bathes the blessed feet 
\Vith ointment from bel' eyes, 
'Vith spikenard one, and both are sweet, 
For both are sacrifice. 


:Moravian hymn and Homan chant 
I n one devotion blend, 
To speak the soul's eternal want 
Of Him, the inmost friend; 
One }>rayer soars cleansed with martyr 
fire, 
One choked with sinner's tears, 
In heaven both meet in one desire, 
And God one music hears. 


'Vhilst thus I dream, the bells clash out 
U pOll the Sabbath air, 
Each seems a hostile faith to shout, 
A selfish form of prayer; 
:My dream is shattered, yet who knows 
But in that heaven so neal" 
l'hese discords find harmonious close 
In God's atoning ear 1 


o chime of sweet Saint Charity, 
Peal soon that Easter morn 
When Christ for all shall risen be, 
And in all hearts new-born! 
That Pentecost wben utterance clear 
To all men shall be given, 
When all shall say.illy Brother here, 
And hear 
[y Son in heaven! 


THE PARTING OF THE WAYS. 


WHO hath not been a poet 1 Who hath 
not, 
With life's new quiver full of wingëd 
years, 
Shot at a venture, and then, following 
on, 
Stood doubtful at the Parting of the 
Ways? 


rhere once I stood in dream, and as I 
paused, 
Looking this way and that, came forth 
to me 


The figure of a woman veiled, that said, 
II 
Iy name is Duty, turn and follow 
me"; 
Something there was that chilled me in 
her voice ; 
I felt Youth's hand grow slack and cold 
in mine, 
As if to be withdrawn, and. I replied: 
"0, leave the hot wild heart within my 
breast ! 
Duty comes soon enough, too soon comes 
Dca th ; 
This slippery globe of life whirls of itself, 
Hasting our youth away into the dark; 
These senses, quivering with electric 
heats, 
Too soon will show, like nests on wintry 
boughs 
Obtrusive emptiness, too palpable wreck, 
Which whistling north-winds line with 
downy snow 
Sometimes, or fringe with foliaged rime, 
in vain, 
Thither the singing birds no more re- 
turn. " 


Then glowed to me a maiden from the 
left, 
'Vith bosom half disclosed, and naked 
arms 
.More white and undulant than necks of 
swans; 
And all before her steps an influence ran 
'Varm as the whispering South that 
opens buds 
And swells the laggard sails of Northern 
:May. 
"I am called Pleasure, come with me! n 
sbe said, 
Then laughed, and shook out sunshine 
from her hair, 
Not only that, but, so it seemed, shook 
out 
All memory too, and all the moonlit 
past, 
Old loves, old aspirations, and old 
dreams, 
:More beautiful for being old and gone. 


So we two went together; downward 
sloped 
The path through yellow meads, or so I 
dreamed 
Yellow with 
unshine and young green, 
but I 
Saw naught nor heard, shut up in one 
clo:je joy; 
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I only fpIt the nand within my own, 
Transmuting aU my blood to golden fire, 
Disboldng all IllY brain in throbbing 
III ist. 


Suddenly shrank the hand; suddenly 
burst 
A cry that split the torpor of my brain, 
And as the fir
t sharp thrust of lightning 
Joost>ns 
From the heaped cloud its rain, loosened 
IllY sPllse : 
" Save me! " it thrilled; "0, hide me! 
there is Death! 
Death the di,ridpl', the unmerciful, 
'I'hat digs his pitfalls under Love and 
Youth 
And covers Beauty up in the cold 
ground; 
Horrible Death! bringer of rndless dark; 
Let him not see rue! hide me .in thy 
brl'ast ! " 
Thereat I strove to clasp her, but my 
arms 
1Ilet only what slipped crum bUng down, 
and fell, 
A handful of gray ashes, at my feet. 
I would have fled, I would have followed 
back 
That pleasant path we came, but all was 
changed ; 
Rocky the way, abrupt, and hard to find; 
Yet I toiled on, and, toiling on, I 
thought, 
"That way lies Youth, and ""'isdom, 
and all Good; 
For only by unlearning "\Visdom comes 
And climbing backward to diviner 
Youth; 
'Vhat the world teaches profits to the 
world, 
'Vhat the soul teaches profits to the soul, 
'Vhich then first stands erect with God- 
ward face, 
'Vhen she lets fall her pack of withered 
facts, 
The gleanings of the outward eye and 
ear, 
And looks and listens with her finer 
spnse . 
Nor Trut1; nor Knowledge cometh from 
without." 


After long weary days I stood again 
And waited at the Parting of the \\r ays; 
-Again the figure of a woman veiled 


Stood forth and beckoned, and I followed 
now: 
Down to no Lower of l.oses led the 
path, 
But through the streets of towns where 
chattering Cold 
Hewed wood for fires whose glow was 
owned and fenced, 
'Vhere Nakedness wove garments or 
warm wool 
Not for itself; - or through the fields it 
led 
Where Hunger reaped the unattainable 
grain, 
'Vhere Idleness enforced saw idle lands, 
Leagues of un peopled soil, the common 
earth, 
'Valled round with paper against God 
an Ù .Man. 
" I cannot look," I groaned, "at only 
these; 
The heart grows hardened with perpet- 
ual won t, 
Anll palters with a feibrned necessity, 
Bargaining with it
elf to be content; 
Let me behold thy face." 
The Fonn rpplied: 
u :Men fo1Jo\V Duty, never overtake; 
Duty nor lifts her veil nor looks behind." 
But, as she spake, a loosened lock of 
hair 
Slipped from beneath her hood, and I, 
who looked 
To see it gray and thin, saw amplest 
gold; 
Not that dull metal dug from sordiJ 
earth, 
But such as the retiring sunset flood 
Leaves heaped on bays and capes of 
island cloud. 
" 0 Guide divine," I prayed, "although 
not yet 
I may repair the virtue which I feel 
Gone out at touch of untuned things 
and foul 
With draughts of Beauty, )yet declare 
how soon ! " 


" Faithless and faint of heart," the voice 
rpturned, 
" Thou see'st no beauty save thou make 
it first; 

Ian, 'V oman, Nature, each is but a 
glass 
'Vllere the soul sees the image of her- 
spIf, 
Visible echoes, off.l;)prings of herself. 
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But, since thou need'st assurance of how 
soon, 
Wait till that angel comes who opens 
all, 
The reconciler, he who lifts the veil, 
The reuniteI', the re
t- bringer, Death." 
I waited, anll methought he came; but 
how, 
Or in what shape, I doubted, for no 
sign, 
By touch or mark, he gave me as he 
passed : 
Only I knew a lily that I held 
Snapt short below the head and shriv- 
elled up ; 
Then turned my Guide and looked at 
me un veiled, 
And I beheld no face of matron stern, 
But that enchantment I had followed 
erst, 
Only more fair, more clear to eye and 
brain, 
Heightened and chastened by a house- 
hold charm ; 
She smiled, and" Which is fairer," said 
her eyes, 
"The hag's unreal Florimel or mine?" 


ALADDIN. 


WHEN I was a beggarly boy, 
And lived in a cellar damp, 
I had not a friend nor a toy, 
But I had Aladùin's lamp; 
When I could not sleep for cold, 
I had fire enough ill my brain, 
And builded, with roofs of gold, 
J\ly beautiful castles in Spain! 
Since then I have toiled day amI night, 
I have money and power good store, 
But I 'd give all my lamps of silver 
bright, 
For the one that is mine no more ; 
Take, Fortune, whatever you choose, 
You gave, and may snatch again; 
I have nothing 't would pain me to lose, 
For I own no more castles ill Spain! 


AN INVITATION. 


NINE years have slipt 1ike hour-glass 
sand 
From life's still-emptying globe away, 


Since last, dear friend, I clasped your 
hand, 
AmI stood upon the impoverished land, 
\Vatching the steamer down the bay. 
I held the token which von gave, 
While slowly the smoke:pcllllon curled 
O'er the vague rim 'twet'll sky anù wave, 
And shut.the distance like a !ITave, 
Leaving me in the colder world. 
The old worn world of hurry and Jleat, 
The young, fresh world of thought and 
SCOP(', 
'Vhile you, where beckoning billows 
fleet 
CIim b far sky-beaches still and sweet, 
Sank wavering down the ocean-slope. 
You sought the new world in the old, 
I found the old world in the new, 
All that our human hearts can hold, 
The inward world of deathless mould, 
The same that Father Adam kncw. 


He needs no ship to cross the tide, 
\Vho, in the lives about him, sees 
Fair window-prospects opening wide 
O'er history's fields on every sirle, 
To Ind and Egypt, Rome and Greece. 


Whatever moulds of various brain 
E' er shap('d the world to weal or woe, 
'Vhatever empires' wax and wane, 
To him that hath not eyps in vain, 
Our village-microcosm can show. 


Come back our ancient walks to tr'ead, 
Dear haunts of lost or scattered friends, 
Old Harvard's scholar-factories red, 
\Vhere song and smoke and laughter 
speù 
The uights to proctor-haunted ends. 


Constant are all our former loves, 
Unchanged the icehouse-ginllf'11 pomI, 
I ts hemlock glooms, its shadowy coves, 
\Vhere floats the coot amI never moves, 
Its slopes of long-tamed green beyond. 


Our old familiars are not Jaid, 
'fhough snapt our wands and sunk our 
books; 
They beckon, not to be gainsaid, 
Where, rounù broad meads that mowers 
watIe, 
The Charles his steel-blue sickle crooks. 
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""'}]f're, as the c1on<1h('rgs Ntstward blow, 
}'rom glow to gloom the hillsi(lð shift 
'l'hcir ! ,Iumps of orl'hanl-treps arow, 
'l'ht'ir akt's of rye that wave amI flow, 
'l'hcir snowy whiteweed's summer drift. 


TJH'rp havp we watcllt'd tht> \Vest unfurl 
A cloud BY7antiuIll newly born, 
\\ïth flickeriug spires allli domes of 
pparl, 
Awl vapory surfs t11at crowd and curl 
Into the sunset's Golden Horn. 


There, as the flaming occident 
Burned slowly (lown to 3sht.s gray, 
Xight pitched o'erhead her silent tent, 
And g1immering gold from Hespersprent 
Upon the darkencd river lay, 
"Thpre n twin sky but just l)efore 
J)pt'pened, and dou hIe swallows skimmed, 
And, from a visionary shore, 
Hung visioned trees, that more and 
more 
Grew dusk as those above were dimmed. 


Then eastwarfl saw we slowly grow 
Clrar-edgrd the liurs of roof and spire, 
\Vhile great clm-mass('s blal'kell slow, 
And linden-ricks their round heads 
show 
Against a flush of widening fire. 


Doubtful at first and far away, 
'l'he moon-flood cr
eps more wide and 
wide . 
Up a ridg
d beach of cloudy gray, 
Curved round the past as round a bay, 
It slips and spreads its gradual tid('. 


Then suddenly, in Im"i(l mood, 
'rhe moon looms large o'er town and 
field 
As upon Adam, r('1! like blood, 
'Tween him and Eden's happy wood, 
Glared the commissioned angel's shield. 


Or If't us seek the seaside, there 
'}'o wander idly as we list, 
\VhetJlt.>r, 011 rocky h('a(l1auds bare, 
Sharp cedar-horns, like hreakt'rs, tear 
'l'hp trailing fringes of gray mist, 


Or whpth('r, under skips fun flo\\ n, 
The hrightpuing 
urfs, with foamy din, 
Their breeze-caught forelocks backward 
blown, 


Against the heach's yrl10w ZOI1(>, 
Curl slow, and plunge forever in. 
And, as we watch thosf' canvas towers 
That l('an along the llOri/on's rim, 
"::>ail on," I'll say; "may sunniest 
hours 
Convoy you from this land of ours, 

illce from my 
ide you bear not him! " 


For yrars thrice three, wise Horace saiù, 
.-\ pm>1Il rare let silence bind; 
Allli love may ripen in the shade, 
Like ours, for nine long seasons laiù 
In deepest arches of the minù. 
Come hack! 1\ ot ours the Old \Yodd's 
good, 
The Old "\\" or1d's in, thank God, not 
ours; 
But here, far better understood, 
The days enfor('e our nativt' mood, 
And challt'nge all our manlier IJowers. 
K iut11ier to me the place of llirth 
That first my tottering footst<,1's trod; 
Then> may be fairer spots of ('arth, 
But all their glorit's are not worth 
The virtue of the native sod. 


Thence climbs an influc>nce more bpnign 
Through pulse and nen.e, through heart 
aud brain; 
Sacred to me those fibres fine 
That first clasped earth. 0, ne'er be 
mine 
The alien sun and alien rain! 


TJlese nourish not like homelier glows 
Or watt>rings of familiar skies, 
And nature fairer h100ms bestows 
On the heaped hush of wintry snows, 
In pastures ùear to childhood's eyes, 
Than where Italian earth recf>ives 
The partial sunshine's anlpler boons, 
\fhere vin('s carve friezes 'neath the 
ca '.CS, 
.And, in (lark finnamrnts of leaves, 
The orange lifts its golden moons. 


THE NOMADES. 


\YHAT Kature makes in any mood 
To me is warranted for goo<l, 
Though long before I learned to see 
She did not set us moral theses, 
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SELF-STUDY. 


And scorned to bave her sweet caprices 
Strait-waistcoated in you or me. 


I, who take root and firmly cling, 
1'hought fixeùnpss the only thing; 
'Vhy N atllre maùe the butterflies, 
(Those ùreams of wings that float and 
hover 
At noon the slumberous poppies over,) 
\Vas somet.hing hidùen from mine eyes, 


Till once, upon a rock's brown bosom, 
Bright as a thorny cactus-blossom, 
I saw a hutterily at rest; 
Then first of both I felt the beauty; 
The airy whim, the grim-set ùuty, 
Each from the other took its best. 


Clrarer it grew than winter sky 
That Nature still had reasons why; 
And, shifting sudden as a breeze, 
:My fancy found no satisfaction, 
No antithetic sweet attraction, 
So great as in the N omaùes. 


Scythians, with Nature not at strife, 
Liaht Arabs of our complex life, 
Tl
ey build no houses, plant no mills 
To utilize Time's sliding river, 
Content that it flow waste forever, 
If they, like it, may have their wills. 
An hour they pitch their shifting tents 
I n thoughts, in feelings, and events; 
Beneath the palm-trees, on the grass, 
They sing, they dance, make love, and 
chatter, 
Vex the grim temples with their clatter, 
Anù make Truth's fount their looking- 
glass. 
A picnic life; from love to lov
, 
From faith to faith they lightly move, 
And yet, hard-eyed philosopher, 
'fhe flightiest maid that ever hovered 
To me your thought-webs fine discov- 
ered, 
Nolens to see them through like her. 


So witchingly her finger-tips 
'1'0 'Visdom, as away she trips, 
She kisses, waves such sweet farewells 
To Duty; as she laughs" To-morrow! " 
That both from that mad contrast bor- 
row 
A perfectness found nowhere else. 


The beach-bird on its pearly verge 
:Follows and flies the whispering surge, 
\Vhilr, in his tent, the rock-stayed shell 
Awaits tire flood's star-timed vibrations, 
And both, the flutter and the patipllce, 
The sauntering poet loves them well. 
Fulfil so much of God.'s decree 
As works its problem out in thee, 
N or dream that in thy breast alone 
The conscience of the changeful seasons, 
The 'Vill that in the planets reasons 
With space-wide logic, has its throne. 
Thy virtue makes not vice of mine, 
Unlike, but none the less divine; 
Thy toil adorns, not chides, my play; 
Nature of sameness is so chary, 
'Vith such wild whim the freakish fairy 
Picks presents for the christening-day. 


SELF-STUDY. 


A PRERENCE both by night and day, 
That made my life seem just begun, 
Yet scarce a presence, rather say 
The warning aureole of one. 
And yet I felt it everywhere; 
'Valked I the woodland's aisles along, 
It sfemed to brush me with its hair; 
Bathed I, I heard a mermaid's song. 
How sweet it was! A buttercup 
Could hold for me a day's delight, 
A bird could lift my fancy up 
To ether free from cloud or blight. 
\Vho was the nymph? Nay, I win see, 
l\lethought, and I will know her near; 
If such, divined, her charm can be, 
Seen and possessed, how triply dear! 
So every magic art I tried, 
And spells as numberless as sand, 
Until, one evening, by my side 
I saw her glowing fulness stand. 
I turned to clasp her, but "Farewell," 
Parting she sighed, "we meet no more; 
Not by my hand the curtain fell 
That leaves you conscious, wise, and 
poor. 
" Since you have found me out, I go; 
A nother lover I must find, 
Content his happiness to know, 
N or strive its secret to unwind." 
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I. 
A HEAP of bare and splintery crags 
'l'umùled about by lightning and frost, 
\Vith rifts and chasms and storm- 
bleached jags, 
That wait and growl for a ship to be 
lost; 
No island, but rather the skeleton 
Of a wrecked and vengea.nce-smitten 
one, 
'Vhere, æons ago, with half-shut eye, 
The sluggish saurian crawled to die, 
Gasping under titanic ferns; 
Ribs of rock that seaward jut, 
Granite shoulders and boulders and 
snags, 
Round which, though the winds in 
heaven be shut, 
The nightmared ocean murmurs and 
yearn s, 
Welters, and swashes, and tosses, amI 
turns, 
And tht> dreary black sea-weed lolls and 
wags; 
Only rock from shore to sbore, 
Only a moan through the bleak clefts 
blown, 
With sobs in the rifts where the coarse 
kelp shifts, 
Falling and lifting, tossing and drifting, 
And under all a deep, dull roar, 
Dying and swelling, forevermore, - 
Rock and moan and roar alone, 
And the dread of some nameless thing 
unknown, 
These make Appledore. 
These make A ppledore by night: 
Then tJ1ere are monsters If'ft and right; 
E,'ery rock is a different monster; 
An you have read of, fancied, dreamed, 
"Then you waked at night because you 
screamed, 
There they lie for llalf a mile, 
Jumbled together in a pile, 
And (though you know they never once 
stir), 
If you look long, they seem to be 
moving 
Just as plainly as plain can be, 
Crushing and crowding, wading and 
shoving 
Out into the awful sea, 
Where you can heal' them snort and 
spout 


\Vith pauses between, as if they were 
listening, 
TheIl tumult anon when the surf breaks 
glistening 
In the blackness where they wallow 
about. 


II. 
All this you would scarcely comprehend, 
Should you see the isle on a sunny day; 
Then it is simple enough in its way, - 
Two rocky bulges, one at each end, 
'Vith a smaller bulge and a hollow be- 
twepn ; 
Patches of whortlcberry and bay; 
Accidents of open green, 
Sprinkled with loose slabs square and 
gray, 
Like graveyards for ages deserted; a few 
Unsocial thistles; an elder or two, 
:Foamed over with blossoms white as 
spray; 
And on the whole island never a tree 
Save a score of sumachs, high as your 
knee, 
That crouch in hollows where they may, 
(The cellars where once stood a village, 
men say,) 
Huddling for warmth, and never grew 
Tall enougll for a peep at HIe sea; 
A general dazzle of open blue; 
A breeze always blowing and plaJing 
rat-tat 
'Vith the bow of the ribbon round your 
hat; 
A score of sheep that do nothing but 
stare 
Up or down at you everywhere; 
Three or four cattle that chew the cud 
Lying about in a listless df'spair; 
A medrick that makes you look over- 
hf'ad 
\Vith short, sharp scream, as he sights 
his prey, 
And, drorping straight and swift as 
lead, 
Rplits the water with sudden thud;- 
'fhis is A ppledore by day. 


A common island, you will say; 
But stay a moment: only climb 
C p to the highest rock of the islt', 
Sta1Hl there alone for a litHe while, 
And \\ith gentle approaches it grows 
sublim(', 
Dilating r.;lowly as you win 
A sense from the silence to take it in. 
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So wide the loneness, so lucid the air, 
The granite beneath you so savagely 
bare, 
You well might think you were looking 
down 
From some sky-silenced mountain's 
crown, 
"\\Those far-down pines are wont to tear 
Locks of wool from the topmost cloud. 
Only be sure you go alone, 
For Grandeur is inaccessibly proud, 
And lwver yet has backward thrown 
Her vl
il to feed tIle stare of a crowd; 
To more than one was never shown 
'That awful front, nor is it fit 

rhat she, Cothurllus-shod, stand bowed 
Until the self-approving pit 
Enjoy the gust of its own wit 
In babbling plaudits cheaply loud; 
She hides her mountains and her sea. 
From the harriers of scenery, 
Who hunt down sunsets, and huddle 
and bay, 
:Mouthing and mumbling the dying day. 


Trust me, 't is something to be cast 
Face to face with one's Self at last, 
To be taken out of the fuss and strife, 
The endless clatter of plate and knife, 
The bore of books and the bores of the 
street, 
From the singular mess we agree to call 
Life, 
Where that is best which the most fools 
vote is, 
And to be set down on one's own two 
feet 
So nigh to the great warm heart of God, 
You almost seem to feel it beat 
Down from the sunshine and up from 
the sod; 
To be compelled, as it were, to notice 
All the beautiful changes and chances 
Through which the landscape flits and 
glances, 
And to see how the face of common day 
Is written all over with tender histories, 
'Vhpn you study it that intenser way 
In which a lover looks at his mistress. 


Till now you dreamed not what could 
be done 
With a bit of rock and a ray of sun; 
But look, how fade the lights and shades 
Of keen bare edge and crevice depp ! 
How doubtfully it faùes antI fades, 
And glows again, yon craggy steep, 


O'er which, through color's dreamiest 
grades, 
The yellow sunbeams panse and creep! 
Now pink it blooms, now glimmers gray, 
N ow shadows to a filmy blue, 
'fries one, tries all, and willl10t stay, 
But flits from opal hue to hue, 
And runs through every tenderest range 
Of change that seems not to be change, 
So rare the sweep, so nice the art, 
That lays no stress on any part, 
But shifts and lingers and persua.des; 
So soft that sun-brush in the west, 
That asks no costlier pigments' aids, 
But mingling knobs, flaws, angles, dints, 
Indifferent of worst or best, 
Enchants the cliffs with wraiths and 
hints 
And gracious preludings of tints, 
"\Vhere all seems fixed, yet all evades, 
And indefinably pervades 
Perpetual movement with perpetual rest! 


III. 
Away northeast is Boone Island. light ; 
You might mistake it for a ship, 
Only it stands too plumb upright, 
And like the others does not slip 
Behind the sea's unsteady brink; 
Though, if a cloud-shade chance to dip 
Upon it a moment, 't will suddenly sink, 
Levelleù and lost in the darkened main, 
Till the sun builds it suddenly up again, 
As if with a rub of Ala(lùin's lamp. 
On the mainland you see a misty camp 
Of mountains pitched tumultuously: 
That one looming so long and large 
Is Saddle back, and that point you see 
Over yon low and rounded marge, 
Like the boss of a sleeping giant's targe 
Laid over his breast, is Ossipee; 
That shadow there may be Kearsargp; 
That must be Great Haystack; I love 
these names, 
"\Vhprewith the lonely farmer tames 
Nature to mute companionship 
"\Vith his own mind's domestic mood, 
An(l strives the surly world to clip 
In the arms of familiar habitude. 
'T is well he could not contrive to make 
A Saxon of Agamenticus : 
He glowers there to the north of us, 
"\Vrapt in his blanket of blue haze, 
Unconvertibly savage, and scorns to 
takp 
The white man's baptism or his ways. 
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Him first on shore the coaster di vines 
Through the early gray, anù sees him 
shake 
The morning mist from his scalp-lock 
of pines; 
Him first the skipper makes out in the 
west, 
Ere the earliest sunstrcak shoots trem- 
ulous, 
Plashing with orange the palpitant lines 
Of muta.ble billow, crest after crest, 
And munnurs Agamenticusl 
As if it were the Jlame of a saint. 
But is that a mountain playing cloud, 
Or a cloud playing mountain, just there, 
so faint 1 
Look along over the low right shoulder 
Of Agarnenticus into that crowd 
Of brassy thunderheaùs behind it ; 
:Now you have c.1.ught it, but, ere you 
are older 
By half an hour, you will lose it anù 
finù it 
A score of times; while you look 't is 
gone, 
And, just as you've given it up, anon 
I t is there again, till your weary eyes 
Fancy they see it waver and rise, 
With its brother clouds; it is Agio- 
chook, 
There if you seek not, and gone if you 
look, 
Ninety miles off as the eagle flies. 


But mountains make not aU the shore 
The mainland shows to A ppledore ; 
Eight miles the hf'aving water sprf'ads 
To a long low coast with beaches and 
heads 
That run through unimagined mazes, 
As the lights and shades and magical 
hazes 
Put them away or bring them near, 
Shimmering, sketched out for thirty 
miles 
Between two capes that waver like 
threads, 
And sink in the ocean, and reappear, 
Crllm bled and melted to little isles, 
'Vith filmy trees, that seem tl1f' mere 
Half-fancies of drowsy atmosphere; 
An(1 see the l)pach there, where it is 
Flat as a threshing-floor, beaten anù 
packed 
'Vith the flashing flails of weariless 
seas, 
How it lifts and looms to a precipice, 


O'er whose square front, a dream, no 
more, 
Thp steept'ncd sand-
tripcs seem to pour, 
A murmurlcss vision of cataract; 
You almost fallcy you hear a roar, 
Fitful anù faint from the distance wan- 
dering ; 
But 't is ouly the blind old ocean maun- 
dering, 
Raking the shingle to and fro, 
Aimlessly clutching and letting go 
The kelp-haired sedges of Al'pleùore, 
Slipping down with a sleepy forgetting, 
And anon his ponderous shouldersettiIw, 
\Vith a deep, hoarse pant against Appl
. 
dore. 


IV. 
Eastward as far as the eye can see, 
Still eastward, eastward, endlessly, 
The sparkle and tremor of purple sea 
That rises before you, a flickering hill, 
On and on to the shut of the sky, 
Anù beyond, you fancy it sloping until 
The same multitudinous throb and thrill 
That vibrate under your dizzy eye 
In ripples of orange and pink are sent 
"There the poppied sails doze on the 
yard, 
And tbe clumsy junk and proa lie 
Sunk deep with precious woods and 
nard, 
Mid the palmy isles of the Orient. 
Those leaning towers of clouded white 
On the farthest brink of doubtful ocean, 
That shorten and shorten out of sight, 
Yet seem on the selfsame spot to stay, 
Receding with a motionless motion, 
Fàding to dubious films of gray, 
Lost, dimly found, then vanished 
wholly, 
'Vill risf' again, the great world Undf'T, 
First films, then towers, then high- 
heaped clouds, 
'Vhose nearing outlines sharpen slowly 
Into tall ships with cobweb shrouds, 
That fill long :!\fongoI eyes with wonder, 
Crushing the violet wave to spray 
Past some low llea<lland of Cathay;- 
Vlhat was that sigh which seemed so 
near, 
Chilling your fancy to the core? 
'T is only the sad old sea Y011 hear, 
That seems to seek forevermore 
Romething it cannot find, and so, 
Sighing, seeks on, and tells its woe 
To tbe pitiless breakers of Appledore. 
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V. 
How looks Appledore in a storm? 
I have seen it when its crags seemed 
fran tic, 
Butting against the mad Atlantic, 
When snrge on surge would heap enorme, 
Cliffs of emerald topped with snow, 
That lifteù and lifted, and then let go 
A great white avalanche of thunder, 
A grinding, blinding, deafening ire 
}Ionadnock might have trembled under; 
And the island, whose rock-roots pierce 
below 
To whcre they are warmed with the 
central fire, 
You could feel its granite fibres racked, 
As it seemed to plunge with a shudder 
and thrill 
Right at the breast of the swooping 
hill, 
And to rise again snorting a cataract 
Of rage-froth from every cranny and 
ledge, 
While the sea drew its breath in hoarse 
and deep, 
And the next vast breaker curled its 
eùge, 
Gathering itself for a mightier leap. 


Then a mile or more of rushing sea, 
And then the lighthouse slim and lone; 
And whenever the weight of ocean is 
thrown 
Full and fair on 'Vhite Island head, 
A great mist-jotull you will see 
Lifting himself up silently 
High and huge o'er the lighthouse top, 
'Vith hands of wavering spray outspread, 
Groping after the little tower, 
That seems to shrink and shorten and 
cower, 
Till the monster's arms of a sudden drop, 
And silently and fruitlessly 
He sinks again in to the sea. 


You, meanwhile, where drenched you 
stand, 
A waken once more to the rush and 
roar, 
And on the rock-point tighten your 
hand, 
As you turn and see a valley deep, 
That was not there a moment before, 
Suck rattling down between you anù a 
heap 
Of toppling billow, whose instant fall 
Must sink the whole island once for 
all, 
Or watch the silenter, stealthier seas 
Feeling their way to you more and 
more ; 
If they once should clutch you high as 
the knees, 
They would whirl you down like a sprig 
of kelp, 
Beyond all reach of hope or help; - 
And such in a storm is Appledore. 


North, east, and south there are reefs 
and breakers 
You would never dream of in smooth 
weather, 
That toss and gore the sea for acres, 
Bellowing and gnashing and snarling 
together; 
Look northward, where Duck Island lies, 
And over its crown you will see arise, 
Against a background of slaty skies, 
A row of pillars .still and white, 
That glimmer, and then are out of 
sight, 
As if the moon should suddenly kiss, 
While you crossed the gusty desert by 
night, 
The long colonnades of Persepolis ; 
Look southward for 'Vhite Island light, 
The lantern stands ninety feet o'er the 
tide; 
There is first a half-mile of tumult and 
fight, 
Of dash and roar and tumble and fright, 
And surging bewilderment wild and 
wide, 
Where the bl'eakers struggle left and From 
right, 


VI. 
'T is the sight of a lifetime to behold 
The great shorn sun as you spe it now, 
Across eight miles of undulant gold 
That widens landward, weltered and 
rolled, 
With freaks of shadow and crimson 
stains ; 
To see the solid mountain brow 
As it notches the disk, and gains and 
gains 
U ntH thpre comes, you scarce know when, 
A tremble of fire o'pr the parted lips 
Of cloud and mountain, which vanishes; 
then 
the body of day the sun-soul 
slips 
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And the fac(> of t'arth darkens; but no" 
the strips 
Of western vapor, straight anù thin, 
}'rom whi('h tlIP horizon's s\\"prvings win 
A grace of contrast, take fire anù Lmrn 
Like sp1intt'rs of touchwood, whose 
t>dgcs a mould 
Of ashcs o'erfeathers; northward turn 
}'or an instant, and let your eye grow 
cold 
On Agamenticus, and when once more 
You look, 't is as if the land-breeze, 
growing, 
From the smouldering brands the film 
were blowing, 
And brightening them down to the very 
core ; 
Yet tbey momently cool and dampen 
and dcaden, 
The crimson turns golùen, the gold turns 
It>adell, 
Hardpning into one black bar 
O'er which, from the hollow heaven afar, 
Shoots a splinter of li
ht like diamond, 
Half st'en, half fancied.; by and by 
, Beyond whatever is most heyond 
In the uttermost waste of desert sky, 
Grows a star; 
And oycr it, visible spirit of dew, - 
Ah, stir not, speak not, hold your 
breath, 
Or surely the miracle vanisheth, - 
The new moon, tranced in unspeakable 
bl ue ! 
No frail illusion; this were true, 
Rather, to call it the canoe 
Hollowed out of a single pearl, 
That floats us from the Prpsent's whirl 
Back to those bpings which ,,"pre ours, 
'Vhen wishes were winged things like 
powers! 
Call it not light, that mystery tender, 
'Yhich brootls upon the brooding ocean, 
Th::lt flush of ecstasied surrender 
To indefinable emotion, 
That glory, mpllower than a mist 
Of pearl dissolveíl with amethyst, 
Which rims Square Rock, like what 
they paint 
Of mitigaÌl>d heavenly splendor 
Round the stern forehead of a Saint! 


'K 0 more a vision, rPf1f]pned, largened, 
Tht> moon dips to\nmllu>rmountaill nt'st, 
And, fringing it with palp
t argf'nt, 
Slow shp::lthc
 herself behind the mar- 
gent 


Of that long cloud.bar in the 'Vest, 
\\"hose nether l.tlgf', f'relong, you see 
The sil vcry chrism ill turn anoint, 
Ami then the tini('st rosy point 
Tùuchetl.loubtfl1Uy and timidly 
Into the dark blue's chilly strip, 
As some mute, wondering thing below 
Awakened by the thrilling glow, ' 
)light, looking up, see Dian dip 
One lucent foot's delaying tip 
In Latmia.n fowltains long ago. 


Knew you what silence was before? 
Here is no startle of dreaming bird 
That sings in his sleep, or strives to 
sing; 
Here is no sough of branches stilTed, 
X or noise of any living thing, 
Such as one hears by uight on shore'; 
Only, now and then, a sigh, 
'Vith fiekle intervals between, 
Sometimes far, and sometimes nigh, 
Such as Andromeda might have heard, 
And fancied the huge sea-beast unseen 
Turning in sleep; it is the sea 
That welters and wavers uneasily 
Round the lonely reefs of Appledore. 


THE WIND-HARP. 


I TREASURE in secret some long, fine 
hair 
Of tendt">rest brown, but so inwardly 
golden 
I half usell to fancy thE' sunshine there, 
So shy, so shifting, so waywardly rare, 
'Vas only caught for the momcnt and 
holden 
'Vhile I could say Dearest! and kiss it, 
and then 
In pity let go to the summer again. 


I twisted this magic in gossamf'r strings 
Over a ,dnd-harp's Dplphinn hollow; 
Then called to the idle breeze that 
swings 
All day in the pine-tops, and clings, and 
sings 
)Iid the musical leaves, and said, "0, 
follow 
The will of those tears that deepen my 
words, 
And fly to mv window to waken theæ 
chords: .. 
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So they trembled to life, and, doubt- Soft as the dews that fen tllat night, 
fully She saiù, - " Auf wiedersehen!" 
Feeling their way to my sense, sang, 
" Say whether 
They sit all day by the greenwood tree, 
The lover and loved, as it wont to 
be, 
'Vhen we - " But grief conquered, 
und all together 
They swelled such weird murmur as 
". haunts a shore 
Of some planet dis}>eopled, - " N ever- 
nlOre ! " 


Then from deep in the past, as seemed 
to me, 
The strings gathered sorrow and sang 
for
..ken, 
"One lover still waits 'neath the green- 
wood tree, 
But 't is dark," and they shuddered, 
"where lieth she 
Dark and cold! Forever must one 
be taken ?" 
But I groaned, "0 harp of all ruth 
bereft, 
This Scripture is sadder, - 'the other 
left' !" 


There murmured, as if one strove to 
speak, 
And tears carne instead; then the sad 
tones wandered 
And faltered among the uncertain chords 
In a troubled doubt between sorrow and 
worùs . 
At last with themselves they ques- 
tioned and pondered, 
" Hereafter? - who knoweth?" and so 
they sighed 
Down the long steps that lead to silence 
amI ùied. 


AUF WIEDERSEHEN J 


SUMMER. 


THE little gate was reached at last, 
Half hiù in lilacs down the låne ; 
She pushed it wide, and, as she past, 
A wistful look she hackward cast, 
And said, - " Auf wiederschen!" 


Vnth hand on lat.ch, a vision white 
Lingered reluctant, and again 
Half doubting if she did aright, 


f)'he lamp's clear gleam flits up the stair j 
I lingf'r in dt'licious pain; 
Ah, in that chamber, whose Tich air 
TOr br.eathe in thought I 8c!",rcely darE', 
Thmks she, - "Auf w
ederschen!" 


'T is thirteen years; once more I press 
The turf that silences the lane; 
I hear the rustle of her dress, 
I smell the lilacs,. and - ah, yes, 
I hear" Auf wicderselwn!" 


Sweet piece of bashful maiden art ! 
The English words had seemed too 
fain, 
But these - t11ey drew us heart to heart, 
Yet held us tenderly apart; 
She said, "A'ìif wiedersehen I" 


PALINODE. 


AUTUMN. 


STILI, thirteen years: 't is autumn now 
On field and ÌÜll, in heart and. brain; 
The naked treps at evening sough; 
The leaf to the forsaken bough 
Sighs not, - "tV e meet again! " 
Two watched yon oriole's pendpnt dome, 
That now is void, and dank with rain, 
And one, - 0, hope more frail than 
foam ! 
The bird to his deserted home 
Sings not, - " ".., e meet again! " 


.. 


The loath gate swings with rusty creak ; 
Once, 'parting there, we played at 
pain; 
There came a parting, when the weak 
And fading lips essayed to speak 
Vainly, - "tV e meet again! " 


Somewhere is comfort, somewhere faith, 
Though thou in outer dark remain; 
One sweet sad voice ellnol)lE's death, 
And still, for pighteen centuries saith 
Softly, - " Ye meet again! " 


If earth another grave must bear, 
Yet heaven hath won a sweetfr strain, , 
And something whispers my despair, 
That, from an orient chamber there, 
Floats down, "'V e meet again !" 
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YE
, faith is a goodly anchor; 
"'\Vhpn 
kies are sw('ct as a psalm, 
At the hows it lolls so stalwart, 
In blu1f, broad-shoulùcn.J calm. 
Anll whcn o,.er breakers to leeward 
'l'he tattpred surges are hurled, 
I t may keep our head to the tempcst, 
"'\\"ith its grip on the base of the world. 
But, after the shipwreck, tell me 
''''hat help in its iron thews, 
Still true to the hroken hawser, 
Deep down allJong sea-weed and ooze 1 
In the hl.eaking gulfs of sorrC'w, 
",\Yhcn the hclplt'ss fect stretch out 
And fillli in the deeps of darkness 
No footing so solid as doubt, - 
Then bettcr one spar of 
remory, 
One broken plank of the Past, 
FJ.'hat our human heart may cling to, 
Though hopeless of shore at last! 
To the spirit its splendid conjectures, 
To the flesh its sweet despair, 
Its tears o'er the thin-worn locket 
'Yith its anguish of dcathh'ss hair! 
Immortal 1 I feel it and know it, 
",\Yho doub
 it of such as she 1 
But that islthe pang's very secret,- 
Immortal away from me. 


Communion in spirit! Forgive me, 1 
But I, who am earthy and weak, 
"
ouItI give all my incomes from dream- 
land 
For a touch of her hanù on my cheek. 
That little shoe in the conler, 7 
So worn and wrinkled and brown, 
\Vlth its emptiness confutes you, 
.And argues your wisdom down. 


THE DEAD HOUSE. 


HERE once my step was quickened, 
Here beckoneù the opening door, 
And welcome thrilled from the thresh- 
old 
To the foot it had known before. 
A glow came forth to meet me 
From the flame that laughed in the 
grate, 
And shadows adance on the ceiling, 
Danceù blither with Illine for a mate. 


"I claim you, old friend," yawned the 
arm-chair, 
"This c
rner, you know, is your 
seat ; 
"Rest your slippers on me," beamed the 
fender, 
" I brighten at touch of your feet." 


" "\Ve know the practisf'd finger," 
Said the books, "that seems like 
brain" ; 
.And the shy page rustled the secret 
It had kept till I came again. 


There's a narrow ridge in the grave- 
yard 
"T ould scarce stay a child in his race, 
nut to me anù my thought it is wider 
Than the star-sown vague of Space. 
( vour 100'if' m y friend is P erfect Sang the pillow, "
Iy down once quiv- 
n , ,., d 
Your morals most drearily true ; 
re . , 
But, since the earth clashed on hu, On mghtmgales throats that flew 
coffin ' Through moonlit gardens of Hafiz 
I keep bc
ring that, and not you. To gather quaint dreams for you." 
á onsole if you will, I can bear it ; .\h me, whf're the Past sowed lICart's- 
'T is a well-meant alms of breath;, ease, 
Rut not all the prpaching since Adam ) The Present plucks rue for us men! 
Has made Death other than Death. I I come \Jark : that scar unhpaling 
( "\Vas not in the churchyard then. 
It is pagan; but wait till you feel it, _ 
That jar of our f'arth, that dull sho(.k --But, I think, the house is unaltered, 
"\Yhell the l'loughshare of deeper pa c.,-): I will go anel bC'g to look 
sion " \.t the rooms that were once familiar 
Tears down to our primitive rock. ./ I I To my life as its bed to a brook. 
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U na1tered 1 Alas for the sameness 
That makes the changt" ùut more! 
-1' is a dead mall I see in the mirrors, 
'T is hi
 tread that chills the tloor ! 


To learn SUell a simple lesson, 
Need I go to Paris and Rome, 
That the many make the household, 
But only one the home? 


'1' was just a womanly presence, 
Au influence unexprest, 
But a rose she had worn, on my grave. 
sod 
'Vere more than long life with the rest ! 


'1' was a smile, 't was a garment's rustle, 
'T was nothing that I can ph l'a8e, 
But the whole dumb dwelling grew 
conscious, 
And put on her looks and ways. 
Were it mine I would close the shutters, 
Like lids when the life is fled, 
And the funeral fire should wind it, 
This corpse of a home that is dead.. 


For it died that autumn morning 
'Vhen she, its soul, was borne 
To lie all dark on the hillside 
That looks over woodland and corn. 


A MOOD. 


I GO to the ridge in the forest 
I haunted in days gone by, 
But thou, 0 Memory, pourest 
No magical d.roI> in mine eye, 
N or the gleam of the secret restorest 
That hath faded from earth and sky: 
A Presence autumnal and sober 
Invests every rock and tree, 
And the aureole of October 
Lights the maples, but darkens me. 


Pine in the distance, 
Patient through sun or rain, 
:Meeting with graceful persistencf', 
With yielding but rooted resistance, 
The north wind's wrench 3Jld strain, 
No memory of past existence 
Brings thee pain; 
Right for the zenith heading, 
Friendly with heat or cold, 
Thine armH to the influence spreading 
Of the heavens, just from of old, 


Thou only aspirest the more, 
U llregretful the old leaves shedding 
That fringed thee with music before, 
And deeper thy roots embeùding 
In the grac
 and the ùeauty uf yore; 
Thou sigh'st not, "Alas, I am older, 
The green of last summer is sear ! " 
But loftier, hopefuller, bolder, 
Winnest broader horizons each year. 


To me 't is not cheer thou art singing: 
There's a sound of the sea, 
o mournful tree, 
In thy boug})s forever clinging, 
Anù the far-off roar 
Of waves on the shore 
A shattered vessel flinging. 


As thou musest still of the ocean 
On which thou must float at last, 
And seem'st to foreknow 
The shipwreck's woe 
And the sailor wrenched from the broken 
mast, 
Do I, in this vague emotion, 
This sadness that will not pass, 
Though the air throbs with wings, 
Anll the field laughs and sings, 
Do I fore hode, alas ! 
The ship-huilding longer and wearier, 
The voyage's struggle and strife, 
And then the darker and drearier 
W reck of a broken life ? 


THE VOYAGE TO VINLAND. 


I. 


BIÖRN'S BECKONERS. 
Now Biörn, the sun of Heriulf, had ill 
days 
Because the heart within him seethed 
with blood 
That would not be allayed with any toil, 
Whether of war or hunting or the oar, 
But was anhungered for some joy un- 
tried : 
For the brain grew not weary with the 
lim hs, 
But, while they slept, still hammered 
like a Troll, 
Building all night a bridge of solid 
dream 
Between him and some purpose of his 
soul, 
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Or will to find a purpose. "
ith the 
dawn 
The sleep-laid timbers, crumbled to soft 
mist, , 
Dcnie(l all foothold. But the dream 
f('maincd, 
And en
ry Ilight with yellow-bearded 
kings 
His slt'<'p was haunted, - mighty mpn 
of old, 
Once young as he, now ancient like the 
gods, 
And safe as stars in all men's memo- 
nes. 
Strauge sagas read he in their sea-blue 
eyes 
Cold as the sea, grandly compassionless; 
Like life, they maùe him eager anù then 
mockpù, _ 
Nay, broad awake, they would not let 
him be ; 
They shapeù themselves gigantic in the 
mist, 
They loose far-beckoning in the lamps of 
heavrn, 
They whispered invitation in the winùs, 
And breath came from them, mightier 
than the willd, 
To strain the lagging sails of his resoh.e, 
Till that grew passion which before was 
wish, 
And youth seemed all too costly to br 
staked 
On the soilrd cards wherewith men 
I,la
'r<l their game, 
Letting Time pocket up the larger 1iff'. 
Lost with base gain of raiment, food, 
and roof. 
"\Vhat helpf'th lightness of the feet?" 
t hey said, 
"Obliyion runs with swifter foot than 
thry ; 
Or strength of sinew? New men come 
as gtrong, 
And those sleep nameless; or renown in 
\\"ar1 
Swor<<ls grave no name on the 10ng- 
memoripd rock 
But moss shall hide it; they alone who 
wring 
Some spcret purpose from the unwilling 
gods 
Surviye in !'ong for yet a little" hile 
To vex, like us, the dreams of later 
mf'n, 
Oursph.es a dream, and dreamlike nIl we 
did." 


II. 


THORWALD'S LAY. 

o Biörn went comfortless but for his 
thought, 

\nù by his thought the more discom- 
fortpù, 
Till .Eric Thurlson kept his Y u1c-tide 
feast: 
Anù thither came he, called among the 
res t, 
Silent, lone-minded, a church-door to 
mirth : 
But, ere drep draughts forbade such 
serious song 
As the grave Skald might chant nor 
after blush, 
Then Eric lookeù at Thorwald where he 
sat 
Mute as a cloud amid the stormy ]lal], 
Anù said: "0 Skald, sing now an olden 
song, 
Such as our fathers heard who led great 
liyes. 
Anù, as U;e bra\yest on a shield is borne 
Along the waving host that shouts him 
king, 
So rode their thrones upon the throng- 
ing seas !" 
Thrn the old man arose; white-haired 
he stood, 
"Thite - bearded, and with eyes that 
lookrd afar 
From thrir still region of perpetual snow, 
Beyond the little smokes and sti:-s oC 
men: 
His head was bowed with gathered 
flakes of years, 
As wint(>r bends the sea-foreboding pine, 
ßut something triumphed in his vrow 
and rye, 
\Yhich w 1;050 saw it cou]d not see and 
crouch: 
Loud rang the emptied beakers as he 
muspd, 
Brooding his eyried thoughts; then, as 
an eagle 
Circ1rs smooth-wingrd above the wind- 
vexed woods, 
Ro wlll'ried his soul into the air of song 
High o'er the stormy hall; amI thus he 
sang: 
"The fletcher for his arrO\T-sbaft ricks 
out 
\Y'ood closest-grained, long-seasoneù, 
stmight as Hght; 
And from a quiver full of such as these 
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The wary bowman, matched against his 
peers, 
Long doubting, singles yet once more 
the best. 
'Vho is it needs such fia w less shafts as 
Fate 1 
'Yhat archer of his arrows is so choice, 
Or hits the wbite so surely? They are 
nlen, 
The chosen of her quiver; nor for her 
'Yill every reed suffice, or cross-grained 
stick 
At random from life's vulgar fagot 
plucked: 
Such answer household ends; but she 
will have 
Souls straight and clear, of toughest 
fibre, sOUIllI 
Down to the heart of heart; from these 
she strips 
All neeùless stufl
 all sapwood; seasons 
them; 
From circumstance untoward feathers 
plucks . 
Crumpled and cheap; and barbs with 
iron will: 
The hour that passes is her C].uiver-b0Y: 
'Vhen she draws bow, 't is not across 
the wind, 
Nor 'gaiust the sun her haste-snatched 
arrow sings, 
For sun a11(1 wind have plighted faith 
to her: 
Ere men have heard the sinew twang, 
behold 
In the hutt's heart her trembling mes- 
senger! 


"The. song is old and simple that I 
SIn g ; 
But old and simple are despised as 
chea p, 
Though hardest to achieve of human 
things: 
Good were the days of yore, when men 
were tried 
By ring of shields, as now by ring of 
words; 
But while the gods are left, and hearts 
of men, 
And wiùe-<loored ocean, still the days 
are gooù. 
Still o'er the earth hastes Opportunity, 
Seeking the hardy soul that seeks for 
her. 
Be not abroad, nor deaf with household 
cares 


That chatter loudest as t11ey mean the 
least ; 
Swift-willed is thrice-willed; late means 
nevermore; 
Impatient i
 her foot, nor turns again." 
He ceased; upon his bosom sank his 
beard 
Saùly, as one who oft bad seen her pass 
N or stayed her: and forth with the 
frothy tide 
Of interrupteù wassail roared along; 
But Biörn, the son of Herinlf, sat apart 
:\Insiug, and, with his eyes upon the tin" 
t:;aw shapes of arrows, lost as S0011 as sel'n. 
"A shi}J," he muttered, "is a wingëLl 
bridge 
That leaùeth every way to man's desire, 
And ocean the wiùe gate to manful 
luck" ; 
And then with that resolve his heart 
was bent, 
Which, like a humming shaft, througb 
many a stripe 
Of day amI night, across the unpath.. 
wa yed seas 
Shot the brave prow that cut on Vin.. 
land sanùs 
The first rune in the Saga of the 'Vest. 


III. 


GUDRIDA'S PROPHECY. 
Four week<; they sailed, a speck in sky. 
shut seas, 
Life, where was never life that knew 
itsplf, 
But tumbled lubber-like in hlowing 
whales; 
Thought, where the like had never been 
before 
Since Thought primeval brooùed the 
abyss; 
Alone as men were never in the world. 
They saw the icy foundlings of the sea, 
\Vhite cliffs of 
il(>nce, beautiful hy day, 
Or looming, sudden-perilous, at night 
I n monstrous hush; or sometimes in thß 
dark 
The wayes broke ominous with paly 
gl<>ams 
Crushed by the prow in sparkles of cold 
fire. 
Then came green stripes of sea that 
promised land 
But brought it not, and on the thirtieth 
day 
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J.ow in the 'Vest were wooded shores 
lih.e cloud. 
They shouted as men shout with sud- 
den hope; 
But Biôl'1l was silent, such strange Joss 
then' is 
Between the dream's fulfilment and the 
drpam, 
Such sad almternent in the goal attainf'd. 
Then Gudrida, that was a prophetess, 
Rapt with strange influence from At- 
Ian tis, sang: 
Her words: the vision was the dream- 
ing shore's. 


Looms there the X ew Land: 
Locked in the shadow 
Long the gods shut it, 
N iggarùs of newness 
'rhey, the o'er-old. 


J
ittle it looks there, 
Slim as a cloud-streak; 
I t shall fold peoples 
Even as a shepherd 
Foldeth his flock. 


Silent it sleeps now; 
Great ships shall seek it, 
Swarming as salmon; 
1\ oise of its numbers 
Two seas shall hear. 


1tran from the Northland, 
}oran from the Southland, 
Haste empty-handed; 
No more than manhood 
Bring they, and hands. 


Dark hair and fair hair, 
Rell blood and hlue blood, 
There shall be mingled; 
Force of th(' fermpnt 

Iakes the New Man. 


Pick of all kindreds, 
King's blood shaH theirs be, 
Shoots of the 
l<leRt 
Stock upon .Midgard, 
Sons of the poor. 


Them waits the New Land; 
They shall subdue it, 
Le
t\"ing their sons' sons 
Space for the body, 
Space for the soul. 


Leaving their sons' sons 
All things save song-craft, 
Plant long in growing, 
Thrusting its tap-root 
Deep in the Gone. 
II ere men shall grow up 
Strong from self-helping; 
I
yes for the presf'nt 
llring they as eagles', 
Bliud to the Past. 
They shall make over 
Cre
d, law, and custom; 
Driving-men, Joughty 
Builders of (>mpire, 
Builders of men. 


Here is no singer; 
'Yhat should they sing of! 
They, the unresting Y 
Labor is ugly, 
Loathsome is change. 
These the old gods hate, 
Dwellers in dream-land, 
Drinking delusion 
Out of the empty 
Sk ull of the Past. 
These 11ate the old gods, 
'Varring against them; 
Fatal to Odiu, 
Here the wolf Fenrir 
Lietll in wait. 
Here the gods' Twilight 
Gathers, earth-gnlfing; 
Blackness of battle, 
Fierce till the Old \V orld 
Flares up in fire. 
Doubt not, my N orthmen ; 
Fate loves the fearless ; 
Fools, when their roof-tree 
Falls, think it doomsday; 
Firm stands the sky. 
O'"er the ruin 
See I the promise; 
Crisp wa,"es the cornfield, 
Peace-wall('d, the homestead 
\Y ai ts open -dom.cd. 
There lies the New Land; 
Yours to behold it, 
Not to posspss it; 
Slowly Fate's perfect 
Fuilless shall come. 
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Then fram Jour strong loins 
Seed shall be scattered, 

len to the marrow, 
'Vilderness tamers, 
'Valkers of waves. J 


Jealous, the old gods 
Shut it in shadow, 
'Yisely they ward it, 
Egg of the serpent, 
Bane to them all. 


Stronger and sweeter 
New goùs shall seek it 
Fill it with man-folk 
Wise for the future, 
'Vise from the past. 


Here all is all men's, 
Save only 'Yisdom; 
King he that wins her; 
Him hail they helmsman, 
Highest of heart. 


1tligbt makes no master 
Here any longer; 
Sword is not swayer; 
Here e'en the gods are 
Selfish no more. 


\Valking the New Earth, 
Lo, a divine One 
Greets all men godlike, 
Calls them his kindred, 
He, the Divine. 


Is it Thor's hammer 
Rays in his right hand 
 
vt eapol1less walks he ; 
It is the Vthite Christ, 
Stronger than Thor. 
Here shall a realm rise 

lighty in manhood; 
Justice and :l\Iercy 
Here set a stronghold 
Safe without spear. 


Weak was the Old "'\V orld, 
\Vearily war-fenced; 
Out of its ashes, 
Strong as the morning, 
Sprillgeth the New. 


Beauty of promise, 
Promise of beauty, 


Safe in the silence 
Sleep thou, till cometh 
Ligh t to th y lids! 


Thee shall awaken 
Flame from the furnace, 
Bath of all brave ones, 
Clpanser of conscience, 
\Yelder of will. 


Lowly shall love thee, 
Thee, open-handed! 
Stal wart shall shield thee, 
Thee, worth their best blood, 
Waif of the 'Vest! 


Then shall come singers, 
Singing no swan-song, 
Birth-carols, rather, 
:Meet for the man child 
1tlighty of bone. 


MAHMOOD THE IMAGE-BREAKER. 


OLD events have modern meanings j 
only that survives 
Of past history which finds kindred in 
all hearts and lives. 


:Mahmood once, the idol-breaker, spread- 
er of the Faith, 
\Vas at Snmnat tempted sorely, as the 
legend saith. 


In the great pagoda's centre, monstrous 
and abhorred, 
Granite on a throne of granite, sat the 
temple's lord. 



Iahmood paused a moment, silenced by 
the silent face 
That, with eyes of stone unwavering, 
awed the ancient place. 


Then the Rrahmins knelt before him, 
by his doubt marle bold, 
Pledging for their idol's ransom countless 
gems and gold. 


Gold was vel10w dirt to 1.Iahmood, but 
of precious use, 
Since from it the roots of power suck a 
potent juice. 



INYITA MIXERV A. - THE FOUXTAIX OF YOUTH. 359 


C' Were yon 
tone alon(> in question, this 
would plt'ase me well," 
:Mahmood said; "but, with the block 
there, I my truth must sell. 


"Wealth and rule slip down with For- 
tUIlt', as }wr wheel turns round; 
He who keeps his faith, he only cannot 
be discrowned. 


U Little were a change of station, loss 
of life or crown, 
But the wrec>k were past retrieving if the 
:Man fell down." 


So his iron maC'e he lifted, smote with 
might and main, 
And the idol, on the pavement tumbling, 
burst in twain. 


A conjuring-spell to free the imprisoned 
fo;ound ; 
At last his vainlv wparipnlimbs he laill 
Beneath a sacred laurel's flickerÏIlg shade, 
And sleep about his brain her cubweb 
wound. 


Then strode the mighty :Mother throngh 
his dreams, 
Saying: (, The reeds along a tllOusand 
streams 
Are mine, and who is he that plots and 
schemes 
To snare the melodies wherewith my 
breath 
Sounds through the double pipes of Life 
and Death, 
Atoning what to men mad discord 
seems? 


Luck obeys the downright striker; from "He seeks not me, but I seek oft in 
the hollow core, vain 
Fifty times the Brahmins' offer deluged For him who shall my voiceful reeds 
all the floor. constrain, 
And make them utter their melodious 
pain; 
He flies the immortal gift, for well he 
knows 
a river His life of life must" ith its overflows 
Flood the unthankful pipe, nor come 
again. 


I:!'ITITA MINERV A. 


THE Bardling came where by 
grew 
The ppnnoned reeds, that, as the west- 
wind blew, 
Gleamed and siglled plaintively, as if 
they knew 
'Yhat ñmsic slept enchanted iu eac11 
stem, 
Till Pan should choose some happy one 
of them, 
And with wise lips enlife it through and 
through. 


The Bardling thought, "A pipe is all I 
need ; 
Once I have fo;onght me out a clear, 
smooth reerl, 
And shappd it to my fancy, I proceed 
To breathe such strains as, yonder mid 
tlw rocks, 
The strange youth blows, that tends 
A(lmetns' flocks, 
And all the maidens shall to me pay 
heeù. " 


The summer day he spent in questful 
round, 
And many a reeù he maneù, but never 
found 


"Thou fool, who dost my harmless 
subjects wrong, 
'T is not the singer's wish that makes 
the song: 
The rhythmic beauty wanders dumb, 
how long, 
Nor stoops to any daintiest instrument, 
Till, found its mated lips, their sweet 
consent 
1rlakes mortal breath than Time and 
Fate more strong." 


THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. 


I. 


'T IS a woodland f'nchanted ! 
By no sarlrler r-;pirit 
Than blackbirds and thrushes, 
That whistlf' to cheer it 
All day in the bushes, 
This woodland is }launted : 
And in a small clearing, 
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Beyond sight or hearing 
Of human annoyance, 
The little fount gushes, 
First smoothly, then dashes 
And gurgles and flashes, 
To the maples and ashes 
Confiding its joyance ; 
Unconscious confiding, 
Then, silent and glossy, 
Slips winding and hiding 
Through alder-stems mossy, 
Through gossamer roots 
Fine as nerves, 
That tremble, as shoots 
Through their magnetized curves 
The allurement delicious 
Of the water's capricious 
Thrills, gushes, and swerves. 


II. 
'Tis a woodland enchanted! 
I am writing no fiction; 
And this fount, its sole daughter, 
To the woodland was granted 
To pour holy water 
And win benediction; 
In summer-noon flushes, 
"\Vhen all the wood hushes, 
Blue dragon-flies knitting 
'fo and fro in the snn, 
"\Vith sidelong jerk flitting 
Sink down on the rushes, 
And, motionless sitting, 
Hear it bubble and run, 
Hear its low inward singing, 
'Vith level wings swinging 
On green tasselled rushes, 
To dream in the sun. 


III. 
'T is a woodland enchanted! 
The great August noon light, 
Through myriad rifts slanted, 
Leaf aml bole thickly sprinkles 
"\Vith flickering gold; 
There, in warm August gloaming, 
"\Vith quick, silent brightenings, 
From meadow-lands roaming, 
The firefly hvinkles 
His fitful heat-lightnings; 
There the magical moonlight 
\Vith meek, saint1y glory 
Steeps summit and wold; 
There whippoorwills plain in the soli- 
tudes hoary 


\Vith lone cries that wander 
N ow hither, now yonder, 
Like souls doomed of old 
To a mild purgatory; 
But through Iloonlight and moonligh1l 
The little fount tinkles 
Its silver saints' -bells, 
That no sprite ill-boding 
May make his abode in 
Those innocent dells. 


IV. 


'1' is a woodland enchanted ! 
\Vhen the phebe scarce whistles 
Once an hour to his fellow, 
And, where red lilies flaunted, 
Balloons from the thistles 
Tell summer's disasters, 
The butterflies yellow, 
As caught in an edùy 
Of air's silent ocean, 
Sink, waver, anù steady 
O'er goats' -beard and asters, 
Like souls of dead flowers, 
With aimless emotion 
Still lingering unready 
To leave their old bowers; 
And the fount is no dumber, 
But still gleams and flashes, 
And gurglps and pla!';hes, 
To the measnre of summer; 
The butterflies hear it, 
And spell-bound are holden, 
Still balancing near it 
O'er the goats'-beard so golden. 


v. 
'T is a woodland enchanted! 
A vast silver willow, 
I know not how planted, 
(This weoel is enchanted, 
And fun of surprises,) 
Stands stemming a billow, 
A motionless billow 
Of ankle-deep mosses; 
Two great roots it crosses 
To make a round basin, 
And there the Fount rises; 
Ah, too pure a mirror 
For one sick of error 
To see his gad face in ! 
No dew-drop is stiller 
In its lupin-leaf setting 
Than this water moss-bounded; 
But a tiny sand-pillar 
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From the bottom keeps jetting, 
And mermaid lle'('r <.;uunded 
'rhrough the wreaths of a shell, 
Down amid crimson ùuls(>s 
In some ù('ll of the ocean, 
A mplody sweeter 
'l'hall the delkate pulses, 
'J'he soft, noiseless metre, 
'rhe pause and the swell 
Of that musical motion: 
I recall it, not see it; 
Could vision be clearer 1 
Half I 'm fain to draw nearer 
Half tempted to flee it ; 
'J'he sleeping Past wake not, 
Beware! 
One forward step take not, 
Ah ! break not 
'J'hat quietude rare! 
lly my step unatrrighÌt'd 
A thrush hops bcfore it, 
And o'er it 
.A. hir
h hangs delighted, 
Dipping, dipping, dipping its tremu- 
lous hair; 
PU1"e ac;; the fountain, once 
I ('ame to the place, 
(How dare I draw nearer?) 
I bent o'er its mirror, 
An!I saw a child's face 
M it! locks of bright gold in it ; 
Y e
, pure as this fountain once, - 
SinN', how much error! 
Too holy a mirror 
For the "man to bf'hold in it 
His harsh, bearded countenance! 


YI. 
'T is a woodland enchanted! 
Ah, fly un returning ! 
Yet stay ;- 
''1' i
 a woodlanò enchanted, 
'Vhere wonderful chances 
Haye swav; 
Luck flee
 from the cold one 
But leaps to the bold one 
Half-wav; 
"""hy shõul<l I he daunteò 1 
Stili the smooth mirror glances, 
Still the amlwr sanrl d:-tnces, 
One look, - then away! 
o ma
i('al glass! 
Canst kef'p in thy hosom 
f':hades of leaf ant! of hlossom 
'Vhen summer days pa
s, 
So that when thy wave harùens 


It Rhapes as it plenses, 
Unharmed by the breezes, 
I ts fine hanging gardens? 
Hast those in thy keeping, 
And canst not uncover, 
E.nchantedly sleeping, 
The old shade uf thy lovf>r 7 
It is therc! I have found it ! 
He wakes, the long sleeper! 
The pool is grown deeper, 
The sand dance is ending, 
The white tioor sinks, blf'nding 
'Vith skies that bf'low me 
Are deepening and bending, 
Anù a chilù's face alone 
That sel'ms not to know me, 
'Vith hail' that fades golden 
In the hcaven-glow round it, 
Looks up at my own; 
Ah, gliI1lpsf.' through tIle portal 
That leaùs to the throne, 
That opes Ute child's olùen 
Rf'gions Elysian! 
.Ah, too holy vision 
For thv skii.ts to be holden 
By soiÍed hand of mortal! 
I t wavers, it scatters, 
'T is gone past recaUing ! 
A tear's sudden falling 
The magic cup shatters, 
Breaks the spell of the waters, 
Awl the sand cone once more t 
'Vith a ceaseless renewing, 
Its dance is pursuing 
On the silvery floor, 
O'er and o'er, 
""'ith a noiseless and ceaseless renewing. 


YII. 


'T is a woodland enchanted! 
If you ask me, 1rhere is it? 
I only can answer, 
'T is past my disclosing; 
Not to choice is it granted 
By sure paths to visit 
The still pool enclosing 
Its blithe little dancer; 
But in some day, the rarest 
Of many St'ptemlwr
, 
'Vhpn the pulses of air rest, 
And all things lie dreaming 
I n drowsy ha7e steaming 
From the wood's glowing embers, 
Then, sometimes, nn heeding, 
And asking not whither, 
By a sweet inward leading 
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As one lamp lights another, nor grows 
the magical less, 
So nobleness enkil1dleth nobleness. 


1\1y feet are drawn thither, 
And, looking with awe in 
mirror, 
I see through my tears, 
Half doubtful of seeing, 
The face un perverted, 
The warm golden being 
Of a chilJ of five years; 
And spite of the mists and the error, 
And the days overcast, 
Can feel that I walk undeserted, 
But forever attended 
By the glad heavens that bended 
O'er the innocent past; 
Froward fancy or truth 
Doth the sweet vision win me 7 
Dare I think that I cast 
In the fountain of youth 
'l'he fleeting reflection 
Of some bygone perfection 
That stilllillgers in me 7 


YUSSOUF. 


A STRANGER came one night to Y us- 
souf's tent, 
Saying, "Behold one outcast a.nd in 
dread, 
Against whose life the bow of power is 
bent, 
Who flies, and hath not where to lay 
his head.; 
I come to thee for shelter and for food, 
To Y ussouf, called through all our tribes 
"The Good." 


"This tent is mine," said Yussouf, "but 
no more 
Than it is God's; come in, and be at 
peace; 
Freely shalt thou partake of all my 
store 
As I of His W110 buildeth over these 
Our tents his glorious roof of night and 
day, 
And at whose door none ever yet heard 
Nay." 


So Yussonf entertained his guest that 
night, 
And, waking him ere day, said: "Here 
is gold; 
1\ly swiftest horse is saddled for thy 
flight; 
Depart before the prying day grow 
bold. " 


That inward light the stranger's face 
made grand, 
Which shines from all self-conquest; 
kneeling low, 
He bowed his forehead upon Yussouf's 
hand, 
Sobbing: "0 Sheik, I cannot leave thee 
so; 
I will repay thee; all this thou hast 
done 
Unto that Ibrahim who slew thy son!" 


"Take thrice the gold," said Y ussouf, 
"for with thee 
Into the desert, never to return, 
1\1y one black thought shall ride away 
from me . 
First-born, fo
 whom by day and night 
I yearn, 
Balanced and just are all of God's de- 
crees ; 
Thou art avenged, my first-born, sleep 
in peace ! " 


THE DARKENED MIND. 


THE fire is burning clear and blithely, 
Pleasantly whistles the winter wind; 
We are about thee, thy friends and kin- 
dred, 
On us all flickers the firelight kind; 
There thou sitt'st in thy wonterl corner 
Lone and awful in thy darkened mind. 
There thou sitfst; now and then thou 
moanest ; 
Thou dost talk with what we cannot see, 
Lookest at us with an eye so doubtful, 
It ùoth put us very far from thep ; 
There thou sittest; we would fain be 
nigh thee, 
But we know that it can never be. 


'Ve can touch thee, still we are no 
nea.rer ; 
Gather round thee, still thou art alone; 
The wide chasm of reason is between us; 
Thou confutest kindness with a moan; 
'Ve can spt'ak to thee, and thou canst 
answer, 
Like two prisoners through a wall of 
stone. 
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Hardest heart would can it very awful 
'''hen thou look'st at us anù seest - 0, 
what 1 
If we move away, thou sittest gazing 
With those vague eyes at the selfsame 
Sl)ot, 
And thou mntterest, thy hands thou 
wringest, 
Seeing something, - us thou seëst Dot. 


Strange it is that, in this open bright- 
II pss , 
Thou shouldst sit in such a narrow cell ; 
Strange it is that thou 8hould8t be so 
10llesome 
"There those are who love thee all so 
wpll ; 
.N ot so much of thee is left among us 
As the hum outliving the hu
heù bell. 


WHAT RABBI JEHOSHA SAID. 


RABBI J EHOSHA used to say 
That God made angels evpry day, 
Perfect as Michael and the rest 
First brooded in crpation's nest, 
'Vhose only office was to cry 
Hosanna I once, and then to die; 
Or rather, with Life's essence blent, 
To be led home from banishment. 


Rabbi J e'hosha had the skill 
To know that Heaven is in God's will ; 
And rloing that, though for a space 
One hpart- beat 10I1g, may win a grace 
As full of grandeur and of glow 
As Princes of the Chariot know. 


'T were glorious, no doubt, to be 
Onp of the strong-winged Hierarchy, 
To hurn with Seraphs, or to shine 
'Vith Cherubs, deathlessly divine; 
Y pt I, perhaps, poor earthly clod, 
Could I forget myself in God, 
Could I but find mv nature's clew 
Simply as birds and blossoms do, 
And hut for one rapt moment know 
'T is Hea.,-en must come, not we must go, 
Should win my place as near the throne 
As tht' pearl-angpl of its zont
, 
And God would listen mid the throng 
For my one hreath of perfect song, 
That., in its simple human way, 
Saiù all the Host of Heaven could say. 


ALL-SAINTS. 


ONE feast, of holy days the crest, 
I, though no Churchman, love to 
keep, 
All-Saints, - the unknown good tha.t 
rest 
In God's still memory folùed deep; 
The bravely dumb that did their deeù, 
And s(;orne<1 to blot it with a name, 
Men of the plain heroic breed, 
That loved Heaven's silence more than 
fame. 


Such Jived not in the past alone, 
But thread to-day the unheeùing 
street, , 
And stairs to Sin and Famine known 
Sing with the welcome of tlleir feet; 
The den they enter grows a shrine, 
The grimy sash an oriel burns, 
Tlwir cup of water warms like wine, 
Their &peech is filled from heavenly 
urns. 


About their brows to me appears 
An aureole traced in tenderest light, 
The rainbow-gleam of l:ìmiles through 
tears 
In dying eyes, by them made bright, 
Of souls that shivered on the edge 
Of that chill ford repa
seù no more, 
And in their mercy tl.lt the pledge 
And sweetness of the farther sllOre. 


A WINTER-EVENING HYMN TO MY 
FIRE. 


I. 
BEAtTTY on my 'hearth-stone blazing! 
To-night the triple Zoroaster 
Shall my prophet be and master: 
To-night will I pure :Magi an he, 
Hymns to thy sole honor raising, 
'''hile thou leapest faf.;t and faster, 
'Yild with sdf-delighted glee, 
Or sink'st low and glowest faintly 
As an aureole still and saintly, 
Keeping C'adence to my J)raising 
Thee! still thee! anù only thee! 


II. 
Elfish rlaughter of A polIo ! 
Thee, from thy father stolen and bound 
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G HYMN TO MY FIRE. 


To serve in Vulcan's clangorous smithy 
Prometheus (primal Y ankep) found, 
AmI, when he had tampered with thee 
(Too confiding little maid !) , 
In a reed's precarious hollow 
'1'0 our frozen earth con veyecl : 
For he swore I know not what; 
Endless ease should be thy lot, 
Pleasure that shoulll never falter, 
Lifelong play, and not a duty 
Save to hover o'er the altar, 
Vision of celestial beauty, 
Fed with precious woods and spices; 
Then, perfidious! having got 
Thee in the net of his devices 
Sold thee into endless slavery: 
1\Iade thee a drudge to boil the pot 
Thee, Helios' daughter, who dost bear 
l
is likeness in thy golden hair; 
fJ.: hee, by nature willi and wavery 
Palpitating, evanescent ' 
As the shade of Dian's crescent 
Life, motion, gladness, everywhere ! 


III. 
Fathom deep men bury thee 
In the furnace dark and still, 
Ther
, with dreariest mockery, 
l\lakll1g thee eat, against thy will, 
Blackest Pennsylvanian stone; 
But thou dost avenge thy doom, 
For, from out thy catacomb, 
Day amI night thy wrath is blown 
In a withering simoom, 
And, adown that cavern drear, 
Thy black pitfall in the floor, 
Staggers the lusty antique cheer, 
Despairing, and is seen no more! 


IV. 
Elfish I may rightly name thee; 
'Ve enslave, but cannot tame thee' 
'Vith fierce snatches, now and thel;, 
Thou pluckest at thy right again, 
And thy down-trod instincts savage 
To stealthy insurrection creep 
""'hile thy wittol masters sleep, 
And burst in undiscerning ravage: 
Then how thou shak'st thy bacchant 
locks ! 
'Vhile brazen pulses, far and near 
Throb thick and thicker, wild with fear 
A'!1d dread conjecture, till the drear 
Dlsordered clangor every steeple rocks! 


v. 
But when we make a friend of thee 
And atlmit thee to the hall ' 
On our nights of festival, 
Then, Cinderella, who could see 
In thee the kitchen's stunted thrall 1 
Once more a Princess lithe and tall, 
Thou daneest with a whisperiw r tread 
'Vhile the bright marvel of thy head ' 
In crinkling gold floats all abroad, 
And gloriously do
t vindicate 
The legend of thy lineage great, 
Earth-exiled daughter of the Pythian 
god! 
N ow in the ample chimney-place, 
To honor thy acknowledged mct', 
'Ve crown thee high with laurel good 
Thy shining father's sacred wood, , 
'Vhich, guessing thy ancestral right, 
Sparkles and snaps his dumb delight, 
And, at thy touch, poor outcast one, 
Fpels through his gladdened fibres go 
The tingle and thrill and vassal glow 
Of instincts loyal to the sun. 


VI. 
o thou of home the guardian LaT, 
And, when our earth hath wandered far 
111 to the cold, and deep snow covers 
The walks of our New En o land lovers 
Th . r' 
ell' swt'et secluded eveninO'-star ! 
"l
 was with thy rays the English J.luse 
RIpened her rmld domestic hues; 
'1' was by thy flicker that she conned 
The fireside wisdom that enriuO's 
'Vith light from heaven familià
 things; 
By thee she found the homely faith 
In whose mild eyes thy comfort stay'th, 
'Vhen Death, extinguishing his torch, 
Gropes for the latch-string ill the porch. 
The love that wanders not beyond ' 
His earliest nest, but sits and sinO's 
\Vhile cl1ildren smooth his patient 
wings; 
Therefore with thee I love to read 
Our brave old poets: at thy touch how 
stirs 
Life in the withered words ! how swift 
recerle 
Time's shadows! and how glows again 
1'hrough its dead mass the incandeséent 
verse, 
As when upon the anvils of the brain 
It glittering lay, cyc10pically wrought 
By the fast-throbbing hammers of the 
poet's thought! 



F.AXCY'S CASUISTRY. 


Thou munnurrst, too, divinely stirrcd, 
1'he aspimtiolls ullattained, 
1'he rhythms so mthe and ùelieate, 
They Lent and straillrd 
And Lrok(', Leneath the sombre weight 
Of any airiest mortal word. 


VII. 
'Vhat warm protection dost thou bend 
}{oulld curtainetl talk of friend with 
frielld, 
'Vhile the gray snow-storm, held aloof, 
1'0 suftl"ht outlille rounds the roof, 
Or the rude Korth with l.attled strain 
Should..rs tIlt' frost-stalTt'J willùow-pane ! 
1\ ow tllP killtl nymph to Bacchus borne 
By .Murphens' daughter, she that seems 
Gifted upun llt.'r natal morn 
By him with fire, by her with-dreams, 
1\ icotia, de
ll't'r to the 
lusc 
'fhan all the grap
's Lewildering juice, 
". e worship, uuflJrl,id of thep ; 
And, as her incense floats aud curls 
In airy spin's and wayward whirls, 
Or poisps on its tremuluus stalk 
A flower of frail('st rc\ycry, 
So winds and loiters, i<lly free, 
The current of unguided talk, 
Now laughter-ripplpd, Rn(l now caught 
J n smooth, dark pools of deeper thought. 
Mt'anwhile thou Ilwllo\Y('st evcry word, 
A sweptly nnohtrusin> third; 
For thmì hast mngic }wyond wine, 
To unloek natures ea('h to each; 
The unspoken thought thou canst 
di,'ine ; 
Thou till'st the pau
es of the speech 
"''ith whispers that to dream-land reach 
And frozpn fancy-springs unchain 
In Arctic outskirts of the brain; 
Sun of all inmost confidences, 
To thy rays doth the heart unclose 
1ts formal cal.\"x of prptences, 
That close against rurlp day's offences, 
And open its shy midnight rose! 


VII. 
Thou hol(lest not the master kpv 
'\\
ith which thy Sire sets free the mystic 
gates 
or Past and Future: not for common 
fa tps 
Do they wille open fling, 
AntI, with a fal'-llParll ring, 
Swing back thcir willing valves melo- 
diously ; 
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Only to cpremonial days, 
.And great proct'ssions of imperial song 
That set the world at gaze, 
Ooth such high privih"ge Lt'long : 
Hut thou a postern-door can
t ope 
To humbler chambers of the selfsame 
palace 
"'here Memory lodges, and her sister 
Hope, 
\Yhose being is but as a crystal chalice 
\Yhich, with her various mood, the 
elder fills 
Of joy or sorrow, 
So coloring as she wills 
\Vith hucs of yesterday the unconscious 
morrow. 


IX. 
Thou sinkest, and my fancy sinks with 
thee : 
For thee I took the idle shell, 
Anti struck the unused chords again, 
Rut they are gone who lish-ned well ; 
Some are in heavpn, anù all are far from 
me: 
Eyen as I sing, it turns to pain, 
Aud with vain tears my eyeliùs throb 
and swell : 
Enough; I come not of the race 
That hawk their sorrows in the market- 
place. 
Earth stops the ears I best had loved to 
plpase ; 
Then break, ye untuned chords, or rust 
in }1eaCe ! 
As if a white-haired actor should corne 
back 
Some midnight to the theatre void and 
black, 
And there rehearse his )youth's great 
part 
Mid thin applausps of the ghosts, 
So Sf'ems it now: ye crowd upon my 
heart, 
And I how down in silence, sIladowy 
hosts ! 


FANCY'S CASUISTRY. 


How stT1.1gg1es with the tf'mpest's swells 
That warning of tumultuous bells! 
The fire is loos(' ! and frantic knells 
Throb fa.st and. faster, 
As tower to tower confusedly tells 
:K ews of disaster. 
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TO :MR. JOHN BARTLETT. 


But on my far-off solitude 
No harsh alarums can intrude; 
The terror comes to me subdued 
And charmul by distance, 
To deepen the hahitual mood 
Of my existence. 
Are those, I muse, the Easter chimes? 
And listen, weaving careless rhymes 
'Yhile the loud city's griefs and crimes 
Pay gentle allegiance 
To the tine quiet that sublimes 
These dreamy regions. 


But where is Truth 1 What does it 
mean, 
The world-old (luarrel ? 


Such questionings are idle air: 
Leaye what to do and what to spare 
To the inspiring moment's care, 
N or ask for payment 
Of fame or gold, but just to wear 
Unspotted raiment. 


TO MR. JOHN BARTLETT, 


And when the storm o'erwhelms the WHO HAD SENT ME A SEVEN-POUND 
shore, TROUT. 
t watch entranced as, o'er and o'er, 
The light revolves amid the roar 
So still and saintly, 
N ow large and near, now more and 
more 
'Yithdrawing faintly. 


This, too, despairing sai10rs see 
Flash out the breakers 'neath their lee 
In sudden snow, then lingeringly 
\Yane tow'rd eclipse, 
While through the dark the shuddering 
sea 
Gropes for the ships. 
And is it right, this mood of mind 
That thus, in revery enshrined, 
Can in the world mere topics find 
For musing stricture, 
Seeing the life of humankind 
Only as picture 1 
The events in line of battle go ; 
In vain for me their trumpets blow 
As unto him that lieth low 
In death's dark arches, 
And through the sod hears throbbing 
slow 
The muffled marches. 


o Duty, am I dead to thee 
In this my cloistered ecstasy, 
In this lone shallop on the sea 
That drifts tow'rcl Silence? 
And are those visioned shores I see 
But sirens' islands? 


FIT for an Abbot of Theleme, 
For the whole Cardinals' College, or 
The Pope himself to see in dream 
Before his lenten vision gleam, 
He lies there, the sogdologer ! 


His precious flanks with stars besprent, 
Worthy to swim in Castaly ! 
The friend by whom such gifts are sent, 
For him shall bumpers full be spt'nt, 
His health! be Luck his fast ally! 


I see 11im trace the wayward brook 
Amid the forest mysteries, 
\Vhere at their shades shy asppns look, 
Or where, with many a gurgling crook, 
It croons its woodland histories. 


I see leaf-shade and sun-fleck lend 
Their tremulous, sweet vicissitude 
To smooth, dark pool, to crinkling 
bend,- 
(0, stew him, Ann, as 't were your 
friend, 
'Vith amorous solicitude !) 


I see him step with caution due, 
Soft as if shod with moccasins, 
Grave as in church, for wl10 plies JOu, 
Sweet craft, is safe as in a IWW 
From all our common stock 0' sins. 


The unerring fly I see him cast, 
That as a rose-leaf falls as soft, 
A flash! a whirl! he has him fast I 
We tyros, how that struggle last 
Confuses and appalls us oft. 



Iy Dante frowns with lip-locked mien, 
As who wonld say, "'T is those, I ween, 
'Vhom lifelong armor-chafe makes lean U nfluttered he: calm as the sky 
That win the laurel" ; Looks on our tragi-comedies, 
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This way and that he lets him fly, 
A sunbeam-shuttle, then to die 
Lands him, with cool aplO1nb, at 
case. 


The friend who gave our hoard such gust, 
Life's care may he o't>rstep it half, 
And, whell Hea.th hooks him, as he must, 
Hc'11 (10 it handsomely, 1 trust, 
..And John H-write his epitaph! 


0, born beneath the Fishes' sign, 
Of constellations happirst, 
May he somewhere with \Yalton dine, 

lay Horace send him Massie wine, 
And Burns Scotch ùrink, the nap- 
I,iest ! 


And when they come his deeds to weigh, 
And how he useù the talents his, 
One trout-scalc in the scales he '1llay 
(If trout had scales), and 't will outsway 
The wrong side of the balances. 


ODE TO HAPPINESS. 


SPIRIT, that rarely com est now 
And only to contrast my gloom, 
Like rainbow-feathereJ binls that 
bloom 
A moment on some autumn bough 
That, with the spurn of their farewell, 
Sheds its last leaves, - thou once didst 
dwell 
"
ith me year-long, and make intense 
To boyhood's wisely vacant days 
Their fleet but all-I:mffieing grace 
Of trustful inexpprieIlce, 
'Vhilp soul ('ouM still transfigure sense, 
And thrill, as with love's first caress, 
At life's mere unexpectpdness. 
Days when my Llood would leap and 
run 
As full of sunshilJe as a breeze, 
Or spray to
sed up by Summer seas 
That doubts if it be sea or sun! 
Days that flew swiftly like the band 
That play('d in Grecian games at strife, 
And passed from eager l1and to hand 
The onward-dancing torch of life! 
'Ying-footed ! thou abid'st with him 
'Vho asks it not; but he who hath 
'Vatched o'er the waves thy waning 
path, 
Shall nevenDore behold returning 


Thy high-hp:lped canvas shoreward 
Yt:'aruillg ! 
Thou first rcveal'st to us thy face 
Turned o't
r the shoulder's l,artiug grace, 
A JIlomt'nt glimpsed, then seen no 
UlOre, - 
Thou whose swift footsteps we can trace 
Away from every mortal door. 


K ymph of the unreturning feet, 
Bow may I win tht>c back? But no, 
I do thee wrong to call thee so; 
'T is I am changl.d, not thou art fleet : 
The man thy lll'esence feels a
ain, 
Not in the hlood, hut in the IJrain, 

pirit, that lov'st the upper air 
Serene and passionless and rare, 

llch as 011 mountain 11eights we find 
And wide-viewed uplands of the 
mind; 
Or such as scorns to coil and sing 
Hound any but the eagle's wing 
Of souls that with long upward heat 
Haye won an undisturbed retreat 
'Yht're, poispd like wingëd victories, 
They nlÎrror in relentless eyes 
The life broad-basking 'neath their 
feet, - 
::Man ever with his K ow at strife, 
Pailled with first gasps of earthly air, 
Then praying Death the last to slJare, 
Still fearful of the ampler life. 


Not unto them dost thou consent 
"Tho, passionless, ran lead at ease 
A life of unalloyed content 
A life like that of land.locked seas, 
,rho fed no elemental gush 
Of tidal forces, no fierce rush 
Of storm deep-grasping scarcely spent 
'Twixt continent and contill('ut. 
Such quiet souls hav(' never known 
Thy truer illspiration, thou 
\Yho lov'st to feel upon thy brow 
Spray from the plunging yesspl thrown 
Grazing the tuske(11ee shore, the cliff 
That o'er t11(:> ahrupt gorge holds its 
breath, 
,rhere the frail hair-breadth of an if 
Is aU that sunders life and dpath : 
These, too, are carpa-for, and round these 
Bends 11('r mild crook thy sister re
ce ; 
Thl'sf' in un vexed dependence }iI', 
Each 'neath his strip of househohl sky; 
O'er these clouds wander, and the blue 
Hangs motionless the whole day 
through; 
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Stars rise for them, and moons grow 
large 
And h.ssen in su('h tranf}uil wise 
As joy::; and sorrows ùo that rise 
"\\'ithin their nature's sheltered marge; 
Their hours into ea(;h other flit 
Like the leaf-shaùows of the vine 
And fig-tree under which they sit, 
And their still lives to lwaven incline 
"Tith au unconscious habitude, 
U nhistoricd as smokes that rise 
From happy hearths and sight elude 
III kindred blue of ID9rning skies. 
'Yayward ! when once we feel thy lack, 
'T is worse than vain to woo thee back ! 
Yet there is one who seems to be 
Thine elder sister, in whose eyes 
A faint far northern light will rise 
Sometimes, and bring a dream of thee; 
She is not that for which youth hOI,ed, 
But she hath blessings all her own, 
Thoughts pure as lilies newly oped, 
And faith to sorrow given alone: 
.Almost I deem that it is thou 
Come hack with graver matron brow, 
'Vith deepened eyes anù bated breath, 
Like one that somewhere hath met 
Death, 
But" No," she answers, "I am she 
Whom the gods love, Tranquil1ity : 
That other whom you seek forlorn 
HaIr earthly was; hut I am born 
Of the immortals, and our race 
'Veal's still some sadness on its face: 
He wins me late, but keeps me long, 
Who, dowered with every gift of passion, 
I n that fierce flame can forge and 
fashion 
Of sin and self the anchor strong; 
Can thence compel the driving force 
Of daily life's mechanic course, 
Nor lpss the nohler energies 
Of needful toil and culture wise; 
'Vhose soul is worth the tempter's lure 
Who can renounce, and yet endure, 
To him I come, not lightly wooed, 
But won by silent fortitude." 


VILLA FRANCA. 
1859. 
WAIT a little: do we not wait? 
Louis Napoleon is not Fate, 
Francis Joseph is not Time; 


There's One hath swifter feet than 
Crime; 
Cannon-parliaments settle naught; 
Veniee is Austria's, - who
e is Thought 1 
l\liuié is good, but, spite of (;hallge, 
Uutellbcl'g's gun ha:s the longest range. 
Spin, spin, Clotho, sl'in ! 
Lachesi
, twist! and, Atropos, sever! 
In the 
hadow, year out, year in, 
The silent headsman waits forever. 


Wait, we say: our years are long; 
Men are weak, but Man is strong; 
Since the stars first curved their rings, 
vVe have lookeù 011 many things; 
Great wars come and great wars go, 
Wolf-tracks light on polar snow; 
\Ve shall see him come and gone, 
This seconù-hand Napoleon. 
Spin, spin, Clotho, spin! 
Lachesis, twist! and, Atropos, sever! 
In the shadow, year out, year in, 
The 
ilellt headsman waits forever. 


".,. e saw the elder Corsican, 

\.lld Clotho muttered as she span, 
V{hile crowned lackeys bore the train, 
Of the pinchbeck Charlemagne: 
"Sister, stint not length of thread! 
Sister, stay the scissors dread! 
On Saint Helen's granite bleak, 
Hark, the vulture whets his beak! " 
Spin, spin, Clotho, spin! 
Lachesis, twist! and, Atropos, sever I 
In the shadow, year ont, year in, 
The silent lleadsman waits forever. 


The Bonaparte
, we know their bees 
That wade in honey red to the knees; 
Their patent reaper, its sheaves slee);} 
sound 
In dreamless garners underground: 
'Ve know false .glory's spendthrift race 
Pawning nations for feathers and lace; 
It may be short, it may be long, 
"'T is reckoning-day!" sneers unpaid 
'V rong. 
Spin, spin, Clotho, spin! 
Lachesis, twist! and, Atropos, sever! 
In the shadow, year out, year in, 
The silent headsman waits forever. 


The Cock that wears the Eagle's skin 
Can promise what he ne'er could win; 
Slavery reaped for fine words sown, 
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System for all, and ri
hts for none, 
Dt':il'uts atup, a wild clan below, 

lIl"h is the (;alll frOln long ago; 
\rash the blaek from tll{> Ethiol"s face, 
"rash the past out of llHlll or race! 

pi 11, Spill, ClutllO, 
l'ill ! 
Lachesis, twist! and, Atropos, sever! 
In the shadow, year out, year in, 
The silcnt heaùsman waits forever. 


'N eath Gregory's throne a spider swings, 
And snares the peol,le for the kings; 
" Luther is dead; old quanels pass; 
The stake'::; black scars are healed with 
gl'a::;s" ; 
So dn>alllers pratf' ; did man ere liye 
Saw pril>st or woman yet forgive? 
But Luther's broom is left, and eyes 
Pt:'l>p o'er their creeds to where it lies. 

l'in, spin, Clotho, spin! 
LacllPsis, twist! and, Atropos, sever! 
In the shadow, year out, year in, 
The silent headsman waits forever. 


Smooth sails the ship of either realm, 
l\:aiser and Jesuit at the helm; 
\Ve look down the depths, and mark 
f-'ilent workers in the dark 
Building slow the sharp-tusked reefs, 
Old instincts hardening to new beliefs; 
Patience a little; learn to wait; 
Hours are long on the clock of Fate. 
Rl'in, spin, Clotho, spin! 
Lachesis, twist! amI, Atropos, sever! 
Darkness is strong, and so i
 Sin, 
But only God endures forever! 


THE MINER. 


DOWN rnicl the tangled roots of things 
That coil ahout the (,f'ntral firf', 
I seek for that which gh-eth wings 
To stoop, not soar, to my desire. 


\ Sometimes I hear, as 't were a sigh, 
The sea's deep yearning far abo\re, 
" Thou hast the secret not," I cry, 
" In deeper deeps is hid my Love." 


'Tlwy think I burrow from the sun, 
I n darkness, all almH', and weft k ; 
Such loss were gain if He were won, 
For 't is the sun's own Sun I seek. 


"The e1-rth," they murmur, "is the 
tom b 
That \ aillly sought his life to prison; 
'Vhy groycl longer in the gloom i 
lle is not here; he hath arisen." 



Iore life for me where he 11ath lain 
Hidùen while ye believed him dcad, 
Thall in cathedrals cold anù vain, 
Built on loose sanùs of It is said. 


)[y search is for the living gold; 
Him I desire who ùwells recluse, 
Anù not his image worn and old, 
Day-servant of our sordid use. 


If him I find not, yet I find 
The ancient joy of cell and church, 
The glimpse, the surety undefineù, 
Tht;> unquellched ardor of the search. 
Happier to chase a flying goal 
Than to sit counting laurelled gains, 
To guess the Soul within the soul 
Than to be lord of what remains. 


Hide still, best Good, in subtile wise, 
Beyond my nature's utmost scope; 
Be ever absent from mine eyes 
To be twice present in my hope ! 


GOLD EGG: A DREAM-FANTASY. 


HOW A STLDE
T IN SF.Ar-CH OF THE 
nEAl"TIFl"L FELL ASLEEP IX nr:ES- 
DE
 OVER HEP.R PROFESSOR DOCTOR 
VISCHER'S WI

EXSCHAFT DEð scnö- 
KEX, AXD WHAT CA
IE TIlEREOF. 


I sw A
{ with undulation soft, 
Adrift on Vischer's ocean, 
And, from my cock boat up aloft, 
Sent down my mf'ntal plummet oft 
In hope to reach a notion. 


But from the metaphysic sea 
No hottom was forthcoming, 
And all the while (how drearily!) 
In one eternal note of B 
:My German stove kept Immming. 


" \Yhat's Beauty 1" mused I; "is it 
told 
By s
Tnthesis 1 analysis r 
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Have yon not made us lead of gold? 
To feed your cruci ble, not sold 
Our temple's sacred chalices? " 


Then o'er my senses came a change; 
1\Iy book seemed all traditions, 
OM legends of profounùest range, 
Diablery, and stories strange 
Of goblins, elves, magicians. 


Old gods in modrrn saints I found, 
Old creeùs in strange disguises; 
I thought them safely underground, 
And here they were, all safe and sound, 
Without a sign of phthisis. 


Truth was, my outward eyes were closed, 
Although I did not know it; 
Deep into dream-land I had dozed, 
And so was happily transposed 
From proser into poet. 


So what I read took flesh and blood 
Anu turned to living creatures: ' 
The words were but the dingy bud 
That bloomed, like Aùam, from the mud, 
To human forms and features. 


I saw how Zeus was lodged once more 
By Baucis and Philemon; 
The text saiù, "Not alone of yore, 
But every day, at every door, 
Knocks still the masking Demon." 


DAIMON 't was printed in the book 
And, as I read it slowly, 
The letters stirred amI. changed, and 
took 
Jove's stature, the Olympian look 
Of painless melancholy. 


He paused upon the threshold worn: 
"With coin I cannot pay you; 
Yet would I fain make some return. 
The gift for .cheapnfss do not spurn,' 
Accept thIS hen, I pray you. 


" Plain feathers wears my Hemera, 
And has from agrs olden ; 
She makes her nest in common hay, 
And yet, of all the birds that lay, 
Her eggs alone are golden." 


He turned, and could no more be seen; 
Old Baucis stared a moment, 


Then t?ssed poor Partlet on the green, 
And with a tone, half jest, half spleen, 
Thus maJe her housewife's com. 
ment: 


"The stranger had a queerish face, 
His smile was hardly pleasant, 
And, though he meant it for a crrace 
Yet this old hen of barnyard ra
e ' 
Was but a stingy present. 


"She's quite too old for laying eggs, 
Nay, even to make a soup of; 
One only needs to see her legs, - 
You might as well boil down the pegs 
I made the brood-hen's coop of! 


It Some eighteen score of such do I 
Raise every year, her sisters ; 
Go, in the woods your fortunes try, 
All day for one poor earthworm pry, 
And scratch your toes to blisters! " 


Philemon found the rede was good, 
And, turning on the poor hen, 
He clapt his hands, and stamped, and 
shooed, 
Hunting the exile tow'rd the wood, 
To house with snipe and moor-hen. 


A poet saw and cried: "Hold! hold! 
'Vhat are you doing, madman? 
Spurn you more wealth than can be 
told, 
The fowl that lays the eggs of gold, 
Because she's plainly clad, man 1 " 


To him Philemon: "I '11 not balk 
Thy will with any shackle; 
'Yilt add a burden to thy walk 1 
There! take her without further talk. 
Yon're both but fit to cackle!" ' 


But scarce the poet touched the bird, 
It swelled to stature regal; 
And when her cloud-wide wings she 
stirred, 
A whisper as of doom was heard, 
'T was Jove's bolt-bearing eagle. 


As when from far-off cloud-bergs springs 
A crag, and, hurtling under, 
From cliff to cliff the rumor flings, 
So she from flight-foreboding wings 
Shook out a murmurous thunder. 
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She griplwd the poet to hcr breast, 
AJIllt-n'l', upwarù soaring, 
Earth seemed. a ncw mOOll ill the west, 
And thcu ont-' light among the J't'st 
\Y here Stluaùrons lie at mooring. 
How tell to what heav{'n-halloweù seat 
The eagle bcnt his courses 1 
The waves that OIl it
 bases beat, 
The gales that round it wea\'e and fleet, 
Are life's creative forces. 
Here was the binI's primeval nest, 
High on a pl"OlIlolltory 
Star- pharoseù, where she takes her rest 
To ùrooù new æons 'neath her breast, 
The future's unfledged glory. 


I know not how, but I was there 
All feeling, hearing, seeing; 
It was not winù that stirred my hair 
But living breath, the essence rare 
Of unem Lodied being. 
And in the nest an egg of gold 
Lay soft in self-made lustre; 
Gazing whereon, what depths untold 
Within, wbat marvels manifold, 
Seemed silently to muster! 


Daily such splendors to confront 
Is still to me and yon sent? 
It glowed as when S;illt Peter's front, 
Illumed, forgets its stony wont, 
And seems to throb translucent. 
One saw therein the life of man, 
(Or so the poet found it,) 
The yolk and white, concei\re who can, 
'Yere the glad earth, that, floating, span 
In the glad heaven around it. 


I knew this as one knows in dream, 
"There no effects to caust-'s 
Are chainerl as in our work-day scheme, 
Å ntl then was wakened bv a scream 
That seemed to come from Baucis. 


"Bless Zeus!" she cried, "I'm safe 
below! ,. 
First palp, then red as coral; 
And I, stilI drowsy, pOllllf'rf'd slow, 
Awl sepInPd to find, but }1anlly know, 
Something like this for moral. 


Each d
y tlw \\"orld is born al1PW 
For him who takes it rightJy; 


Not fresher that which Adam knew, 
Not sweeter that whose moonlit dew 
.Entranceù Are3l1ia nightly. 


Rightly? That's simply: 't is to see 
Some snLstance easts thesl' shadows 
'Vhich we call Life and History, 
That aimless seem to chase and flee 
Like wind-gleams oyer meadows. 


Simply? That's nobly: 't is to know 
That God may stilll,e md with, 
Nor groweth old, nor doth bestow 
These sensps fine, this brain aglow, 
To grovel anù forget with. 


Beauty, Hprr Doctor, trust in me, 
No chemistry will win you; 
Charis still rises from the sea: 
If YOU can't find her, might it be 
Because ).OU seek within you? 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


ALIKE I hate to be your debtor, 
Or write a mere IJerfunctory letter; 
For letters, so it seems to me, 
Our careless quintessence should be, 
Our real nature's truant play 
'Vben Consciousness looks t' other way, 
K ot drop by drop, with watchful skill, 
Gathere(l in Art's deliberate still, 
But life's insensible completeness 
Got as the ripp grape gets its sweetness, 
As if it had a way to fuse 
The golden suulight into juice. 
Hopplf'sS my mental pump I try; 
Tbe boxes hiss, the tube is dry; 
As those petroleum" ells that spout 
Awhile like .M. C. '5, then gh-e out, 
:My spring, once full as Arethusa, 
Is a mere bore as dry's Crensa; 
And yet you ask me why I 'm glum, 
And why my gra\rer Muse is dumb. 
Ah me! I've reasons manifold 
Condensed in one, - I 'm getting old! 
""'hen life, once past its fortieth year, 
"-heels Ul) its eyclliug hemisJ1here, 
The mind's own shadow, which the boy 
Saw onward point to hope atIll joy, 
Shifts round, irrevocably set 
Tow'rd morning's loss and vain I"egret, 
Awl, argne with it as we wi
l, 
The clock is unconverted still. 
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" But count the gains," I hpar you say, 
" Which far the seeming loss outweigh; 
FrienJsldps built firm 'gaillst flooù allù 
wind 
On rock-foundations of the mind; 
Knowledge instead of schpming hope; 
For wild adventure, settler! scope; 
Talents, from surface-ore profuse, 
Tempered and edged to tools for use; 
Judgment, for passion's headlong whirls; 
Old sorrows crystalled into pearls; 
I.osses by patienec turned to gains, 
Possessions now, that once were pains; 
Joy's blossom gone, as go it must, 
'1'0 ripen seeds of faith and trust; 
'Yhv he('d a snow-flake on the roof 
If fire within keep Age aloof 
Though blundering north-winds push 
and strain 
With palms benumbed against the pane ?" 
:My dear old Frienrl, you're very wise; 
'Ve always are with others' eyes, 
And see so clear ! (our neighbor's deck 
on) 
What reef the idiot's sure to wreck on; 
Folks when they learn how life has 
quizzed 'em 
Are fain to make a shift with "Tisdom, 
And, finding she nor breaks nor bends, 
Give her a letter to their friends. 
Draw passion's torrent whoso will 
Through sluices smooth to turn a mill, 
And, taking solid toll of grist, 
Forget the rainbow in the mist, 
The exulting leap, the aimless haste 
Scattered in iridescent waste; 
Prefer who likes the sure esteem 
To cheated youth's midsummer dream, 
'Vhen every friend was more than 
Damon, 
Each quicksand safe to build a fame on ; 
Believe that prudence snug excels 
Youth's gross of verdant spectacles, 
Through which earth's withered stubble 
seen 
Looks autumn-proof as painted green,- 
1 side with .Moses ' gainst the masses, 
'1.'ake you the drudge, give me the 
glasses ! 
And, for your talents shaped with prac- 
tice, 
Convince me first that such the fact is ; 
Let whoso likes be beat, poor fool, 
On life's hani stithy to a tool, 
He whoso will a ploughshare made, 
Let me remain a jolly hlaùe ! 


'Vhat 's Knowledge, with her stocks and 
lauds, 
To gay Conjecture's yellow strands? 
\Yhat 's watching her slow flocks in- 
crease 
To ventures for the golden fleece 1 
\Vhat her cleep ships, safe nnder lee, 
To youth's light craft, that drinks the 
sea, 
For Flying Islands making sail, 
And failing where 't is gain to fail ? 
Ah me! Expereince (so we're told), 
Time's crucible, turns Ipad to golù ; 
Yet what's experienee won but dross, 
Cloud-gold transmuted to our loss 
 
\Vhat but base coin the best event 
To the untried experiment 1 
'T was an old couple, says the poet, 
That lodged the gods and did. not know 
it; 
Youth sees an(l knows them as they 
were 
Before Olympus' top was bare; 
From Swampscot's tIats his eye divine 
Sees Venus rocking on the brine, 
\Vith lucent limbs, that somehow scat- 
ter a 
Charm that turns Doll to Cleopatra; 
Bacchus (that now is scarce induce(l 
fro give Elù's lagging blood a boost), 
'Yith cymbals' clang and pards to draw 
him, 
Divine as Ariadllf
 saw him, 
Storms through Youth's pulse with all 
his train 
And wins new Indies in his brain; 
Apollo (with the old a trope, 
A sort of finer Mister Pope), 
Apollo - but the Muse forbids; 
At his approach cast down thy lids, 
And think it joy enough to hear 
Far off his arrows singing clear; 
He knows enough who silent knows 
Tñe quiver chiming as he goes; 
Hc tells too much who e'er betrays 
'rhe shining Archer's secret ways: 


Dear Friend, you're right and I am 
wrong; 
1\1y quibbles are not worth a song, 
AIHI I sophistically tease 
My fancy sad to tricks like these. 
I could not chea.t you if I would; 
You know me and my jesting mood, 
Mere surface-foam, for pritie concealing 
The purpose of my deeper feeling. 
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I1Jave 'tlOt spilt one drop of joy 
Poured in t
le S('
1S
S of the boy, 
1\ or .K ature fails 111\' walks to hlf'sS 
"ïth alllwr gohlpl
 iuwanhH'ss ; 
Awl as hliml uestlill
s, ullafraÏ<l, 
Stretch up wille-mouthed to evelY shade 
By which thdr downy dr('am is stirreù, 
Taking it for the mother-Linl, 
So, w}H'n Goel's shadow, which is light, 
L
 nhemldpd, by day or night, 
1\1y wakening instincts falls across, 
Sileut as sunueams over moss, 
In my heart's nest half-conscious things 
Stir with a h('lpless seJlse of wings, 
Lift themselves up, and tremble long 
"'ith premonitions sweet of song. 


Be patient, and perhaps (who knows 1) 
1'hese may ùe wiuged one day like 
those. 
If thrushe
, close-I'm bowered to sing, 
Pierced through with June's ddicious 
sting; 
If swallows, their half-hour to run 
Star-breasted in the setting SUllo 
At first they're but the uutiedged proem, 
Or songless schedule of a }IOe111 ; 
'Vhen from the slwll they're hardly dry 
1f some folks thrust them forth, must I ? 


But let me end with a comparison 
Never yet hit upon by e'er a son 
Of our American Apollo, 
(And tllPre's where I shall beat them 
hollow, 
I f he is not a courtly St. John, 
But, as 'Vest said, a .Moha,,"k Injun.) 
.A poem's like a cruise for whal!'s 
 
Through untried seas the hunter sails, 
His prow dividing waters known 
'1'0 the hlue iceberg-'s hulk alone; 
At last, on farthest edge of day, 
He marks th(> smoky puff of spray; 
'l'hen with hent oars the shallop flies 
To where the hasking qnarry lips; 
'fhen thp excitel1lt'ut of the strife, 
The crimsoneù waves, - ah, this is life! 


Hilt, the dead plunder oncp secured 
AmI. safe he!-idp tllP ves!.('l lI100rcel, 
All that had stirred the hlood before 
Is so much hlubher, nothing more, 
(I mean no pun, nor image so 
Mere sentimental verse, you know,) 
And all is teJiull1, smoke, and soil, 
In trying out the noisome oil. 


Y PS, this is life! And so the bard 
ThrOlwh hriuy ùeserts nev(>r scarreù 
t\ince 
 oah's "keel, a s
hject sepks, 

\nù lies upon the watl'h for weeks; 
That once 1mrl'ooned and helpless lying, 
\Vhat follows is Lut wear)' trying. 


N ow I've a notion, if a poet 
Beat up for themcs, his verse will show 
it; 
I wait for subjects that hunt me, 
By day or night won't let me be, 
And hang about me like a C1USP, 
Till they have Inade me into verse, 
I.'rolll Hue to line IllY fingers tease 
Beyom1l1lY kuowle<l
e, as the bees 
Build no uew cell till those before 
'Vith limpid suml1lpr-sweet rUll o'er; 
Then, if I npither sing nor shine, 
Is it the subject's fault, or mine 1 


AN EMBER PICTURE. 


How strange are the freaks of memory! 
The lessons of life we forget, 
\Yllile a trifle, a trick of color, 
In the wonderful web is set, - 


Set by f;ome mordant of fancy, 
And, spite of the wear and tear 
Of tillle or distance or trouble, 
Insists on its right to be there. 
A cllRnce had brought us together; 
Our talk was of matters-of-course ; 
\Y. e were nothing, one to the other, 
Hut a short half-hour's resource. 
"T e spoke of French acting and actors, 
And their easy, natural way: 
Of the weather, for it was raiuing 
As we drove home from the play. 
'Ve òebated the social notl1ings 
,V.. bore ourselves so to ùiscuss ; 
The thunderous nm10rs of battle 
'V ere sIlent the while for us. 
Arrivpd at her door, we left her 
'Vith a dl'ippingly hurried a,lieu, 
And our wheels went crunching the 
gra Vt' 1 
Of the oak,ùal'kened m.ellue. 


As Wf> òrove away through the shadow, 
The canù
e she ht>lcl ill the door 
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TO H. W. L. 


From rain-varnished tree-trunk to tree- 
trunk 
Flashed fainter, and fla
hed 110 
more; - 


Flashed fainter, then wholly fade(l 
Before we had passed the wood; 
But the light of the face behind it 
'Vent with me and stayed for good. 


The vision of scarce a moment, 
And hardly marked at the time, 
It COUles unbidden to haunt me, 
Like a scrap of ballad-rhyme. 


Had she beauty? 'V ell, not what they 
call so ; 
You may find a thousand as fair; 
And yet there's her face in my memory 
With no specht.! claim to be there. 


As I sit sometimes in the twilight, 
And call back to life in the coals 
Old faces anù hopes and fancies 
Long buried, (good rest to their 
souls !) 
Her face shines out in the embers; 
I see her holding the light, 
And hear the crunch of the gravel 
And the sweep of the rain that night. 


'T is a face that can never grow older, 
That never can part with its gleam, 
'T is a gracious possession forever, 
For is it not all a dream 1 


TO H. W. L., 
ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 27TH FEBRUARY, 
1867. 
I :NEED not praise the sweetness of his 
song, 
Where limpid verse to limpid verse 
succeeùs 
Smooth as our Charles, when, fearing 
lest he wrong 
The new moon's mirrored skiff, he slides 
along, 
Full without noise, and whispers in 
his reeùs. 


With loving breath of all the winds his 
name 
Is blown about the world, but to his 
fl"Ìends 


A sweeter secret hides behind his fame, 
And Love stpals shyly through the loud 
acclaim 
To murlllur a God bless you! and there 
ends. 


As I muse baekward up the checkered 
years 
Whm"ein so much was given, so much 
was lost, 
Blessing
 in both kinds, such as cheapen 
tears, - 
But hush! this is not for profaner ears; 
Let them drink molten pearls nor 
dream the cost. 


Some suck up poison from a sorrow's 
core, 
As naught but nightshade grew upon 
earth's ground; 
Love turned all his to heart's-ease, and 
the more 
Fate tried his bastions, she but forced a 
door 
Leading to sweeter manhood and more 
sound. 


Even as a wind-waved fountain's sway- 
ing shade 
Seems of mixed race, a gray wraith 
shot with sun, 
So through his trial faith translucent 
rayed 
Till darkness, half disnatured so, be- 
trayed 
A heart of sunshine that would fain 
0' errun. 


Surely if skill in song the shears may 
stay 
And of its purpose cheat the charmed 
abyss, 
If our poor life be lengthenf'd by a lay, 
He shan not go, although his presence 
may, 
And the next age in praise shall 
double this. 


Long days be his, and each as lusty- 
swpet 
As gracious natures find his song tn 
he; 
May Age steal on with softly-cadenced 
feet 
Falling in music, as for him wpre meet 
'Vhose choicpst verse is harsher-toned 
tha.n he ! 
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" COME forth!" my cathinl calls to me, 
" And hf'<l1' Jnc sing a cavatina 
That, in this old familiar tree, 

hall hang a garùcn of Alcina. 
"These buttercups s}lall brim with wine 
Beyond all Lesbian juice or ..Massie; 
:May not New Englaml be divine 1 
My ode to ri!)euing summer classic! 
U Or, if to me you will not hark, 
By Beaver Brook a thrush is ringing 
frill all the alder-coverts dark 
Seem sunshine-dappled with his sing- 
ing. 


"Come out beneath the un mastered sky, 
With its emancipating spaces, 
And learn to sing as well as I, . 
\Vithout premeùitated graces. 
"\Vhat boot your many-volumed gains, 
Th?se withered leaves forever turning, 
To WlU, at best, for all your pains, 
A nature mummy-wrapt in learning? 
U The leaves wherein true wisdom lies 
On living trees the sun arc drinking; 
Those white clouds, drowsing through 
the skies, 
Grew not so beautiful by thinking. 


" Come out! witIl me the oriole cries, 
Escape the demon that pursues you! 
And, hark, the cuckoo weatherwise, 
Still biding, farther onward wooes 
you. " 


"Alas, dear friend, that, all my days, 
Has poured from that syringa thicket 
The quaintly discontinuous lays 
To which I hold a season - ticket, 


" A sf'ason-ticket cheaply bought 
\Vith a dessert of pilfered berries, 
And who so oft my soul hast caught 
\Vith morn and evening voluntaries, 
" Deem me not faithless, if all day 
Among my dusty books I linger, 
No v.ipe, like thee, for June to play 
" Ith fancy-led, half-conscious finger. 


Gay, tragic, rapt, right IlPart of Spain 
Fed with the sap of olù l'omances. 


"I ask no ampler skies than those 
His magic music rears above me, 
No falser friends, no trupr foes, - 
And does not Doña. Clara love me? 


" Cloaked shapes, a twanging of guitars, 
A rush of feet, and rapiers cla::;hing, 
Then silence deep with breathless stars, 
Anù overhead a white hand flashing. 


" 0 music of aU moods and climes, 
Vengeful, forgiving, sensuous, saintly, 
Where still, between the Christian 
chinlf>s, 
The moorish cymbal tinkles faintly! 


" 0 life borne lightly in the hand, 
For friend or foe with grace Castilian! 
o valley safe in Fancy's land, 
Not tramlJed to mud yet by the mil- 
lion ! 


" Bird of to-day, thy songs are stale 
To his, my singer of all weathers, 
)Iy Calderon, my nightingale, 

ly Arab soul in Spanish feathers. 


" Ah, friend, these singers dead so long, 
AmI still, God knows, in purgatory, 
Give its best sweetness to all song, 
To Nature's self her better glory." 


IN THE TWILIGHT. 


1tIEN say the sullen instrument, 
That, from the Master's bow, 
'Vith pangs of joy or woe, 
Feels music's soul through every fibre 
sell t, 
'Yhispers the ravished strings 
l\Iore than he knew or meant; 
Old summers in its memory glow; 
The secrets of the wind it sings; 
It hears the April-loosened springs; 
And mixes with its mood 
All it dreamed when it stood 
In the murmurous pine-woOll 
Long ago! 


" A bird i.
 singing in my brain 
Auù 
ubblillg o'er with mingled fau- The magical moonlight thpn 
Cl
S, Steppeù every bough and cone; 
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The roar of the brook in the glen 
Came dim from the distance blown; 
The wind through its glooms sang low, 
AmI it swayed to and fro 
With delight as it stood, 
In the wonderful wood, 
Long ago ! 


o my life, have we not had seasons 
That only said, Live and rejoice? 
That asked not for canses and reasons, 
But made us all fef>ling and voice? 
'Vhen we went with the winds in their 
blowing, 
When Nature and we were peers, 
And we seemed to share in the flowing 
Of the inexhaustihle years? 
Have we not from the earth drawn 
juices 
Too fine for earth's sordid uses 1 
Have I heard, have I seen 
All I feel and I know? 
Doth my heart overween ? 
Or could it have been 
Long ago? 


Sometimes a breath floats by me, 
An odor from Dreamland sent, 
That makes the ghost seem nigh me 
Of a splendor that came and went, 
Of a life lived somewhere, I know not 
In what diviner sphere, 
Of memories that stay not and go not, 
Like music heard once bv an ear 
':rhat cannot forget or reclaim it, 
A something so shy, it would shame 
it 
To make it a show, 
A something too vague, COlI Id 
name it, 
For others to know, 
As if I had lived it or dreanlf>d it, 
As if I had acted or schemed it, 
Long ago ! 


And yet, could I live it over, 
This life that stirs in my brain, 
Could I be both maiden and lover, 
l\Ioon and tide, bee and clover, 
As I seem to have heen, on ce again, 
Could I but speak and show it, 
This pleasure more sharp than pain, 
That baffles and lures me so, 
The world should not lack a poet, 
Such as it had 
In the ages glad, 
Long ago ! 


I T mounts athwart the windy hill 
Through sallow slopes of uplanu bare, 
And Fancy climbs with foot-fall still 
I ts narrowing curves that end in air. 


By day, a warmer-hearted blue 
Stoops softly to that topmost swell j 
I ts thread-like windings seem a clew 
To gracious climes where all is well. 
By night, far yonder, I surmise 
An ampler world than clips my ken, 
Where the great stars of happier skies 
Commingle nobler fates of men. 


I look and long, then haste me home, 
Still master of my secret rare; 
Once tried, the path would end in Rome, 
But now it leads me everywhere. 
Forever to the new it guides, . 
From former good, old overmuch j 
'Vhat Nature for her poets hides, 
'T is wiser to divine than clutch. 


The bird I list hath never come 
Within the scope of mortal ear; 
My prying step would make him dumb, 
And the fair tree, his shelter, sear. 
Behind the hill, behind the sky, 
Behind my inmost thought, he sings; 
No feet avail; to hear it nigh, 
The song itself must lend the wings. 


Sing on, sweet bird close hid, and raise 
Those angel stairways in my brain, 
I That climb from these low-vaulted days 
To spacious sunshines far from pain. 


Sing when thou wilt, enchantment fleet, 
I leave thy covert haunt untrod, 
And envy Science not her feat 
To make a twice-told tale of God. 


They said the fairies tript no more, 
And long ago that Pan was dead; 
'T was but that fools preferred to bore 
Earth's rind inch-deep for truth in- 
stead. 


Pan leaps and pipes all summer long, 
The fairies dance each full-mOOl1f>Ù 
night, 
Would we but doff our IPTIses strOllg, 
And trust our wiser eyes' delight. 
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City of Elf-land, just without 
Uur seeing, marvel ever new, 
Glimpseù ill fair \\ eather, a sweet ùoubt 

ketcheù-in, mirage-like, on the blue. 


I builù thee in yon sunset cloud, 
\rhose eùge allures to climb the 
height; 
I hear thy urowned bells, inly-Ioud, 
.From still pools dusk with dreams of 
night. 


Those fountained courts, those chambers 
still, 
Fronting Time's far East, who shall 
reach 1 


I know not, and will never pry, 
But trust our human heart for all ; 
\V onùcrs that from the seeker fly 
Into an open sense may fall. 


Hide in thine own soul, and surprise 
The password of the unwary elves; 
Thy gates are shut to hardiest win, Seek it, thou canst not bribe their spies; 
l'hy co un tersigll of long-lost speech, - U nsough t, they whisper it themsel ves. 



POEMS OF THE WAR. 


THE WASHERS OF THE SHROUD. 


OCTOBER, 1861. 


ALONG a river-side, I know not where, 
I walked. one night in mystery of dream; 
A chin creeps curdling yet beneath my 
hair, 
To think what chanced me by the pallid 
gleam 
Of a moon-wraith that waned through 
haunted air. 


Pale fireflies pulsed within the meadow- 
mist 
Their halos, wavering thistledowns of 
Jight; 
The loon, that seemed to mock some 
goblin tryst, 
Laughed; and the echoes, huddling in 
affright, 
Like Odin's hounds, fled baying down 
the night. 


Then all was silent, t
ll there smote my 
ear 
A movement in the stream that checked 
my breath: 
'Vas it the slow plash of a wading deer 1 
But something said, "This water is of 
Death! 
The Sisters wash a shroud, - ill thing 
to hear! " 


I, looking then, beheld the ancient 
Three 
Known to the Greek's and to the N orth- 
man's creed, 
That sit in shadow of the mystic Tree, 
Still crooning, as they weave their enù- 
less brede, 
One song: "Time was, 
Time shall be." 


No wrinkled crones were they, as I had 
deemed, 
But fair as yesterday, to-day, to-morrow, 
To mourner, lover, poet, ever seemeù ; 
Something too high for joy, too deep for 
sorrow, 
Thrilled in their tones, and from their 
faces gleamed. 


"Still men and nations reap as they 
have strawn," 
So sang they, working at their task the 
while; 
"The fatal raiment must be cleansed ere 
dawn : 
For Austria 
 Italy 
 the Sea-Queen's 
isle ? 
O'er what quenched grandeur must our 
shroud be drawn 1 


" Or is it for a younger, fairer corse, 
That gathered States like children round 
his knees, 
That tamed the wave to be his posting- 
horse, 
Feller of forests, linker of the seas, 
Bridge- builder, hammerer, youngest son 
of Thor's 1 . 


U 'Vhat make we, murmur'st thou 1 and 
what are we ? 
When empires must be wound, we bring 
the shroud, 
The time-old web of the implacable 
Three: 
Is it too coarse for him, the young and 
proud 1 
Earth's mightiest deigned to wear it, - 
why not he 1 


"Is there no hope?" I moaned, "so 
strong, so fair ! 
Time is, and Our Fowler whose proud bird would 
brook erewhile 
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No rival's swoop in all our westf'rn air! 
Gath(-r the ran-ns, then, in funeral file 
For him, life's morn yet golden in his 
hair 1 


CC Leave me not hopeless, ye unpitying 
ùall)(,s ! 
I see, half seeing. Tell me, ye who 
scanned 
The ::;tars, Earth's elders, still must no- 
11lest aims 
Be tran
ù upon oblivious oCt>an-sands ? 

lust Hes}ll'r join the wailing ghosts of 
namcs ? .. 


"\YIH'n grass-hlades stiffen with red 
battle-dew, 
y e d
em we choose the victor and the 
slain: 
Say, choose we them that shall be leal 
and true 
To the heart's longing, the high faith of 
brain 
 
Yet there the victory lies, if ye but 
knew. 
"Three roots bear up Dominion: 
Knowledge, ""Ill,- 
These twain are strong, but stronger yet 
the third, - 
Obedience, - 't is the great tap-root that 
still, 
Knit round the rock of Duty, is not 
stirred, 
Though Hea,.en-Ioosed tempests spend 
their utmost skill. 


" Is the doom sealed for Hesper? 'T is 
not we 
Denounce it, but the Law before all 
time: 
The brave makes danger opportunity; 
The waverer, paltering with the chance 
suhlime, 
Dwarf.., it to peril: which shall Hesper 
be? 


"Hath he let vultures climb his eagle's 
seat 
To make Jove's bolts purveyors of thcir 
maw? 
Hath he the Many's I>laudits found more 
sweet 
Than "Tisdom t held Opinion's wind for 
Law? 
Then let him hearken for the doomster's 
feet ! 


"Rough are the steps, slow-hewn in 
f\intif'st rock, 
States climh to power by ; slippery those 
with gold 
Down which they stumble to eternal 
mock : 
No chafferer's hand shall long the scep- 
tre hold, 
'Yho, given a Fate to shape, would sell 
the block. 


" 'Ve sing old Sagas, songs of weal and 
'Woe, 
l\fystic becausE' too cheaply understood; 
Dark sayings are not ours; men hear 
and know, 
See Evil weak, see strength alone in 
Good, . 
Yet hope to stem God's fire with walls of 
tow. 


" Time 'Vas unlocks the riddle of Time 
Is, 
That offers choice of glory or of gloom; 
The solver makes Time Shall Be surely 
his. 
But hasten, Sisters! for even now the 
tomb 
Grates its 
!ow hinge and calls from the 
abyss. 


"But not for him," I cried, "not yet 
for him, 
'Yhose large horizon, westering, star by 
star 
'Yins from the void to where on Ocean's 
rim 
The sunset shuts the world with golden 
bar, . 
Not yet his thews shall fail, his eye grow 
dim! 


"His shall be larger manhood, saved 
for those 
That walk unblenching through the 
trial-fires; 
Not suffering, but faint heart, is worst 
of woes, 
And he no base-born son of craven sire
, 
\rhose eve need blench confronted with 
his foes. 


"Tears may be ours, but proud, for those 
who win 
Ðeath's royal purple in the foeman's 
liues ; 
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Peace, too, brings tears; and mid the 
battle-din, 
The wiser ear ðome text of God divinE's, 
For the sheathed blade lliay rust with 
darker l:iiu. 


c' God, give us peace! not such as lulls 
to sleep, 
But sword on thigh, and brow with pur- 
pose knit! 
And let our Ship of State to harbor 
sweep, 
Her ports aU up, her battle-lanterns lit, 
And her leashed thunders gathering for 
their leap ! n 


So cried I with clenched hands and l)as- 
sionate pain, 
'l'hinking of dear ones by Potomac's side; 
Again the loon laughed mocking, and 
again 
The echoes bayed far down the night 
and died, 
While waking I recalled my wanùering 
brain. 


TWO SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF 
BLONDEL. 


AUTUMN. 1863. 
SCEXE I. -Near a castle in Germany. 
'T WERE no hard task, perchance, to win 
The popular laurel for my song ; 
'T were only to comply with sin, 
And own the crown, though snatched 
by wrong : 
Rather Truth's chaplet let me wear, 
Though sharp as death its thorns may 
sting; 
Loyal to Loyalty, I bear 
No badge but of my rightful king. 


Patient by town and tower I wait, 
Or o'er the blustering moorland go ; 
I buy no praise at cheaper rate, 
Or what faint hearts may fancy so ; 
For me, no joy in lady's hower, 
Or hall, or tourney, will I sing, 
Till the slow stars whE'el round the hour 
That crowns my hero and my king. 


1Vhile all the land runs red with strife, 
And wealth is won hy pedler-crimes, 
Let who will find content in life 


And tinkle in unmanly rhymeR; 
I wait and seek; through dark and 
light, 
Safe in my heart my hope I bring, 
Till I once more my faith may plight 

ro him my whole soul owns her king. 


'Vhen power is filched by drone and 
dolt, 
And, with caught breath and flashing 
eye, 
Her knuckles whitening round the bolt, 
Vengeance leans eager from the sky, 
While this and that the people gness, 
Ami to the skirts of praters cling, 
'Vho court the crowd they should com- 
press, 
I turn in scorn to seek my king. 


Shut in what tower of darkling chance 
Or dungeon of a narrow doom, 
Dream'st thou of battle-axe and lance 
That for the Cro
s make crashing 
room ? 
Come! with hushed breath the battle 
waits 
In the wild van thy mace's swing; 
'Vhile 40ubters parley with their fates, 
:Make thou thine own and ours, my 
king! 


0, strong to keep upright the old, 
And wise to buttress with the new, 
Prudent, as only are the bold, 
Clear-eyed, as only are the true, 
To foes benign, to friendship stern, 
Intent to imp Law's broken wing, 
Who would not die, if death might earn 
The right to kiss thy band, IllY king 1 


SCENE II. -An Inn near the Château, 
of Chalus. 
'v ELL, the whole thing is over, and here 
I sit 
With one arm in a sling and a milk- 
score of gashes, 
And this flagon of Cyprus must e'en 
warm my wit, 
Since what's left of vouth's flame is a 
head fi('cked with ashes. 
I remember I sat in this very same 
inn, - 
I was young thE'n, and one young man 
thought I was handsome. - 



ME\10IU.t'E IJO
ITU
r. 


381 


I had founJ out '" hat prison King 
Uit"harù was in, 
And wa!'l !'Ipurring for England to push 
on the ran
ol1l. 


lIo,"" I 
corncd the dull souls that sat 
gULZling around 
And knt'\\" not my secret nor reeked 
my ùeri
ion ! 
I..et the \\orId I:)ink or 8wim, John or 
Hie hanI. he crowned, 
All one, so the beer-tax got lenient 
revision. 
How littlp 1 dreamed, as I tramped up 
and down, 
That granting our wish one of Fate's 
sadde1't jokes is ! 
I had mine with a vengeance, - my 
king got hi
 crown, 
And m.\ùe hi:, whole business to break 
other folks's. 
I might as well join in the safe old tum, 
fum : 
A hero's an excellent loadstar, - but, 
Lless ye, 
'Vhat infinite odds 'twixt a hpro to come 
.And your only too palpable hero in esse I 
Precisely the odds (such examples are 
rife) 
'Twixt the poem conceh'ed and the 
rhyme we make show of, 
'Twixt the boy's morning dream and the 
wakp-up of life, 
'Twixt the Blondel God meant and a 
Blondel I know of ! 


But the world's better off, I'm con- 
yineed of it now, 
Than if heroes, like nuns, could be 
bought for a penny 
To regard all mankind as their haltered 
milch-cow, 
And just care for themselves. ",. ell, 
God cares for the many; 
For somehow the poo
 old Earth blun- 
ders along, 
Each son of hers adding Ilis mite of 
unfitness, 
Anù, choosing tbe sure way of coming 
out wrong, 
Gets to I)()rt as the next generation 
will witness. 


You think h('r old ribs have come all 
crashing through, 
If a whisk of Fate's broom snap your 
cobweb aaunder j 


But her rivets were clinched by a "iser 
than you, 
Anli our "ins cannot pu')h the Lorù's 
right hand from uuder. 
Better one honest man who can wait for 
God's miud 
In our poor shifting scene here though 
heroes were I>lenty ! 
Better one hite, at forty, of Trutb's bitter 
rind, 
Than the hot wine that gushed from 
the vintage of twenty! 


I see it all 110W: when I wanted a king, 
'T was the kingship that failed in 
myself I was seeking,- 
'T is so much l
ss easy to do than to 
sing, 
So much simplpr to reign by a proxy 
than be kiug ! 
Y cs, I think I do see: after all's said 
and sung, 
Take this one rule of life and you 
never will nlC it,- 
'T is but do your o\\n duty and hold 
your 0\\ n tongue 
And Blondel were royal himself, if he 
knew it ! 


MEMORIÆ POSITUM. 


R. O. 8. 


I. 
BEXEA TII the tree
, 
'Iy lifelong friend
 in this dear spot, 
Sad now for e).es that see them not 
I hear the autumnal breeze 
'Vake the sear leaves to sigh for gladness 
gone, 
".hispering hoarse presage of obliv- 
ion, - 
Hear, restless as the se:1S, 
Time's grim feet rustling through the 
withered grace 
Of many a spreading realm and strong- 
stemmed race, 
Even as my own through tl1ese. 
'Yhy make we moan 
For loss that doth enrich us yet 
'\Yith upward ).carnings of regret f 
Bleaker than unmossed stone 
Our livE'S were but for this immortal gain 
Of unstilled longing and inspiring pain! 
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As thrills of long-hushed tone 
LhTe in the viol, so our souls grow fine 
'Vith keen vibrations from the touch 
divine 
Of noble natures gone. 


'T were indiscreet 
Cfo vex the shy and sacred grief 
'Vith harsh obtrusions of relief; 
Yet, Verse, with noiseless feet, 
Go whisper: "1'his death hath far 
choicer ends 
Than slowly to impearl in hearts of 
friends ; 
These obsequies 't is meet 
Not to seclude in closets of the heart, 
But, church-like, with wide doorways, 
to impart 
Even to the heedless street." 


II. 
Brave, good, and true, 
I see him stand before me now, 
And read again on that young brow, 
"There every hope waS new, 
Ho-w s-weet -were life! Yet, by the mouth 
firm-set, 
And look made up for Duty's utmost 
debt, 
I could divine he knew 
That death within the sulphurous hos- 
tile lines, 
In the mere wreck of nobly-pitched 
designs, 
Plucks heart's-ease, and not rue. 


Happy their end 
Who vanish down life's evening stream 
Placid as swans that drift in dream 
Round the next ri ver- bend ! 
Happy long life, with honor at the 
close 
Friends' painless tears, the softened 
thought of foes! 
And yet, like him, to spend 
All at a gush, keeping our first faith 
sure 
From mid-life's doubt and eld's content- 
ment poor, - 
What more could Fortune send 
 


Right in the van, 
On the red rampart's slippery swell, 
With heart that beat a charge, he fell 
Foeward, as fits a man; 


But the high soul burns on to light men's 
fpet 
\Vhere death for noble ends makes dying 
s\\'cet ; 
His life hf'r crescent's span 
Orbs full with share in their undarken- 
ing days 
Who eyer climbed the battailous steeps 
of praise 
Since valor's praise began. 


III. 
His life's expense 
Hath won for him coeval youth 
'Vith the immaculate prime of Truth; 
While we, who make pretence 
At living on, and wake and eat and 
slpep, 
And life's stale trick by)'epetition keep, 
Our fickle permanence 
(A poor leaf-shadow on a brook, whose 
play 
Of busy idlesse ceases with our day) 
Is the mere cheat of sense. 


We bide our chance, 
Unhappy, and make terms with Fate 
A little more to let us wait; 
He leads for aye the ad vance, 
Hope's forlorn-hopes that plant the 
dpsperate good 
For nobler Earths and days of manlier 
mood; 
Our wall of circumstance 
Cleared at a bound, he flashes o'er the 
fight, 
A saintly shape of fame, to cheer the 
right 
And steel each wavering glance. 


I write of one, 
While with dim eyes I think of three; 
'Vho weeps not others fair and brave 
as he ? 
A h, when the fight is won, 
Dear Land, whom triflers now make bold 
to scorn, 
(Thee! from whose forehead Earth awaits 
her morn,) 
How nobler shall the snn 
Flame in thy sky, bow braver breathe 
thy air, 
That thou brell'st children who for thee 
could dare . 
And die as thine have done! 
1863. 
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WRITTEY FOR MR. RnYA
iT'8 SEVJ'.:
- 
TIETII BIRTJIDA Y. 


NOVEMBER 3, 1864. 


OrR ship lay tumbling in an angry sea, 
Her ruùùer gone, her maillm
t o'er 
the siùe ; 
lIer scurpers, from the waves' clutch 
staggf'rÏng free 
Trailed threaùs of priceless crimson 
throu
h the tide; 
Sails, shrouùs, and spars with pirate 
cannon torn, 
'Ve lay, awaiting morn. 


Awaiting morn, such morn as mocks 
ò.pspair ; 
Anù she that bare the promise of the 
wor lù 
'Vithin her sides, now hopeless, helm- 
less, hare, 
At ranlloUl o'er the wilùering waters 
hurled; 
The ref'k of battle drifting slow alee 
1\ ot suHener than we. 


1tlorn came at last to peer into our woe, 
"\Vhen 10, a sail! N ow surely help 
was nigh; 
The red cross flames aloft, Christ's 
pledge; but no, 
Her black guns grinning hate, she 
rushes by 
And hails us : - U Gains the leak! Ay, 
so we thought! 
Sink, then, with curses fraught! " 


I leanerl against my gun stiU angry-hot, 
And my liùs tingled with the tears 
hpld back; 
This scorn methought was crueller than 
shot: 
The manly death-grip in the battle- 
wnick, 
1 ard-arm to yard-ann, were more friendly 
far 
Than such fear-smothered war. 


There onr foe wallowed, like a wounded 
hrute 
The fil'rcer for Ilis hurt. "
hat now 
were best r 
Once more tug bravely at the peril's 
root, 


Though rlf'ath came with it' Or 
eyade the test 
If right or wrong in this God's world of 
ours 
Be leagued with higher powers , 
Some, faintly loyal, felt thf'ir pulses lag 
\Vith the slow beat that doubts and 
thpn df'spairs ; 
Some, caitiff, would have struck the 
starry flag 
That knits us with our past, and 
makes us hpirs 
Of deeds high-hearted aH were ever done 
'N eath the all-seeing sun. 


But there was one, the Singer of our 
crew, 
Upon whose head Age waved his 
peaceful sign, 
But whose red heart's-blooù no surren- 
der knew; 
And couchant under brows of massive 
line, 
The eyes, like guns beneath a parapet, 
\Vatched, charged with lightnings 
yet. 
The voices of the hills did his obf'Y; 
The torrents flashed and tumbled in 
his song; 
He brought our native fields from far 
away, 
Or set us mid the innumerable throng 
Of dateless woods, or where we heard the 
calm 
Old homestead's evening psalm. 


But now he sang of faith to things 
unseen, 
Of freedom's birthright given to ns in 
trust; 
And words of doughty cheer he spoke 
hetween, 
That made all earthly fortune seem as 
dust, 
Matched with that duty, old as Time 
and new, 
Of being brave and true. 


"T e, listening, learned what makes the 
might of words, - 
:Manl1Ood to back them, constant as 
a SL1.r ; 
His voice rammed home our cannon, 
eùgeù our swords, 
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And sent our boarders :shouting; 
shroud and spar 
Heard him and stiffened; the sails heard, 
aud wooed 
The winds with loftier mood. 


In our dark hours he manned our guns 
again; 
Remanned ourselves from his own 
manhood's stores ; 
Pride, honor, country, throbbed through 
all his strain ; 
And shall we praise? God's praise 
was his before; 
And on our futile laurels he looks down, 
Himself our bravest crown. 


ODE RECITED AT THE HARVARD 
COMMEMORATION. 


J UL Y 21, 1865. 


I. 
'VEAK-WINGED is song, 
Nor aims at that clear-ethered height 
'Vhither the brave deed climbs for light: 
'Ve seem to do them wrong, 
Bringing our robin's-leaC to deck their 
hearse 
Who in warm life-blood wrote their 
nobler verse, 
Our trivial song to honor those who 
come 
With ears attuned to strenuous trump 
and drum, 
And shaped in squadron-strophes their 
desire, 
Live battle-odes whose lines were steel 
and fire: 
Yet sometimes feathered words are 
strong, 
A gracious memory to buoy up and save 
From Lethe's dreamless ooze, the com- 
mOll grave 
Of the unventurous throng. 


II. 
To-day our Reverend .Mother welcomes 
back 
Her wisest Scholars, those who under- 
stood 
The deeper teaching of her mystic tome, 
And offered their fresh lives to make 
it good: 


No lore of Greece or Rome, 
No science peddling with the names of 
things, 
Or reading stars to find inglorious fates, 
Can lift our life with wings 
Far from Death's idle gulf that for the 
many waits, 
And lengthen out our dates 
With that clear fame whose memory sings 
In manly hearts to come, and nerves 
them and dilates: 
N or such thy teaching, :Mother of us all ! 
Not such the trumpet-call 
Of thy diviner mood, 
rrhat could thy sons entice 
From happy homes and toils, the fruit- 
ful nest 
Of those half-virtues which the world 
calls best., 
Into War's tumult rude; 
But rather far that stern device 
The sponsors chose that round thy cradle 
stood 
In the dim, unventured wood, 
The V}
RITAS that lurks beneath 
The letter's un prolific sheath, 
Life of whate'er makes life worth 
Ii ving, 
Seed-grain of high emprise, immortal 
food, 
One heavenly thing whereof earth hath 
the giving. 


III. 
Many loved Truth, and lavished life's 
best oil 
Amid the dust of books to find her, 
Content at last, for guerdon of their toil, 
With the cast mantle she hath left 
behind her. 

Iany in Md faith sought for her, 
Many with crossed hands sighed for 
her; 
But these, our brothers, fought for 
her 
At life's dear peril wrought for her, 
So loved her that they died for her, 
Tasting the raptured fleetness 
Of her divine completeness: 
Their higher instinct knew 
Those love her best who to themselves 
are true, 
And what they dare to dream of, dare to 
do; 
They followed her and found her 
Where all may ho!>e to find, 
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Not in the ashes of the burnt-out mind, 
But beautiful, with danger's sweetness 
round her. 
"There faith made whole with deed 
Breathes its awakpning breath 
Into the lifeless creed, 
They saw her plumed and mailed, 
"-ith sweet, stern face unveiled, 
And all-repaying eyes, look proud on 
them ill death. 


IV. 
Our slender life runs rippling by, and 
glides 
Into the silent hollow of the past; 
"'"hat is there that abides 
To make the next age better for the 
last '? 
Is earth too poor to give us 
Something to live for here that shall 
outlive us 1 
Some mure substantial boon 
Than such as flows and ebbs with For- 
tune's fickle moon 1 
The little that we see 
From douLt is never free; 
The little that we do 
Is but haJf-nobly true; 
'Vith our laborious hiving 
'Yhat men call treasure, and the goùs 
call dross, 
Life seems a jest of Fate's contriving, 
Only sccure ill t'very one's conniving, 
A long account of nothings paid with 
· loss, 
"'There we poor puppets, jerked by un- 
seen wires, 
After our little honr of strut and rave, 
'Yith all our pasteboard passions and 
desires, 
Loves, hates, ambitions, and immortal 
fires, 
Are tossed pell-mell together in the 
grave. 
But stay! no age was e'er degenerate, 
Unless men held it at too cheap a rate, 
For in our likeness still we shape our 
fate. 
Ah, there is something here 
U nfathomed by the cynic's sneer, 
Sometbing that gives our feeble lig11t 
A high immunity from 
 ight, 
Something that leaps life's narrow bars 
To claim its birthright with the hosts of 
heav(
n ; 
A slIed of tmnshine that doth leaven 
25 


Our earthly dulness with the beams of 
stars, 
And glorify our clay 
'Vith light from fountains elder than 
the Day; 
A conscience more divine than we, 
A gladness fed with secret tcars, 
A vexing, forward-reaching sense 
Of some more noble permanence; 
A light across the sea, 
Which haunts the soul and will not 
let it be, 
Still glimmering from the heights of un- 
degenerate years. 


v. 


Whither leads the path 
To ampler fates that leads 1 
Not down through flowery 
meads, 
To reap an aftermath 
Of youth's vainglorious weeds, 
But up the steep, amid the wrath 
And shock of deadly-hostile creeds, 
'Vhere the world's best hope and 
stay 
By battle's flashes gropes a desperate 
way, 
And every turf the fierce foot clings to 
bleeds. 
Peace hath her not ignoble wreath, 
Ere yet the sharp, decisive word 
Light the black lips of cannon, and the 
sword 
Dreams in its easefnl sheath; 
But some day the live coal behind the 
though t, 
"-hether from Baäl's stone ob- 
scene, 
Or from the shrine serene 
Of God's pure altar brought, 
Bursts up in flame; the war of tongue 
and pen 
Learns with what deadly purpose it was 
fraught, 
And, helpless in the fiery passion caught, 
Shakes all the pillared state with shock 
of men : 
Some day the soft Ideal that we wooed 
Confronts us fiercely, foe-beset, pursued, 
Anù cries reproachful: ,,"T as it, then, 
my praise, 
And not myself was loved 1 Prove now 
thy truth; 
I claim of thee the promise of thy youth; 
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Give me thy life, or cower in empty 
phrase, 
The victim of thy genius, not its 
mate !" 
Life may be given in many ways, 
And loyalty to Truth be sealed 
As bravely in the closet as the field, 
So bountiful is Fate; 
But then to stand beside her, 
"Then craven churls deride her, 
To front a lie in arms and not to 
yield, 
This shows, methinks, God's plan 
And measure of a stalwart man, 
Limbed like the old heroic breeds, 
'Vho stands self-poised on man- 
hood's solid earth, 
Not forceLl to frame excuses for his 
birth, 
Fed from within with all the strength he 
needs. 


VI. 
Such was he, our 'Martyr-Chief, 
'Vhom late the Nation he had,led, 
With ashes on her heaù, .. 
'Vept with the passion of an angry grief: 
Forgive me, if from present things I 
turn 
To speak what in my heart will beat and 
bu rn, 
And hang my wreath on his world-hon- 
ored urn. 
Nature, they say, doth dote, 
And cannot make a man 
Save on some worn-out plan, 
Repeating ns by rote: 
For him her Old-World moulds aside she 
threw, 
And, choosing sweet clay from the 
breast 
Of the unexhausted West, 
'Yith stuff untainted shaped a hero new, 

 'Vise, steadfast ill the strength of God, 
and true. 
How beautiful to see 
Once more a shepherd of mankind in- 
deed, 
'Vho loved his charge, but never loved 
to lead ; 
One whose meek flock the people joyed 
to be, 
Not lured by any cheat of birth, 
But by his clear-grained human 
worth, 
And brave old wisdom of sincerity! 


They knew that outward grace is 
dust; 
They couIcl not choose lmt trust 
In that sure-footed minù's unfaltering 
skill, 
And supple-tempered will 
That bent lìke perfect steel to spring 
again and thrust. 
His was no lonely mountain-peak 
of mind, 
Thrusting to thin air o'er our cloudy 
bars, 
A sea-mark now, now lost in vapors 
blind ; 
Broad prairie rather, genial, level- 
lined, 
Fruitful and friendly for all human 
kind, 
Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of 
loftiest stars. 
Nothing of Europe here, 
Or, then, of Europe fronting mornward 
still, 
Ere any names of Serf and Peer 
Could Nature's equal scheme de.. 
face 
And thwart her genial will ; 
Here was a type of the true elder 
race, 
And one of Plutarch's men talked with 
us face to face. 
I praise him not; it were too late; 
And some innative weakness there must 
be 
In him who condescends to victory 
Such as the Present gives, and cannot 
wait, 
Safe in himself as in a fate. 
So always firmly he : 
He knpw to hide his time, 
And can his fame a.bide, 
Still patient ill his simple faith sub.. 
lime, 
Till the wise years dedde. 
Great captains, with their guns and 
drums, 
Disturb our judgment for the hour, 
But at last silence comes; 
These all are gone, and, standing like 
a tower, 
Our children sha.ll behold ]lis fame, 
The kindly-earnest, brave, foresee- 
ing man, 
Sagacious, patient, dreading praise, not 
blame, 
New birth of our new soil, the first 
American. 
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I strive to mix some gladness with my 
strain, 
Long as man's hope insatiate can But the sad strings complain, 
discern . .. And will not please the ear: 
Or only guess some more lllsplnng I sweep them for a pæan, but they wane 
goal . Again and Yt't again 
Outside of Self, endurmg as the Into a dirge, and die away, in pain. 
pole, In these brave ranks I only see the gaps, 
Along whose course the flying axles 'rhinking of dear ones whom the dumb 
burn . , turf wraps, 
Of spirits bravely-pitched, earth S Dark to the triumph which they died to 
manlier brood ; gain:. . 
LonO' as below we cannot find Fitlier may others greet tbe hvmg, 
The n
ed that stills the inexorable For me the past is unforgiving; 
mind ; . I with uncovered head 
So long this faith to some Ideal Good, Salute the sacred dead, 
Under whatever mortal names it "\Vho went, and who return not. _ Say 
masks, not so ! . 
Freedom, Law, Country, this ethereal 'T is not the grapes of Canaan. that repay, 
moo(l But the high faith that faIled not by 
That thanks the Fates for their seveTer the way; 
tasks, Virtue treads paths that end not in the 
Feeling its challenged pulses leap, grave; 
"\Vhih:> others skulk In subterfuges No bar of endless night exiles the brave; 
cheap, And to the saner mind 
And, set in Danger's van, has all the "\Ve rather seem the dead that stayed 
boon it asks, I behind. 
Shall win man's praise and woman's Blow""; tnlmpets, all your exultations 
love, blow! 
Shall be a wisdom that we set above For never sha11 their aureoled presence 
All other skills and gifts to culture de
r, lack: 
A virtue round whose forehead we lD- I see them muster in a gleaming row, 
wreathe . . . \Yith ever-youthful brows that nobler 
Laurels that with a hvmg passIOn show; 
breathe We find in our dun road their shining 
1Vhen other crowns grow, while we twine track; 
them, sear. In every nobler mood 
"\Vhat brings us thronging these high 1Ve feel the orient of their spirit glow, 
rites to pay, Part of our life's unaltprable good, 
And seal these hours the noblest of our Of all our saintlier aspiration; 
year, . They come tran
fig
red back, 
Save that our brothers found this bet- Secure from change in then hIgh-hearted 
tel' way 
 ways, 
Beautiful evermore, and with the rays 
Of morn on tJH'ir white Shields of Ex- 
pectation ! 


VIII. 
".,. e sit here in the Promised Land 
That flows with Freedom's honey and 
mil.k ; 
But 't was thpy won it, sword in hand, 
1tlaking the nettle danger soft for us as 
silk. 
We 'welcome back our bravest and our 
hest ; - 
Ah me! not all! some come not with 
the rest, 
'Vho went forth brave and bright as any 
here ! 


IX. 
But is there hope to save 
Even this ethereal essence from the 
grave? 
f "\Vhat ever 'scaped Oblivion's subtle 
wrong 
Save a few clarion names, or golden 
threads of song? 
Before my musing eye 
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The mighty ones of old sweep by, 
Disvoicëù now and insubstantial 
things, 
As noisy once as we; poor ghosts of 
ki ngs, 
Shadows of empire "holly gone to 
dust, 
And many races, nameless long ago, 
'ro darkness driven by that imperious 
gust 
Of ever-rushing Time that here doth 
blow: 
o visionary worlù, condition strange, 
Where naught abiding is but only 
ChanO'e 
Where the deep-boÌted stars themselves 
still shift and range! 
Shall we to more continuance make 
pretence 
 
Renown builùs tombs; a life-estate is 
'Vit ; 
And, bit by bit, 
The cunning years steal all from us but 
woe; 
Leaves are we, whose decays no har- 
vest sow. 
But, when we vanish hence, 
Shall they lie forceless in the dark 
below, 
Save to make green their little length 
of sods, 
Or deepen pansies for a year or two, 
Who now to us are shining-sweet as 
gods 
 
V\r as dying all they had the skill to do? 
That were not fruitless: but the Soul 
resents 
Such short-lived service, as if blind 
even t8 
Ruled without her, or earth could so 
endure; 
She claims a more divine investiture 
Of longer tenure than Fame's airy 
rents; 
Whate' er she touches doth her nature 
share ; 
Her inspiration haunts the ennobled 
air, 
Gives eyes to mountains blind, 
Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the 
wind, 
And her clear trump sings succor 
everywhere 
By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful 
mind; 
For soul inherit.s all that soul could 
dare : 


Yea, Manhood hath a wider span 
And larger privilege of life than man. 
The single deed, the private sacrifice, 
So radiant now through proudly-hid- 
den tears, 
Is covereù up erelong from mortal eyes 
\rith thoughtlpss drift of the de.cidu- 
ous years ; 
But that high privilege that makes all 
men peers, 
That leap of heart whereby a people 
rise 
Up to a noble anger's height, 
And, flameù on by the }'ates, not shrink, 
but grow more bright, 
That swift validity in noble veins, 
Of choosing danger and disdaining 
shame, 
Of being set on flame 
By the pure fire that iliel:) all contact 
base, 
But wraps its chosen with angelic might, 
These are imperishable gains, 
Sure as the sun, medicinal as light, 
These hold great futures in their lusty 
. reins 
And certify to earth a new imperial race. 


x. 
Who now shall sneer 1 
'Yho dare again to say we trace 
Our lines to a plebeian race 1 
Roundhead and Cavalier! 
Dumb are those names erewhile in battle 
loud; 
Dream-footed as the shadow of a cloud, 
They flit across the ear: 
That is best blood that hath most iron 
in 'to 
To edge resolve with, pouring without 
stint 
For what makes ma.nhood dear. 
Tpll us not of Plantagenets, 
Hapsburgs, amlGuelfs, whose thin bloods 
crawl 
Down from some victor in a border- 
brawl! 
How poor their outworn coronets, 
Matched with onp leaf of that plain civic 
wreath 
Our brave for honor's blazon shall be- 
queath, 
Through whose desert a rescued Nation 
sets 
Her heel on treason, and the trumpet 
hears 
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Shout victory, tingling Europe's sullen 
ear:; 
"
ith vain res
ntments anù more vain 
r
gr
ts ! 


XI. 
l' ot in nngrr, not in prÎ,le, 
Pure from passion's mixture rude 
}:Vl'I' to h.1SC t'art h allicll, 
Hut with far-heard gratitude, 
Still" ith heart and voice renewed, 
To heroes living and dear martyrs 
dead, 
The strain :-;hollld close that COllsecrdtes 
our bra, e. 
Lift the Ilt'art an(l1ift the head! 
Lofty lIt" its 11I00d and gra.ve, 
:K ot "ithout a martial ring, 
.K ot without a prouder trea.d 
And a peal of e
ultation : 
Little right has he to fling 
'l'hrough whose heart in 
uch an 
hour 
Bt.:ats no marl:h of conscious 
}.lower, 
S\\eeps no tumult of elation! 
'T is no )I<ln we celebrate, 
By his country's victories great, 
A hero half, and half the whim of 
Fate, 
But the pith and marrow of a 
X ation 
Drawing force from all her men, 
Highest, hum hlest, weakest, all, 
For lwr time of IH>pd, allli then 
Pulsing it again through them, 
Till the ba.<.;est can no longer ('owpr, 
Fer1in
 his 80ul spring up dh-inely tnll, 
Touched hut in passing b)T her mantle- 
hem. 
Come back, then, noble pride, for 't is 
her dowt"r ! 
How couhl popt ever tower, 
If his passion
, hopes, awl 1'('ars, 
If his triumphs anll his tt"ars, 
}\('I't not measure with his peo- 
ple Y 
Boom, cannon, hoom to all the winds 
anti wav('s ! 
Clash out, glad hC'lls, from every rock- 
in
 ste("ple ! 
Banners, allau('c with triumph, bend 
,"our stavps! 
And 'from (','cry mountain-peak 
Let lW(lcon-fire to answ
ring beacon 
sliCak, 


K'ltahdin tell Monadnock, 'Vhite- 
fat'c he, 
And so leap un in light from sea to sea, 
'rill the glad news Le 
nt 
.A('ross a kinùling continent, 
)laking earth feel mOl e firm and air 
breathe hraver: 
H Be proud! for she is saved, and all 
have IH'lped to save lwr! 
She that lifts up the manhood of 
the voor, 
She uf the opt'n soul and open door, 
'Vith room about her hearth for all 
manlind! 
'l'he lire is dreaùful in her eyes 110 
more; 
From her bold front the helm she 
doth unùinù, 
Sends all her handmaid annies back 
to spin, 
Anllllhls her navies, that so lately 
hurled 
Their cra!'hing battle, hold their 
thullllt"rs in, 
Swimming likc birds of calm along 
the unharmful shore. 
l' 0 challenge sends she to the elder 
worl(l 
That look
d askance and hated; a 
ligh t scorn 
Plays o'er ht'1" mouth, as round her 
mighty knees 
She calls her children back, and 
waits the morn 
Of nobler day, enthroned bet\\een her 
sulÜect seas." 


XII. 
Bow down, dpar Land, for thou hast 
found rplease ! 
Thy God, in these distempered days, 
Hath taught thee the sure wisdom of 
His wa '"s, 
And through thiñe pnemies hath wrought 
thy peacf' ! 
Bow (lown in prayer and praise! 

 0 pOOfPst in thy bordprs but may now 
Lift to tJlP jl1ster skies a wan's cnfran- 
chis('(1 hrow, 
o Beautiful! my Country! ours once 
morc ! 
Smoothing thy gold of war-dishe,.eIled 
hair 
O'er such swPpt bro\\s as never other 
wore, 
.And letting thy set lir s , 4 
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Freed from wrath's pale eclipse, 
The rosy edges of their smile lay bare, 
W'hat words divine of lover or of poet 
Could tell our love and make thee know 
it, 
Among the Nations bright beyond com- 
pare 1 


L'ENVOI. 


'Vhat were our lives wit110ut 
th ee 1 
'Vhat all our lives to save thee 1 
'Ve reck not what we gave thee; 
We will not dare to dOll bt thee, 
But ask whatever else, and we will 
dare! 


L'ENVÜI. 


TO THE 1tIUSE. 


WHITHER 1 Albeit I follow fast, 
In all life's circuit I but find, 
Not where thou art, but where thou 
wast, 
Sweet beckoner, more fleet than wind! 
I haunt the pine-dark solitudes, 
'Vith soft brown silence carpeted, 
AmI plot to snare thee in the woods: 
Peace I 0' ertake, but thou art fled ! 
I find the rock where thou didst rest, 
The moss thy skimming foot ha.th prest; 
All Nature with thy parting thrills, 
Like branches after birds new-flown; 
'fhy passage hill and hollow fills 
'Vith hints of virtue not their own; 
In dimples still the water slips 
"There thou hast dipt thy finger-tips; 
Just, just beyond, forever burn 
Gleams of grace without return; 
Upon thy shade I plant my foot, 
And through my frame strange raptures 
shoot; 
All of thee but thyself I grasp; 
I seem to fold thy huing shape, 
And vague air to my bosom clasp, 
Thou lithe, perpetual Escape! 
One mask and then another drops, 
And thou art secret as before: 
Sometimes with flooded ear I list, 
And hear thee, wondrous organist, 
From mighty continental stops 
A thunder of new music pour; 
Through pipes of earth and air and stone 
Thy inspiration deep is blown; 
Th
ough mountains, forests, open downs, 
Lakes, railroads, prairies, states, and 
towns, 


Thy gathering fugue goes rolling on 
From ,Maine to utmost Oregon; 
The factory-wheels in cadence hum, 
From brawling parties concords come; 
All this I hear, or seem to hear, 
But when, enchanted, I draw near 
To mate with \vord8 the various theme, 
Life seems a whiff of kitchen steam, 
History an organ-grinder's thrum, 
For thou hast sUpt from it and me 
And all thine organ-pipes left dumb, 
1\10st mutable Perversity! 


Not weary yet, I still must seek, 
And hope for luck next day, next week; 
I go to see the great man ride, 
Shiplike, the swelling human tide 
That floods to bear him into port, 
Trophied from Senate-hall and Court; 
Thy magnetism, I feel it there, 
Thy rhythmic presence fleet and rare, 
1\Iaking the Moh a moment fine 
'Vith glimpses of their own Divine, 
As in their demigod they see 
Their cramped ideal soaring free; 
'T was thou didst bear the fire about, 
That, like the springing of a mine 
Sent up to hea.ven the street-long shout; 
Full well I know that thou wast here, 
I t was thy breath that brushed my ear; 
But vainly in the stress and whirl 
I dive for'thee, the moment's pearl. 
Through every shape thou well canst 
run, 
Proteus, 'twixt rise and set of sun, 
'Vell pleased with logger-camps in 
1\Iaine 
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As where 'Milan's pale Duomo lies 
A f,tranded glad(>r on the plain, 
Its }waks and pinnacles of ice 
:Meltcd in many a quaint device, 
And sees, above the city's din, 
Afar its silent Alpint> kin: 
I track thee over carpets deep 
To wealth's and beauty's inmost keep; 
ÅCroc;s thc sauù of oar-room floors 
:Mid the stale reek of boosing boors; 
"'here drowse the hay-field's fragrant 
beats, 
Or the flail-heart of Autumn beats; 
I dog thee through the market's throngs 
To where the sea with myriad tongues 
Laps the green e<.lges of the pier, 
And the tall ships that eastward steer, 
Uurtsy tlH'ir farewells to the town, 
O'er the curved distance lessening down ; 
1 follow allwhere for thy sake. 
'fouch thy robe's ht'm, but ne'er 0' ertake, 
}'ind whpre, scarce yet unmoving, lies, 
'Varm from thy lim bs, thy last di:..;guise ; 
But thou anoth('r shape hast donned, 
And Im'cst still just, just beyond! 


Rut here a voice, I know not whence, 
Thrills clearly through my inward s('llse, 
Saying: U See where she sits at home 
'Vhile thou in search of her dost roam! 
All summer long her ancient wlwel 
'Vhir1s humming by the open door, 
Or, when the hickory's social zeal 
Sets the wiùe chimney in a roar, 
Close-nestled by the tinkling hearth, 
It modulates the household mirth 
'Vlth that sweet serious undertone 
Of duty, music all her own; 
Still as of old she sits and spins 
Onr hopes, our sorrows, and our sins; 
""ith equal care she twines the fates 
Of cottages and mighty states; 
She fìpins the earth, the air, the sea, 
The maiden's unschooled fancy free, 


The boy's first love, toe man's first grief, 
The hlHlding and the fall 0' the l('af; 
The piping west-wind's snowy care 
For h('r their cloudy fl('('ces spare, 
Or from the thorns of evil tinlt's 
She can glean wool to twist her rhymes; 
Morning and noon and eve supply 
To her their fairest tints for dye, 
But ev('1" through her twirling thread 
There spires onc line of warmest red, 
Tinged from the homestead's genial 
heart, 
The stamp and waITant of IlPr art ; 
\V ith this Time's sickle she outwears, 
And blunts the Sisters' baffled shears. 


" Harass her not: thy h('at and stir 
But greatcr coyness breed in her; 
Yet thou maYflt find, ere Agp's frost, 
Thy long apprenticeship not lost, 
Learning at last that Stygian Fate 
C"nbends to him that knows to wait. 
The :Muse is womanish, nor ùeigns 
lI('f love to him that Imles and plains; 
""ith proud, averted face she stands 
To him that wooes with empty llan(]s. 
Make thyself free of Manhood's guild ; 
Pull down thy barns and greater build; 
The wood, the mountain, and the plain 
"T ave breast-deep with the poet's grain; 
Pluck thou the sunset's fruit of gold, 
fHean from the heavens and ocean old; 
From fireside lone and trampling street 
Let thy life garner daily wbeat ; 
The epic of a Blan reh('arse, 
TIe something oetter than thy verse; 

Iake thyself rich, and then the Muse 
Shall court thy precious intprviews, 
Shall take thy head upon her knee, 
And such enchantment lilt to thee, 
That thou shalt hear the life-blood flow 
From farthest stars to grass-blades low, 
And find the Listener's science still 
Transcends the Singer's deepest skill ! " 




THE 


CATIIEDRAL. 


FAR through the memory sl1Ïnes a llappy 
day, 
Cloudless of care, down-shod to every 
sense, 
And simply perfect from itsown resource, 
As to a bee the npw campanula's 
Illuminate seclusion swung in- air. 
Such days are not the prey of setting 
suns, 
1\ or ever blurred with mist of after- 
thought; 
Like words made magical by poets dead, 
"Therein the music of all meaning is 
The sense hath garnered or the soul di- 
vined, 
They mingle with our life's ethereal part, 
Sweetening and gathering sweetness ever- 
more, 
By beauty's franchise disenthralled of 
time. 


I can recall, nay, they are present stilI, 
Parts of myself, the perfume of my m.inà, 
Days that seem farther off than Homcr's 
now 
Ere yet the child had loudened to th(> boy, 
And I, recluse from playmates, found 
perforce 
Companionship in things that not denied 
:Kor granted wholly; as is Nature's 
wont, 
""ho, safe in uncontaminate reserve, 
I..ets us mistake our longing for her love, 
Anù mocks with various echo of our- 
sehes. 


These first sweet frauds upon our con- 
sciousness, 
That blelHl the sensual with its imaged 
world, 
These virginal cognitions, gifts of morn, 
Ere 1ife grow noisy, and slower-footed 
thought 


Can overtake the rapture of the senSf", 
To thrust between ourselves anù what 
we feel, 
Have something in them secretly divine. 
Vainly the eye, once schooled to serve 
the brain, 
With pains deliberate studies to renew 
The ideal vision: seconù-thoughts are 
prosp ; 
For beauty's acme hath a tenn as brief 
As the wave's poise before it break in 
pearl. 
Our own breath dims the mirror of the 
sense, 
Looking too long and closely: at a flash 
'Ve snatch the essential grace of mean- 
ing ou 1., 
And that first passion beggars all be- 
hind, 
Jlpirs of a tamer transport prepossessed. 
"
ho, seeing once, has truly seen again 
The gray vague of unsympathizing sea 
That dragged his _Fancy from her moor- 
ings back - 
To shores inhospitable of eIdest time, 
Till blank foreboding of earth-gemlered 
powers, 
Pitil(>ss seignorips in the elements, 
Omnipotences blind that darkling smite, 

1isgave him, and repaganized the 
world 1 
Yet, by some subtler touch of sympathy, 
These primal apprehensions, dimly 
stirred, 
Perplex the eye with pictures from \\ ith- 
in. 
'rhis hath made poets dream of lives fore- 
gone 
III worlùsfantastical, more fair than ours; 
So Memory dleats us, glimpsing half- 
revealeù. 
Even as 1 "rite she tries her "onted 
spell 
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In that continuous redbreast boding 
rain: 
The bird I hear sings not from yonder 
elm; 
But the flown ecstasy my childhood 
heard 
Is vocal in my mind, renewed by him, 
Haply made sweeter by the accumulate 
th rill 
That threads my undivided life and 
steals 
A pathos from the years and graves be- 
tween. 


" 


I know not how it is witIl other men, 
\Vhom I but guess, deciphering myself ; 
For me, once felt is so felt nevermore. 
The fleeting relish at sensation's brim 
.Had in it the best ferment of the wine} 
One spring I knew as never any since: 
All night the surges of the warm south- 
west 
Boomed intermittent through the'shud- 
dering elms, 
And brought a morning from the Gulf 
adrift, 
Omnipotent with sunshine, whose quick 
charm 
Startled with crocuses the sullen turf 
And wiled the bluebird to his whiff of 
song: 
One summer hour abides, what time I 
perched, . 
Dappled with noonday, under simmer- 
ing leaves, 
And pulled the pulpy oxhearts, while 
aloof 
An oriole clattered and the robins 
shrilled, 
Denouncing me an alien and a thief: 
fine morn of autumn lords it o'er the 
rest, 
When ill the lane I watched the ash- 
leaves fall, 
Balancing softly earthward without 
wind, 
Or twirling with directer impulse down 
On those fallen yesterday, now barbed 
with frost, 
"']lÏle I grew pensive with the pensive 
year : 
And once I learned how marvellous 
- winter was, 
\Vhen past the fence-rails, downy-gray 
with rime, 
I creaked adventurous o'er the spangled 
crust 


That made familiar fields set-ill far and 
strange 
As those stark wastes that whiten enù- 
lessly 
In ghastly solitude about the role, 
And gleam relentless to the unsetting 
sun: 
Instant the candid cham bel's of my brain 
Were painted with these sovran images; 
And later visions seem but copies pale 
From those unfading frescos of the })ast, 
\Vhich I, young savage, in my age of 
fUn t, 
Gazed at, and dimly felt a power in me 
Parted from Nature by the joy in her 
That doubtfully revealed me to myself. 
Thenceforward I must stand outside the 
gate; 
And paradise was paradise the more, 
Known once and barred against satiety. 


\Vhat we call Nature, all outside our- 
se] ves, 
I s but our own conceit of what we see, 
Our own reaction upon what we feel; 
The world's a woman to our shifting 
mood, 
Feeling with us, or making due pretence; 
And therefore we the more persuade our- 
selves 
To make all things our thought's con- 
feùerates, I 
Conniving with us in whate'er we dream. 
So when our Fancy seeks analogies, 
Though she have hidden what she after 
finds, 
She loves to cheat herself with feigned 
su rprise. 
I find my own complexion everywhere: 
No rose, I doubt, was ever, like the 
first, 
A marvel to the bush it dawned upon, 
The rapture of its life made visible, 
The mystery of its yearning realized, 
As the first babe to the first woman 
born ; 
No falcon ever felt delight of wings 
As when, an eyas, from the stolid cliff 
Loosing himself, he followed his high 
hf>art 
To swim on sunshine, masterless as 
wind ; 
And I believe the brown earth takes 
delight 
In the new snowdrop looking back at 
her, 
To think that by some'vernal alchemy 
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It could transmute her darkness into 
pf'arl ; 
'Yhat is the buxom peony after that, 
'Vith its coarse constancy of hoyden 
blush 1 
'Yhat the full summer to that wonder 
new? 


Rut, if in nothing else, in ns there is 
A 
ens(' fastiùious hardly reconcileù 
To the poor makeshifts of life's scenery, 
'Yhere the same slide must double all its 
parts, 
Shoved in for Tarsus and hitched back 
for Tyre. 
I blame not in the soul this daintiness, 
Uasher of surfeit than a humming-bin}, 
In things indifferent by St>nsc purveycd ; 
I t argues her an immortality 
And datel('ss incomt's of t:'xperie!lCf', 
This unthrift housekeeping that will not 
brook 
A dish warmed-over at the feast of life, 
And finds Twice stale, served with what- 
ever saucc. 
1'or matters much how it may go with- 
me 
'Yho dwel1 in Grub Street and a1l1 proud 
to drudge 
'Vhere men, my betters, wet their cru
t 
with tears : 
Use can make sweet the peach's shady 
side, 
That only by reflection tastes of sun. 


But she, my Princess, who will some- 
times deign 
:My garrct to illumine till the walls, 
Xarrow and dingy, scrawled with hack- 
npyetl thought 
(Poor }{ichard slowly elbowing Plato 
out), 
Dilate and drape themselves with tapes- 
tries 
l' ausikaa might have stooped 0' er, while, 
betwef'n, 
Mirrors, effaced in their own clearness, 
send 
Her only image 011 through deepening 
deeps 
'Yith endless repercussion of delight, - 
Bringer of life, witching cach scnse to 
soul, 
That sometimes almost givcs me to 
believe 
I might Ilave h(>('n a poet, WVf>S at least 
A braiu dt'saAl.mizpd, an (.;.\1" that make8 


l\fusic whcrf' none ie;, rmd a keener T,ang 
Uf eXI}\lisite surmise outleal,il1g 
thought, - 
Her will I pamper in ht:'l' luxury: 
No crumpled rose-leaf of too careless 
choice 
Shall bring a northern nightmare to ller 
dreams, 
Vexil1g with sense of eÀile ; hers shall 
be 
The invitiate firstlings of experiencf>, 
Vibrations felt but once and felt life- 
long: 
0, more than half-way turn that Grecian 
front 
Upon me, while with 
f>If-rrbuke I spen, 
011 the plain filh.t that con tines thy hair 
In conscious bounds of seeming unCOll- 
straint, 
The ]..
allght Ù" overplus, thy race's 
badge! 


One feast for her I secretly designed 
In that Old "T orld so strangely beautiful 
To us tIle disinherited of eld, - 
A day at Chartres, with no soul beside 
To roi1 with pedant prate my joy serene 
And make the minster shy of confidence. 
I went, and, with the Saxon'
 pious care, 
Fil'st ordt:'red dinner at the pea-green 
inn, 
The flies and I its only customers, 
Till by and by there came two English- 
men, 
'Vho made me feel, in their engaging 
way, 
I was a poacher on tneir self-preserve, 
J ntent constructively on lese-anglici
m. 
To them (in those old razor-ridden davs) 
.My beard tran
lated me to hosiile 
French; 
Ro they, fleshing guidance in tne town, 
Half condescendcd to my baser spllere, 
And, clubbing in one mess thcir lack of 
phrase, 
Set their best man to grapple with the 
Gaul. 
"Esker vous ate a nabitang1" he asked; 
" I never ate one; are they good ?" a
keù 
I - 
, 
,rhereat they stared, then laughed, anù 
we were friends, 
The seas, the wars, the centuries inter- 
po
ed, 
Aboli::;hctl in the truce of common speef'h 
Anù mutual comfort of the Dlother 4 
tonguè. 


I 
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Like esca
ed convicts of Propriety, 
They furtIvely partook the joys of men 
Glancing behind when buzzed sorn'e 
louder fly. 


Eluding these, I loitered through the 
town, 
'Vith hope to take my minster unawares 
In its grave solitude of memory. 
A pretty burgh, and such as Fancy loves 
For bygone grandeurs, faintly rumorous 
now 
Upon the mind t s horizon, as of storm 
Brooding its II reamy thunders far aloof 
That mingle with our mood but ndt 
disturb. ' 
Its once grim bulwarks, tamed to lovers' 
walks, 
Look down unwatcllful on the slidinO' 
Eure, Ö 
'Yhose listless leisure suits the quiet 
place, 
Lisping among his shallows homelike 
sounds 
At Concord and by Bankside heard be- 
fore. 
Chance led me to a public pleasure- 
ground, 
'Vhere I grew kindly with the merry 
groups, 
And blessed the Frenchman for his sim- 
ple art 
O
 being domestic in the light of day. 
HIs language has no word, we growl, for 
Home; 
But he can find a fireside in the sun 
Play with his child, make love 'and 
slu'iek his mind, ' 
By throngs of strangers undisprivacied. 
He 
akes 
is life 
 pu blic gallery, 
N or feels hImself tIll what he feels comes 
back 
In manifold reflection from without. 
While we, each pore alert with 
on- 
sciousncss, 
Hide our best selves as we had stolen 
them, 
Anli each bystander a detective were, 
Keen-eyed for every chink of unùisgui
e. 


So, musing o'er the problem which was 
best, - 
A life wil
e-windowed, shining all abroad, 
01' curtainS drawn to shield from sicrbt 
Ö 
profane 
The rites we pay to the mysterious I, - 


With outward senses furlouO'hed and 
head bowed Ö 
I Followed 
.ome fine instinct in my feet, . 
TIll, to un bcnd me from the loom of 
thought, 

oo
ing up sl
ddenly, I .found mine eyes 
Confronted wIth the mmster's vast re- 
}>ose. 
Silent and gray as forest-leaO'uered cliff 
Left inland by the ocean's s
w retreat, 
That 
ars afar the breeze-borne rote 
and longs, 
Remembering shocks of surf that clomb 
and fell, 
Spume-sl
rlingdown the baffled decuman, 
It rose before me, patiently remote 
Fl'om the great tides of life it breasted 
once, 
Hearing the noise of men as in a dream. 
I stood bef
re the triple northern port, 
Where dedIcated shapes of saints and 
kings, 
Stern faces bleared with immemorial 
watch, 
Looked down benignly grave and seemed 
to say, 
Ye come and go incessant; we re'm,ain 
Safe in the hallowed quiets of the past; 
Be re
erent, ye who .flit and are forgot, 
Of fmth so nobly realized as this. 
I seem to have heard it said by learnëd 
folk 
\Vho drench you with æsthetics till you 
feel 
As if all beauty were a ghastly bore, 
The faucet to let loose a wash of words, 
That Gothic is not Grecian, therefore 
worse ; 
But, being convince9. by much experi- 
ment 
How little inventiveness t.here is in man 
Grave copier of copies, I give thanks ' 
For a new relish, careless to inquire 
My pleasure's pedigree, if so it plem;e, 
Nobly, I mean, nor renegade to art. 
The Grecian gluts me with its perfect- 
ness, 
Unanswerable as Euclid, self-contained, 
The one thing finished in this hasty 
worlrl, 
Forever finished, though the barbarous 
pit, 
Fanatical on hearsay, stamp and shout 
As if a miracle coulll be encored. 
But ah! this other, this that never ends 
Still c1imbing, luring fancy still to climb; 
As full of morals half.divined as life, 
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Gracetul, grotesque, with ever new sur- 
p rise 
Of hazardous caprices sure to pleasE', 
Hpavy as nightmare, airy-light as f
rl1, 
Imagination's very self in stolle! 
"\\'ith one long sigh of infinite release 
:From peùantries past, present, or to 
conle, 
I looked, and owned myself a happy 
Goth. 
Your Llooù is mine, ye architects of 
dream, 
Builders of aspiration incomplete, 
So more consulIlmate, souls self-confi- 
dent, 
"\Vho felt your own thought worthy of 
record 
In monumental pomp! No Grecian drop 
Rebukes these veius that leap with kin- 
ùred thrill, 
After long exile, to the mother-tongue. 


Ovid in Pontus, puling for his Rome 
Of men invirile and disllatureù dames 
That poison sucked from the .Attic 
bloom decayed, 
Shrank with a shudder from the blue- 
eyed race . 
'Vhose force rough-handed should re- 
new the world, 
And from the dregs of Romulus express 
Such wille as Dante poured, or he who 
b]pw 
RolaJill's 'Vain blast, or sang the Carn- 
peador 
In Vt'r!\e that clanks like armor in the 
charge, - 
Homeric juice, if brimmed in Odin's 
horn. 
And they could build, if not the col- 
umned fane 
That from the height gleamed seaward 
many-hued, 
Somethin
 more friendly with their 
ruder skies: 
The gray spire, molten now in driving 
mist, 
K ow lulled with the incommunicable 
blue; 
The carvings touched to meanings new 
with snow, 
Or commented with fleeting grace of 
shaùe ; 
T}lt
 statues, motley as man's memory, 
rartial as that, so mixed of true and 
false, 
II istory and legend meeting with a kiss 


Across this bound-mark where their 
realms contine; 
The painted windows, freaking gloom 
with glow, 
Dusking the sunshine which tLey sepm 
to cheer, 
Meet symùol of the senses and the soul; 
And the whole pile, grilli with the 
Northman's thought 
Of life and death, and doom, life's equal 
fee, - 
These were before me: and I gazed 
abashed, 
Child of an age that lectures, not creates, 
Plastering our swallow-nests on the aw- 
ful Past, 
And twittering rounù the work of larger 
men, 
As we had buiIùed what we but deface. 
Far up the great bells wallowed in de- 
Jight, 
Tossing their clangors o'er the heeùless 
town, 
To call the worshi})pers who never came, 
01' women mostly, in loath twos and 
threes. 
I entered, reverent of whatever shrine 
Guards picty and solace for my kind 
Or givt:'s the soul a momcnt's truce of 
God, 
And shared decorous in the andent rite 
My sterner fathers held idolatrous. 
The service over, I was tranced in 
thought: 
Solemn the deepening vaults, and most 
to me, 
Fresh from the fragile realm of deal and 
paint, 
Or brick mock-pious with a marble 
front; 
801emn the ]ift of high-embowered roof, 
The clustered stems that spread in 
bonghs rlisleaved, 
Through which the organ blew a dream 
of storm, - 
Though not more potent to sublime 
with awe 
And shut the heart up in tranquillity, 
Than aisles to me familiar that o'erarch 
The conscious silences of brooding 
woo(ls, 
Centurial shadows, cloisters of thf' elk: 
Yet here waiot sense of undefined regret, 
Irreparable loss, uncertain what: 
'Vas all this grandeur but anachro- 
nism,- 
A shell divorced of it
 infonning life, 
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\Yhere the .priest honsed him 1ike a 
hermit-era b, 
An alien to that faith of elder days 
That gathpred round. it this fair shape 
of St011P 1 
Is old Religion but a spectre now, 
Haunting the solitud.e of darkened. 
minds, 
:Mocked out of memory by the sceptic 
cia.r ? 
Is there no corner safe from peeping 
Doubt, 
Sincc Gutcnberg made thought cosmop- 
olite 
And stretched electric threads from 
mind to mind? 
:N ay, did Faith build this wonder? or 
did Fear, 
That makes a fetish and misnames it God 
(Block ish or metaphysic, matters not), 
Contrive this coop to shut its tyrant in, 
Appeased with playthings, that he might 
not harm 1 


I turned and saw a beldame on her 
knees; 
'Vith "eyes astray, she told mechanic 
beads 
Before some shrine of saintly woman- 
hood, 
Bribed intercessor with the far-off Judge: 
Such my first thought, by kindlier soon 
rebuked, 
Pleading for whatsoever touches life 
With upward impulse: be He nowhere 
else, 
Got! is in all that liberates and lifts, 
In all that humbles, sweetens, and 'con- 
soles: 
Blessëd the natures shored on every side 
W'ïth landmarks of hereditary thought ! 
Thrice happy they that wander not life- 
long 
Beyond near succor of the household 
faith, 
The guarded fold that shelters, not con- 
fines ! 
Their steps find patience in familiar 
paths, 
Printed with hope by loved feet gone 
before 
Of parent, child, or lover, glorified 
By simple magic of dividing Time. 
:My lids were moistened as the woman 
knelt, 
And - was it will, or some vibration 
faint 


Of sacred Nature, deeper than the 
will ?- 
My heart occultly felt itself in hers, 
Through mutual intercession gently 
leagued. 


Or was it not mere sympathy of brain? 
..A sweetness intellectually conceived 
In simpler creeds to me impossible? 
A juggle of that pity for ourselves 
In others, which puts 011 such pretty 
masks . 
And snares self-love with bait of chmity? 
80mething of all it might be, or of none: 
Yet for a moment I was snatched away 
And had the evidence of things not seen; 
.For onc rapt moment; then it all came 
back, 
This age that blots out life with question- 
marks, 
This nineteenth century with its knife 
and glass 
That make thought physical, and thrust 
far off 
The Heaven, so neighborly with mall of 
old., 
To voids sparse-sown with alienated 
stars. 


'T is irrecoverable, that ancif'nt faith, 
Homely anù wholesome, suited to the 
tim e, 
"\Yith rod or candy for child-miIided 
men: 
No theologic tube, with lens on lens 
Of syllogism transparent, brings it 
near, - 
A t best resolving some new nebula., 
Or blurring some fixed-star of hope to 
mist. 
Science was Faith once; Faith were 
Science now, 
\V ould she but lay her bow and arrows by 
And arm her with the weapons of the 
time. 
R othing that keeps thought out is safe 
from thought. 
For there's no virgin-fort but self- 
respect, 
And Truth defensive hath lost hold on 
. God. 
Shall we treat Him as if He were a child 
That kp.ew not His own pUl'po
e? nur 
da re trust 
The Rock of Ages to their chemic trRts, 
Lest some ùay the all-
mstaining La
e 
di vine 
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RllOulcl f'lil from undrr us, <lissolved in 
gas? 
'flir 'lrIui ,1 eye that with a glance dig- 
c,'rus ' 
In a clry Llood-:..pc('k hct\\crn ox anù 
mall, 
Stares helpless at this miracle called 
life, 
This shaping potency brhiml the egg, 
'fhis drculatioll swift of deity, 
\"here suns anù systems inconspicuous 
float 
As the. poor blood-disks ill our mortal 
vems. 
Each ap:'
 must worshir its own thought 
of God, 
More or less earthy, clarifying still 
\Vith subsidence continuous of the dregs; 

 or saint nor sage could fix immutahly 
The fluent image> of the unstable Best, 
Still changing ill their very hands that 
wrought: 
To-clay's eternal truth To-morrow pro\"ed 
Frail as frost-landscapes OIl a window- 
paue. 
Meanwhile Thou smi1edst, inaccessible, 
At Thought's own suù
tallce made a cage 
for Thought, 
Ami Truth lo
ked fast with her own 
master-key; 
1'or dicl:-,t Thou reck what image man 
might make 
Of his own shadow on the flowing world; 
The climbing instinct was enough for 
Thee. 
Or wa
t 'fhou, then, an ebbing tide that 
left 
Strewn with dead miracle those elùest 
shores, 
For mell to <lry, and rlryly lpcture on, 
Thyst'lf thenceforth incapaùle of flood 1 
Idle who hopes with prophets to be 
snatched 
By virtue in thcÜ' mantles left bcJow ; 
Rhall the soul lÍ\re on other l11f'n'S rpport, 
lIc'rselt' a pleasing fahle of hrrself 1 

lan cannot be Goù's outlaw if 11p would, 
K or so abs('onù l1Ïm in the caves of 
sl'nsc 
But Kature still shaH search some crev- 
ice out 
\Yith messages of 
plendor from that 
Source 
"Yhich, (live l1e, soar he, bames still amI 
I tI rt>s. 
This life were bruti
h did we not some- 
times 


Ran> intimation ('lc'ar of \\Íd..r scope, 
lIints of occ'asioll infinite>, to kepI>> 
'I'll,> 
()ul alc>rt with llobll> discontent 
.\wl 
llwanl yearnings of un
tilled de- 
SIrt> ; 
Fruit1e>
s, except we now and then di- 
viue'll 
A mystery of Purpose, gleaming throuah 
TIIP secular confu
ions of the world, 0 
""hose will we darkl)' aCl:om plish, doing 
ours. 
No man can think nor in himself per. 
cei ,.e, 
Sometimes at waking, in the street 
sometimes, 
Or on the hillside, always un forewarned, 
A grace of lwing, finer than himself, 
That heckons anù is gone, - a larger 
life 
Ppon his own impinging, with swift 
glimpse 
Of spacious circ1ps luminous with mind, 
To which the ethereal sub.stance of his 
own 
Seems but gro
s cloud to make that 
visible, 
TouchNI to a sudden glory round the 
e( 1ge. 
\rho that llath known these visitations 
fleet 
\Y ould strive to make them trite amI 
ritual? 
I, that still I'rayat morning and at eve, 
Loving those roots that feed us from the 
past, 
And prizing more than Plato things I 
learned 
A t that Lc
t acaòf>me, a mòthrr's kne(>, 
Thrice in my life perhal's have truly 
prayed, 
Thrice, stincd below my conscious self, 
have felt 
That perfect disenthralment which is 
God; 
Xor know I which to hold worst 
enemy, - 
Him who on speculation's windy waste 
\Y ould turn me loose, stript of the rai- 
ment warm 
By Faith contrived against our naked- 
_ness, 
Or l1Ïm who, cruel-kind, would fain 
obscure, 
\Yith painted saints and paraphrase of 
Goel, 
The soul's east-window of divine sur- 
prise. 
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Where others worship I but look and 
long; 
For, though Dot recreant to my fathers' 
faith, 
Its forms to me are weariness, and most 
That ùrony vacuum of compulsory 
prayer, 
Still pumping phrases for the Ineffable, 
Though all the valves of memory ga
p 
and wlleeze. 
'Yords that have drawn transcendent 
meanings up 
From the best passion of all bygone 
time, 
Steeped through with tears of triumph 
and remorse, 
Sweet with aU sainthood, cleansed in 
martyr-fires, 
Can they, so consecrate and so inspired, 
By repetition wane to vexing winù ? 
Alas! we cannot draw habitual breath 
]n the thin air of life's supremeI' heights, 
We cannot make each meal a sacrament, 
Nor with our tailors be disbodied souls,- 
'Ve men, too conscious of earth's comedy, 
Who see two sides, with our posed selves 
debate, 
And only for great stakes can be sub- 
lime! 
Let us be than kfnl when, as I ùo here, 
We can read Bethel on a pile of stones, 
And, seeing where God has been, trust 
in Him. 


Brave Peter Fischer th
re in Nuremberg, 
:Moulding Saint Sebald's miracles in 
bronze, 
Put saint and stander-by in that quaint 
garb 
Familiar to him in his daily walk, 
Not doubting God could grant a miracle 
Then and in N urem berg, if so He would; 
But never artist for three hundred years 
Hath dared the contradiction ludiCrous 
Of supernatural in modern clothes. 
Perhaps the deeper faith that is to come 
'Vill see God rather in the strenuous 
dou bt, 
Than in the creed beld as an infant's 
hand 
Holds purposeless whatsois placed there- 
in. 


Say it is drift, not progress, none the 
less, 
'Vith the old sextant of the fathers' 
creed, 


'Ye shape our courses by new-risen stars, 
.And, still lip-loyal to what once w

 
truth, 
Smuggle new meanings under ancient 
names, . 
Unconscious perverts of the J esüit, Time. 
Change is the mask that all Continuance 
wears 
To keep us. youngsters harmlessly 
amused; 
Meanwhile some ailing or more watchful 
child, 
Sitting apart, sees the old eyes gleam 
out, 
Stern, and yet soft with humorous pity 
too. 
'Vhilere, men burnt men for a doubtful 
point, 
As if the mind were quenchable with 
fire, 
And Faith danced round them with her 
war-paint on, 
Devoutly savage as an Iroquois; 
N ow Calvin anù Servetus at one board 
Snuff in grave sympathy a milùer roast, 
And 0' ertheir claret settle Comte unread. 
Fagot and stake were desperately sin- 
cere : 
Our cooler martyrdoms are done in types; 
And flames that shine in controversial 
eyes 
Burn out no brains but his who kindles 
them. 
This is no age to get cathedrals huilt : 
Did God, then, wait for one in Bethle- 
hem? 
,V orst is not yet: 10, wl1ere his coming 
looms, 
Of Earth's anarchic childrpn latf'st born, 
Democracy, a Titan who hath learnt'(l 
To laugh at Jove's old-fashioned thun- 
derbolts, - 
Could he not also forge t}lern, if he 
would ? 
He, better skilled, with solvents merci- 
less, 
Loosened in air and porne on every wind, 
Saps unperceived: the calm Olympian 
height 
Of ancient order feels its bases yield, 
And pale gods glance for help to goùs as 
pale. 
'Vhat will be left of good or worshipful, 
Of spiritual secrets, mysteries, 
Of fair religion's gnardrd heritage, 
Heirlooms of soul, passed downward un- 
profaned 
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From cl(1E'!;t Incl1 This 'Yestern giant 
coarse, 
Scorning rt'finements which he lacks 
hillJself, 
Loves not llor heE'ds the ancestral hie- 
ran.hies, 
Each rank llt'pendE'nt on the next above 
In orllcrly grallatioll fixt'll as fate. 
Killg hy Illt're mall hood, nor allowing 
aught 
Of holier unction than the SWE'at of toil ; 
III his OW11 strength sufficient; calleù to 
hoh-e, 
On the rough t'ùges of sociC'ty, 
Problell1s IOJJg saered to the choicer few, 
And improvise what elsewhere meIl re- 
cdve 
As gifts of deity; tough founùling reared 
'Vbere (.very Ulan's his own 
lclchise- 
dck, 
How make him reverent of a King of 
kings? 
Or Judge self-made, executor of laws 
By him not first diseusseù and voted on? 
For him no tree of knowleùge is forbid, 
Or sWPt'ter if forbid. How save the 
ark, 
Or holy of holies, unrrofaned a day 
From his unscrupulous curiosity 
That handles everything as if to buy, 
TORsing aside wh:lt fabrics dplicate 
Suit not the rough-auù-tumble of his 
ways? 
'Vhat hope for those fine-nerved humani- 
ties 
That made earth gracious once with 
gen tIer arts, 
N ow the rude hands have caught the 
trick of thought 
And claim an equal suffrage with the 
brai n 1 


The born ai
ciple of an elaer timE', 
(To me sufficient, fl'iendlier than the 
new,) 
'Yho in m)9 blood feel motions of the 
Past, 
I thank benignant nature most for 
this, - 
A force of syml1athy, or can it lack 
Of character firm-planted, loosing me 
From the pent chamber of habitual 
Sf'1f 
To ùwell E'nlarged in alien modes of 
thought, 
Haply distasteful, wnolesomer for that, 
And through imagination to possess, 


As they were mine, the lives of other 
men. 
This growth original of virgin soil, 
By fa:-;l"Íllation felt in opl'osite
, 
Plt'asps aud shocks, t-ntices all11l'el turhs. 
In this brown-fisted rough, this bhirt- 
bleeved Ciù, 
This back wooù
 Charlemagne of empires 
new, 
\Vhose blunùering heel instinctively 
finds out 
The goutier foot of speechless dignities, 
'Vho, l1lt'eting Cresar's self, would slap 
his back 
Call him" oid Horse," and challenge to 
a drink, 
)ly lungs ùraw braver air, my breast 
dilates 
\Yith ampler manhood, and I front both 
worlùs, 
Of sense and spirit, as my natural fiefs, 
To shape and then reshape them as I 
will. 
It was the first man's charter; why not 
mine? 
How forfeit? when deposed in other 
hanùs
 


Thou shuddpr'st, Ovid 1 Dost in him 
forehode 
A new avatar of the large-1imbpù Goth, 
To break, or seem to break, tradition's 
clew, 
Anù chase to dreamland back thy goùs 
dethroned? 
I tI1Ìnk man's soul dwells nearer to the 
east, 
K earer to morning's fountains than the 
sun' 
Herself the source whence all tradition 
sprang, 
Hprself at once both lahvrilltIl and clew. 
The miracle fades out o(history, 
But faith and wonùer and the primal 
earth 
ArE' born into the world with every child. 
Shall this self-maker with the prying 
eyes, 
This creature disE'nchanted of respect 
By the X ew \Y orld's new fiend, Pub- 
]icity, 
'Vhose testing thumb leaves e\'er)'where 
its smutch, 
X ot one day ft'el within himself the need 
Of loyalty to better than him!'elf, 
That shall ennoble him with the upwanl 
look 1 
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ShaH he not catch the Voice that wan- 
ders earth, 
". it h sl'iri tual summons, dreamed or 
heard, 
As sometimes, just ere sleep seals up the 
sen
e, ' 
'Ve hear our mother call from deeps of 
,Time, . 
And, waking, find it vision, - nOlle the 
less 
The lwnediction bides, old skies return, 
And that unreal thing, pre-eminent, 

Iakes air and dream of all we see and 
feel ? 
Shall he divine no'strength unmade of 
votes, - 
Inward, impre.ßnable, found soon as 
sough t, 
Kot cognizable of sense, o'er sense su- 
prpme? 
His holy places may not he of stone, 
N or made with hands, yet fairer far than 
aught 
Ry artist feigned or pious ardor reared, 
Fit altars for who guards inviolate 
God's chosen seat, the sacred form of 
man. 
Doubtless his church will be no hospital 
}'ur superannuate forms and mumping 
shams, 
l' 0 parlor where men issue policies 
Of lifl>-assurance on the Eternal1\Iind, 
XOl' his religion but an ambulance 
1
 fetch life's wounded and malinger- 
ers in, 
Scorned by the strong; yet he, uncoIl- 
scious heir 
To the influence sweet of .Athens and of 
Rome, 
And old Judæa's gift of secret fire, 
Spite of himself shall surely learn to 
know 
And worship some ideal of himself, 
Some divine thing, large-hearted, broth- 
erly, 
:K ot nice in t:r;-ifles, a soft creùitor, 
Pleased with his world, and hating only 
cant. 
And, if his Church be doubtfu
 it is 
sure 
That, in a world, made for whatever else, 
Not made for mere enjoyment, in a 
world 
Of toil but ha1f-requitefl, or, at best, 
Paill in some futile currencv of hreath, 
A world of incompleteness, sòrrow swift 
And consolatiun laggH.rd, whatsoe'er 


The form of building or tne cr
ed pro- 
fesseù, 
The Cross, ùold type of shame to hom- 
age turneù, 
Of an unfinished life that swaJs the 
worM, 
Shall tower as sovereign emblem over 
all. 


rrhe kobold Thought moves with us 
whcn we shift 
Our J welling to escape him; perched 
aloft 
On the first load of household-stuff he 
went; 
For, "here the mind goes, goes old fur- 
niture. 
I,. who to Cha.rtres came to feed my eye 
And give to .Fancy one clear holiday, 
Sean
e 
aw the min:ster for the thoughts 
it stirred 
Buzzing o'er past and future with vain 
(luest. . 
Here once there stood a homely wooùen 
church, 
\Vhieh slow devotion nobly changed for 
this 
That echoes vaguely to my modern 
steps. 
By suffrage universal it was built, 
As practised then, for all the country 
came 
From far as Rouen, to give votes for 
God, 
Each vote a block of stone spcurely laid 
Obedient to the master's deep-mused 
plan. 
\Vill what our ballots rear, responsible 
To no grave forethought, stand so long 
as this? 
Delight like this the eye of after days 
Brightening with pride that here, at 
least, were men 
Who meant and. did the noblest thing 
they knew 1 
Can our religion cope with deeds like 
this? 
\Ve, too, build Gothic contract-shams, 
heeR use 
Our deacons have discovered that it pays, 
And pewS sell better under vaulted 1'oufs 
Of plaster painted like an Indian squaw. 
Shall not that \Vestern Goth, of whom 
we spok(
, 
So fierl'ely practical, 
o kerm of <'ye, 
Find out, some day, that llutÌ1iug }Jays 
1m t God, 
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en.(,ll wlu,tlH'r on the smok('-shut hat- 
tle-fit.ld, 
] n work (J },:;cu re dOI)(, honestly, or vottA 
}<'or truth u1lpopular, or faith l w nailltaillcd 
To ruiuous convidions, or gootlllet.tls 
"Yruught for gOtltl's sake, mi1Jllle
 uf 
llt.an'n ur hell 1 
Shall ht. 1I0t It>arn that all prospt'rity, 
'rhost' hast's 
trt.tch 110t dl.l1,er thau tht' 
st'nse, 
Is hut a trick of tltis world's atmo
p}ll're, 
.A dt'selt-l,u11I luimge of spin' ilmillunlt', 
Or tillli too late, the Past'
 long ll'ssolt 
m isst'd, 
That dust th(' prophets 
hake from off 
t IIt.i r fl'..t 
Grows Ilea\ y to ùrag down both tOWt'r 
allù \\ all? 
I kllow 110t; but, sustaineù by sure 
helieI' 
1.'hat man 
till rises le\"el with the height 
Uf nol,le:;t ol'portunitips, or makt.s 

uch, if the time supply not, I can wait. 
I gaZt' roul1ù on the windows, priùe of 
Fl'allCe 
Each the L;'ight gift of some mechanic 
gllilll 
,rho loveù their city and thought gold 
well spent 
To mak(' her heautiful with pipty; 
I pansl', t1"3l1sfigureJ. Ly some stripe of 
bloom, 
And my miml throngs with shining 
augnrit's, 
Circle on circ1e, bright as sprapl1Ím, 
'\ïth gc,JIlen trumppts, si}pnt, that await 
'fhe signal to Llow news of good to men. 


ThC'n the revulsion came that always 
cOllies 
.Aftf'r these dizzy elations of thp mind: 
.And with a passionate pang of doubt I 
cripd, 
"0 monntain-born, sweet with snow- 
filtt'rpll air 
}'rom uneontaminate wens of pthpr drawn 
And nevpr-broken secrecies of sky, 
}'rccdom, with anguish won, IlIì
prized 
till lost, 
They kt>Pl' thee not who from thy sacrell 
t'yes 
Catch tllt> consuming Just of sensual 
gooù 
And the brute's license of ullfetterell 
will. 
Far from the popular shout nnd venal 
breath 


Of ('II'o1l h!o\\'in
 th(' moL's haser mind 
To ),ubblps of \\ iwl-piloteù cUllceit, 
Thou shrillkt.
t, gathl'rÏ1w up thy 
kirts, 
to hiùe 0 
In fortresses of !-o1itary thought 

\.1HI private virtue strung in self-re- 
straint. 
M u
t we too forfeit thee misunderstood, 
Contt'llt with Hames, nor iuly wise to 
know 
That Ll'st things perish of their own ex- 
cess, 
.\ml'l'lality O't.r-ù1Íven becomes defect! 

 :W, is it thou inùeeù that we hay 
w gli1llps(',I, 
Or rather such illusion as of olù 
Through ...\thells glilled menaùlike and 
!:OlUP, 
.\ shape of vapor, mother of vain drpams 
.\U111llutinous tnulitions, spt.cious pip<\. 
Of the þlaiv
,ù tyrant anù long-mcmoried 
prIest? 


I walked forth sadùened; for all thought 
is sad, 
.\l1Ù It'aves a bitteri:)h savor in the 
brain, 
Tonie, it may be, not delectablE', 
.\1ll1 tnrut'd, relucbmt, for a parting look 
At those old weather-pitteù images 
Of hygone strugglp, now so sternly calm. 
.\ hout their shoulùers sparrows hall 
huilt nests, 
.And flntt('rPtl, chirping, from gray perch 
to pen'h, 

 ow on a lllitr(' poising. now a crown, 
Irrpycrpntly happy. "Thile I thought 
How confitlent they were, what, cardess 
hearts 
Flew on those 1ightsome wing<; and 
shared the sun, 
A larger shaùow cl'o!'scd; and looking 
np. 
I saw where, npsting in tlw hoary towprs, 
Thp sparrow-hawk slid forth on noise- 
1t.s
 air, 
"Tith sidp}ong hpad that. watched the 
joy below, 
Grilli X orman baron o'('r this clan of 
K..lts, 
ElldllrÌIIg' Xahlr(', fo)'{'(' cons('r\"atjn', 
IJIIlitft'reut to our noi
y whims! 'It'n 
prate 
Of allllt"aùs to au ("I"al graù(' cashit>red 
On len'} with the ,11l1It':-.t, nnil t'
lwct 
(:4il'k of 110 worse ùi
tempcr than them. 
t;('lves) 
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A wonòrolls clue-aU in equality; 
They reason that To-murruw must be 
,vise . 
B('cause To-day 'was not, nor Yesterday, 
.A
 if good days w('re .shapen of thelll- 
sehres, 
K ot of the very lifeblood of men's souls; 
l\leanwhile, long-suffering, imperturb- 
able, 
rfllOU quiet1y complet'st thy syllogism, 

\ 11d fl'Olll the premise sparrow hen' below 
Draw'st sure conclusion of the hawk 
ahove, 
Pleased with the soft-billed songster, 
pleased no less 
'Yith the fierce beak of natures aquiline. 


Thou beautiful Old Time, now hid away 
In the Past's valley of Avilion, 
Haply, like Arthur, till thy wounù be 
healed, 
Then to. reclaim the sword and crown 
again ! 
Thrice beautiful to us ; perchance less 
fair 
To who possessed thee, as a mountain 
seems 
To dwellers round its bas('s lmt a lleap 
Of barren obstacle that lairs the storlll 
And the avalanche's silent bolt hoMs 
back 
Leashed with a hair, - meanwhile some 
far-off clown, 
Hereditary delver of the plain, 
Sees it an unmoved vision of repose, 
N est of the morning, and conjectures 
thpre 
The ùance of streams to idle shepherds' 
pipes, 
And f
Ürer hahitations Roftly hung 
On breezy slopes, or bill in vall('ys cool, 
For happier men. No mortal ever 
dreams 
That the scant isthmus he encamps upon 
Betwe(>n two oceans, one, the Stormy, 
pas
eù, 
And one, the Peaceful, yet to venture 
on, 


Has been that future whereto prophets 
Yl'al1led 
For the fulfilment of Earth's cheated 
Lopp, 

hall be that past which nerveless l)oets 
moan 
As the lost opportunity of song. 
o Power, more near my life than life 
itself 
(Or wbat seems lif
 to us ill sense im- 
mured), 
Even as the roots, sllUt in the darksome 
earth, 
Share in the tree-top's joyance, and 
cOllceive 
Of sunshine and wide air and wingëd 
thiugs 
By sympathy of nature, so do I 
Have evidence of Thee so far above, 
Yet in and of me! Rather Thou the 
root 
Invisibly sustaining, l1id in light, 
Not darkness, or in dmkness made by 
us. 
If sometimes I must hear good men 
debate 
Of oUlt'r witness of Thyself than Thou, 
As if there needed any help of onrs 
To nurse Thy Bickering life, that else 
must cpase, 
Blown out, as 't were a candle, l)y men's 
breath, 
:My soul shan not l)c taken in their snare, 
To c1lauge her inward surety for their 
doubt 
1\1ufiled from sigl1t in formal robes of 
proof : 
'Yhilt> she can only feel herself through 
Th ce, 
I fpar not Thy withdrawal; more I fpar, 
Seeing, to know Thee not, hoodwillkell 
with drpams 
Of signs and wonders, while, unnoticed, 
Thou, 
'Valking Thy garden still, commun'st 
with men, 
:l\1issed in the commonplace of miracle. 
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u Coscienza fusca 
o deUa propria 0 dell' altrui vergogna 
Pur s{'ntirà la tua parola brusca." 


If I let fall a word of bitter mirth 
When public shamC's more shameful pardon WOD, 
Some have misjudged me, and my service done, 
If small, yet faithful, deemed of little worth: 
Through veins that ùrew their life from Western earth 
Two hundred years and more my blood hath run 
In no polluted course from sire to son j 
And thus was I preùestined ere my birth 
To love the soil w}wrewith my fibres own 
Instinctive symI)athies j yet Ìove it so 
As honor would, nor lightly to dethrone 
Judgment, the stamp of manhood, nor forego 
The son's right to a mot11er dearer grown 
With growing knowledge and more chaste than snow. 
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* * * Readers, it is hoped; will rememb
r that, by his Ode at the Harvard Com- 
memoration, the author had precluded hlmsel
 from many of the n
tuf'al. ou
lets 
of thou"'ht and feelinO' common to such occaSIOns as are celebrated In thIS lIttle 
o 0 
volume. 


ODE 


READ AT THE OXE HU
DREDTH A

I- 
VER
ARY OF THE FIGHT AT CO
CORD 
BRIDGE. 


19TH APRIL, 1875. 
I. 
"r no cometh over the hins, 
Her garments with morning sweet, 
'rJlf> dance of a thousand rills 
Making music before her feet î 
HeI.: presence freshens the air; 
Rnnshine steals light from her face; 
'rhe h'atlen footstep of Care 
Lpaps to the tune of her pace, 
Fairness of all that is fair, 
Grace at the heart of all grace, 
Hweetener of hut and of hall, 
Bringer of life out of naught, 
Fn,>ptlom, 0, fairest of aU 
The daughters of Time and Thought! 
II. 
Rhe cometh, cometh to-day: 
Hark! hear Yl' not her trearl, 
Rending a thrill thron
h yonI' clay, 
e nùer the soù there, ye dead, 
Her llurslings and champions? 
Do ,ye not hpar, as she comes, 
'l'he o ba.y of the deep-moutheù guns, 


The gathering buzz of the drums 1 
The bells that called ye to prayer, 
How wildly they clamor on her, 
Crying, "She cometh ! prepare 
Her to praise and her to honor, 
That a hundred years ago 
Seattered here in Llood and tears 
Potent seeds wherefrom should grow 
Gladness for a hunùred years! " 
III. 
Ten me, young men, have ye seen, 
Creature of diviner mien 
For true hl>arts to long and cry for, 
:Manly hearts to live and die for? 
'Yhat hath she that others want? 
Brows that all endearml'nts haunt, 
Eves that make it sweet to dare, 
S
1Íles that glad untimely death, 
Looks that fortify despair, 
TOIles more brave than trumpet's breath; 
Tl'll me, maidens, have ye known 
Household charm more sweetly rare, 
Grace of woman amplpr blown, 
:Modesty more debonair, 
Younger heart with wit fun grown 1 
o for an hour of my prime, 
The pulse of my hotter Yl'ars, 
That I might praise her in rhyme 
\V ould tingle yonI' eyelids to tears, 
Our sweetness, our strength, and our star, 
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Our hopp, our joy, and our trust, 
Who lifted us out of the dust, 
And made us whatever we are! 


IV. 
Whiter than moonshine upon snow 
Her raiment is, but round the hem 
Crimson stained; and, as to and fro 
Her sandals flash, we see 011 them, 
And 011 her instep veined with blue, 
Flecks of crimson, on those fair ft>et, 
HiO'h-al'ched, Diana-like, and fleet, 
Fit for no grosser stain .than dew: . 
o call them rather chnsms than stams, 
S
cred and from heroic veins! 
For in the glory-guarded pass, 
He; haughtv and far-shining head 
She bowed to shrive Leoniùas 
'Vith his imperishable dead; 
H
r, too, Morgarten saw, 
Where the Swiss lion fleshed his icy paw; 
She followed Cromwell's quenchless star 
Where the grim Puritan tread 
Shook Marston, Naseby, and Dunbar: 
Yea, on her feet are dearer dyes 
Yet fresh, nor looked on with un tearful 
eyes. 
v. 
Our fathers found her in the woods 
Where Nature meditates amI broods, 
The seeùs of unexampled t.hings 
Which Time to consummation brings 
'Through life and death anù man's un- 
stablp moods; 
They met her here, not rerognized, 
A sylvan huntress clothed in furs, 
'fo 
\'hose chaste wants her bow sufficed, 
N or dreamed what destinies were hers: 
She taught them bee-like to create 
Their simpler forms of Church and State; 
She taught them to endue . . 
The past with other functIOns than It 
knew 
And turn 'in channels strange the uncer- 
tain stream of Fate; 
Better than all, she fenced them in Uleir 
need 
With iron-handed Duty's sternest creed, 
'GainstSelf's lean wolf that ravens worù 
and deed. 


VI. 
'Vhy cometh she hither to-day 
To this low village of the plain 
Far from the Present's loud highway, 
From Trade's cool heart and seething 
brain 1 


""-hv cometh she? She was not far away. 
Sinëe the soul touched it, not in vain, 
"\Yith J}athos of immortal gain, 
'1' is here her fondest memories stay. 
She lovt>s yon pine-hemurmured l'Ídgc 
'Vhere 1l0wonr bmad-browed poet slcpps, 
Dear to both Englallds; near him he 
"\Vho wore the ring of Canace; 
But most her heart to rapture leaps 
\Vhere stood that era-parting bridge, 
O'er which, with footfall still as dew, 
The Old Time J)assed into the New; 
,V here, as your stealthy river creeps, 
He whispers to his listening weeds 
Tales of sublimest homespun deeds. 
Here English law and English thought 
'Gainst the self-will of England fought; 
And here were men (coequal with their 
fate), 
'Vho did great things, unconscious they 
were great. 
They dreamed not what a die was cast 
'Yith that first answering shot; what 
then ? 
There was their duty; they were men 
Schooled the soul's inward gospel to obey, 
ThouO'h leading to the lion's den. 
They f'elt the habit-hallowed world give 
way 
Reneath their lives, and on went they, 
Unhappy who was last. 
"\Yheu Buttriek gave the word, 
That awful idol of the unchallenged Past, 
Strong in tlwir love, anù in their lineage 
strong, 
Fcll crashing: if they heard it not, 
Yet the earth heard, 
N or ever hath forgot, 
As on from startled throne to t1uone, 
"\Vhere Superstition sate or conscious 
Wrong, 
A shudder ran of some dread birth un- 
known. 
Thrice venerable spot! 
River more fateful than the Rubicon ! 
0' er those red planks, to snatch her dia- 
dem, 
Man's Hope, star-girdled, sprang with 
them, 
And over ways untried the feet of Doom 
strode on. 


VII. 
Think you these felt no charms 
In their gray homesteads and embowered 
farms? 
In household faces waiting at tIle door 
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Their eVf"ning step should lighten up no 
more , 
I n fields tllPir boyish feet had known 1 
In trees their fathers' hands had set, 
And which with them had grown, 
'Vitll'ning each Yl'ar their leafy coronet? 
Felt they no pang of pa"tsionate regret 
For those unsolid gooùs that seem so 
much our own? 
These things are dear to every man that 
lives, 
Aud life prized more for what it lends 
than gives. 
Yea, many a tie, by ib'ration sweet, 
Strove to detain their fatal feet; 
And yet the enduring half they chose, 
'Vhose choice decides a man life's slave 
or king, 
The in visible things of God before the 
seen amI known : 
Therefore their memory inspiration blows 
'Vith echoes gathering on from zone to 
zone ; 
For manhood is the one immortal thing 
Beneath Time's changeful sky, 
And, where it lightened once, from age 
to age, 

len come to learn, in grateful pilgrim- 
age, 
That length of days is knowing when to 
die. 
VIII. 
'Vhat marvellous change of things and 
men ! 
She, a world-wandering orphan then, 
So mighty now! Those are hpr streams 
That whirl the myriad, myriad wheels 
Of all that does, and all that dreams, 
Of all that thinks, and all that feels, 
'rhrough spaces stretched from sea to sea ; 
By idle tongues aUtI busy brains, 
By who doth right, and who refrains, 
Hers are our losses and our gains; 
Our maker and our victim she. 


IX. 
Maiden half mortal, half divine, 
'Ye triumphed in thy coming j to the 
brinks 
Our hearts were filled with pride's tu- 
multuous wine; 
Better to-day who rather feels than 
thinks. 
Yet will some graver t110ughts intrude, 
And cares of sterner mood; 
They won tlWf': who shall keep thee? 
From the deeps 


'Vhcre discrowned empires o'er their 
ruins brood, 
And many a thwarted hope wrings its 
weak hands and weeps, 
I hear the voice as of a mighty wind 
From all heaven's caverns rushing un- 
confined, 
"I, Freedom, dwell with Knowledge: 
I abide 
\Vith men whom dust of faction cannot 
blind 
To the slow tracings of the Eternal 
Mind; 
'Vith men ùy culture trained and for- 
tified, 
Who bitter duty to sweet lusts prefer, 
Fearless to counsel and obey. 
Conscience my sceptre is, and law my 
sword, 
Not to be drawn in passion or in play, 
But terrible to punish and deter; 
Implacable as God's word, 
Like it, a shepherd's crook to them thd 
blindly err. 
Your firm-pulsed sires, my martyrs and 
my saints, 
Shoots of that only race whose patient 
sense 
Hath known to mingle flux with per- 
manence, 
Rated my chaste denials and restraints 
Above the moment's dear-paid para- 
dise : 
Beware Jest, shifting with Time's gradual 
creep, 
The light that guided shine into your 
eyes. 
The envious Powers of ill nor wink not 
sleep: 
Be therefore timely wise, 
Nor laugh when this one steals, and that 
one lies, 
As if your luck could cheat those sleep- 
less spies, 
Till the deaf Fury comes your house to 
sweep! " 
I hear the voice, and unaffrighted bow ; 
Ye shall not be prophetic now, 
Heralds of ill, that darkening fly 
Between my vision and. the rain bowed 
sky, 
Or on the Jeft your hoarse forebodings 
croak 
From many a bJm
ted bough 
On Y ggdrasil's storm-sinewed oak, 
That once was green, Hope of the 'Vest, 
as thou : 



410 


THREE MEMORIAL POEMS. 


Yet pardon if I tremble while I boast; 
For 1 have loved as those who pardon 
most. 


x. 
Away, ungrateful doubt, away! 
At least she is our own to-day. 
Break into rapture, my song, 
Verses, leap forth in the sun, 
Bt'aring t.he joyallce along 
Like a train of fire as ye run! 
Pause not for choosing of words, 
Let them but blossom and sing 
Blithe as the orchards and birds 
"\Vith the new coming of spring! 
Dance in your jollity, bells; 
Shout, cannon; cease not, ye drums' 
Answer, ye hillside and dells; , 
Bow, all ye people! She comes, 
Radiant, calm-fronted, as when 
She hallowed that April day. 
Stay with us ! Yes, thou shalt stay, 
Softener and strengthener of men, 
Freedom, not won by the vain, 
Not to be courted in play, 
Not to be kept wi thou t Imin. 
Stay with us! Yes, thou wilt stay, 
Handmaid and mistress of an, W 
Kindler of deed and of thought, 
'l'hou that to hut and to hall 
Equal de1iyerance brought! 
Souls of her martyrs, draw near, 
Touch our dull lips with your fire, 
That we may praiRe ,,,"ithout fear 
Her our delight, our desire, 
Our faIth's inextinguishable star, 
Our hope, our remembrance, our trust, 
Our l>resellt, our past, our to be, 
Who will mingle her life with our dust 
And makes us deserve to be free ! 


UNDER THE OLD ELM. 


POEM READ AT CAMBRIDGE ON THE 
HUNDREDTH A
XIVEHRARY OF WASH- 
INGTON'S TAKING COM.YIAND OF THE 
A:\IERlCAN ARMY, 3D JULY, 1775. 


1. 
1. 
"'?'OItDS pass as wind, but where great 
depds were done 
A power abides trausfused from sire to 
son: 
The boy feels deeper meanings thrill his 
ear, 


That tingling through his pulse life-long 
shall run, 
'Vith sure impulsion to keep honor clear 
"\Vhen, pointing down, his father whis
 
}>crs, "Here, 
Here, where we stand, stood he, the 
purely Great, 
"\Vhose soul no siren passion could un- 
sphere, 
Then nameless, now a power and mixed 
with fate." 
Historic town, thou holdest sacred dust, 
Once. known to men as pious, learllëù, 
Just, 
And one memorial pile that dares to last; 
But :l\Iemory greets with reverential kiss 
No spot in aU thy circuit sweet as this, 
Touched by that modest glory as it past, 
O'cr which yon elm hath piously dis- 
played 
These hundred years its monumental 
shade. 
2. 
Of our swift passage through tl1Ïs scenery 
Of life and l1eath, more durable than we, 
"\Vhat landmark so congenial as a tree 
Repeating its grpenlegend every spring, 
And, with a yearly ring, 
Hpcording the fair seasons as they flee, 
Type of our brief but still-reneweù 
mortality? 
"\Ve fall as leaves: the immortal trunk 
remains, 
Buildeù with costly juice of hearts and 
brains 
Gone to the mould now, whither all that 
be 
Vanish :returnless, yet are procreant still 
In human lives to come of good or ill, 
And feed unseen the roots of Destiny. 


II. 
I. 
1\IEx's monuments, grown old, forget 
their names 
They should eternize, but the place 
"\Vhere shining souls have passed im bibes 
a grace 
Beyond UH're earth; some sweetness of 
their fames 
Leaves in the soil its unextinguished 
trace, 
PllngPllt, pathetic, sad with nobler aims, 
That penetrates our lives and heightens 
them or shames. 
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This insubstantial world and fleet 
Seems solid fur a 1ll0lllPUt Wht'll wc stand 
On tlnst I'uuublt'd by Ilt
roic feet 
Ouce mighty to snstain a tottering land, 
.Aucllllighty still such hurthl'll to ul'bt'ar, 
Nor dOOIHc(1 to tread the path of tLillgs 
that Illprely wcre : 
Our St'USC, refiw'd with virtue of the spot, 
Across 1.111' mists of Lethe's sleepy stream 
Ueealls him, the sole chief without a 
blot, 
No more a pal1i<1 image and a dream, 
But as he tlwclt with men decorously 
supreme. 
2. 
Our grosser minds need this terrestrial 
lJÌu 1. 
To mist' long-buried days from tombs of 
print: 
"Here stood he," softly we repeat, 
And 10, the statue shrined and still 
In that gray minster-front we Cc.1.11 the 
Past, 
Feels in its frozen veins our pulses thriU, 
Breathes living air and mocks at Ðeath's 
deceit. 
It walins, it stirs, comes down to us at 
last, 
Its features human with familiar light, 
A man, bt>yond the historian's art to kill, 
Or sculptor's to efface with patient chisel- 
blight. 
3. 
Sure the dum b earth hath memory, nor 
for naught 
"or as Fancy gÏ\,-en, on whose enchanted 
loom 
Present and Past commingle, fruit and 
bloom 
Of one fair bough, inseparably wrought 
Into the sealllh'ss tapestry of thouO'ht. 

o charmed, with ulldeluùpù eye \
e see 
J 11 history's fragmentary tale 
Bright clews of continuity, 
Lt'J.rn that high natures over Time pre- 
vail, 
And ft'el ourselves a link in that entail 
That Linrls all ages past with all that 
are to be. 


III. 
l. 
REXF..\TH our consecrated elm 
A ct>ntury ago he stood, 
}'amed vaguely for that old fight in the 
wooù 


"-hose rp(1 surge sought, but could not 
overwllt"'hll 
The life ron'doomed to wield our rough- 
hewn helm: - 
From l'olll'gl's, where now the gown 
'ro arms had yielJed, from the town, 
Our rude 
df-suIl1moned levit's Hocked 
to see 
The new-come chiefs and wonder which 
was he. 
No need to question long; close-lipped 
and tall, 
Long trained in murder-brooding forests 
lone 
To bridle others' clamors and his own, 
Firmly erect, he towered above them 
an, 
The incarnate discil)line that was to 
free 
'Vith iron curb that armed democracy. 


2. 
A motley rout was that which came to 
stare, 
In raiment tanned by years of SUll and 
storm, 
Of every shape that was not uniform, 
Dotted with regimentals here and there; 
An army all of captains, used to pray 
And stitf in tight, but serious drill's 
despair, 
Skilled to debate their orders, not 
ohey ; 
Deacons were there, selectmen, men of 
note 
III half-tamed hamlets ambushed round 
with woods, 
Ready to settle Freewill by a vote, 
Rut largely liberal to its P rivate moods. 
I ) , 
rompt to assert by manners, voice, or 
pen, 
Or ruder arms, their rights as English- 
men, 
N or much fastiùious as to how and 
when: 
Yet seasoned stuff and fittest to create 
A thought-staid army or a lasting 
state: 
Haugh ty they saiù he was, at first; 
severe ; 
But owneù, as all men own, the steady 
hand 
Fpon the britllf', patient to command, 
Prized, as aU prize, the justice pure 
from fear, 
And learned to honor first, then love 
him, then revere. 
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Such power there is in clear-eyed self- 
restraint 
Aud purpose clean as light from every 
seltbh taint. 


3. 

I using beneath the legendary tree, 
The years between furl off. I seem to 
see 
The sun-flecks, shaken the stin'ed foliage 
through, 
Dapple with gold his sober buff and 
blue 
And weave prophetic aureoles round the 
head 
'l'hat shines our beacon now nor darkens 
with the dead. 
0, man of silent mood, 
A stranger among strangers then, 
How art thou since renowned the Great, 
the Good, 
Familiar as the day in all the homes of 
men! 
The wingëd years, that winnow praise 
and blame, 
Blow many names out: they but fan to 
flame 
The self-renewing splendors of thy fame. 


IV. 
1. 
How many subtlest influences unite, 
'Yith spiritual tonch of joy or pain, 
Inyisible as air and soft as light, 
To body forth that image of the hrain 
Vol e ca1l our Country, visionary shape, 
Loved more than woman, fuller of fire 
than wine, 
"Those charm can none define, 
N or any, thougl) he flee it, can escape! 
All party-colored threads the weaver 
Time 
Sets in his web, now trivial
 now sub- 
lime, 
All memories, all forebodings, hopes and 
fears, 
:Mountain and river, forest, prairie, sea, 
A hill, a rock, a homestead, field, or tree, 
The casual gleanings of ullreckoned 
years, 
Take goddess-shape at last and there is 
She, 
Old at our birth, new as the springing 
hours, 
Shrine of our weakness, fortress of our 
powers, 


ConsoleI', kindler, peerlesg mirl her peent, 
A force that 'neath our' conscious being 
stirs, 
A life to give ours permanence, when we 
Are borne to mingle our l}oor earth with 
hers, 
And all this glowing world goes with us 
on our biers. 


2. 
Nations are long results, by ruder ways 
Gathering the might that warrants 
length of days; 
They may be pieced of half-reluctant 
shares 
Welded by hammer-strokes of broad- 
brained kings, 
Or from a doughty people grow, the 
heirs 
Of wise traditions widening cautious 
rings ; 
At best they are computable things, 
A strength behind us making us feel 
bold 
In right, or, as may c1lance, in wrong; 
Whose force by figures may be summed 
and told, 
So many soldiers, ships, and dollars 
strong, 
And we but drops that bear compulsory 
pal't 
In the dumb throb of a mechanic heart ; 
But Country is a shape of each man's 
mind 
Sacred from definition, unconfined 
By the cramped walls where daily drudg- 
eries grind; 
An inward vision, yet an outward birth 
Of sweet familiar heaven and earth ; 
A brooding Presence that stirs motions 
blind 
Of wings within our embryo being's shell 
That wait but her completer spell 
To make us eagle-natured, fit to dare 
Life's nobler spaces and untarnished air. 


3. 
You, who holll dear this self-conceived 
ideal, 
Whose faith and works alone can make 
it r('al, 
Bring aU your fairest gifts to deck her 
shrine 
'Vho lifts our lives away from Thine and 
ltIine 
And feeds the lamp of manhood more 
di vine 



l"
 DER THE OLD EL
I. 


413 


of qncnchless con- The equestrian shape with unimpassioned 
ùrow 
That pac
s si1ent on through vistas of 
acclaim. 


'Vith fragrant oils 
stancy. 
'VLcn all have done their utmost, surely 
he 
Hath given the best who gives a charac- 
ter 
Erect anù constant) which nor any shock 
Of loo
ened elements, nor the forceful 
sea 
Of flowing or of ehbing fates, can stir 
From its dl"'p hast's in tlll' living rock 
Of alll'il'nt manhood's S\\"I'l't sl'('urity : 
And this hI' gave, serenely far from pride 
A
 has'
lll's
, boon with prosperous 
stars allieù, 
Part of what nobler seed shall in our 
loins abide. 


4. 
X 0 bond of men as commoD: pride so 
strong, 
In nalllPS time-filtered for the lips of 
song, 
Still operant, with the primal Forces 
bOUlltl 
"Those eurrl'nts, on their spiritual rounrl, 
Transfuse our mortal will nor are gain- 
said: 
These are their arsenals, these the ex- 
haustless mines 
That 
ive a constant heart in great de- 
signs; 
These are the stuff whereof such dreams 
are made 
As make heroic men: thus surely he 
Still hol,[s in place the massy blocks he 
laid 
'Seath our new frame, el1forcing soberly 
The self-control that makes and keeps a 
people free. 


V. 
1. 
0, FOR a ùrop of that Cornelian ink 
'Vhieh gave Agricola ùateless length 
of days, 
To ceh'brate him fitly, neither swerve 
To phrasp unkempt, i10r pass discretion's 
h.-ink, 
"Ïth him so statue-like in sad reserve 
So diffi,lent to claim, so forwarù to d
- 
sef\'e ! 
1:\ or ncpd I shun due influence of hi8 
fame 
'Vho, mortal alllong mortals, seemed as 
now 


2. 
'Vhat figure more immovably august 
Than that grave strength so patient and 
so pure, 
Calm in good fortune, when it wavered, 
sure, 
That mind serene, impenetrably just, 
)lodclled on classic lilies so simple they 
endure 1 
That soul so softly raùiant anù so white 
The track it left seems less of tire than 
lióht, 
CoM but to such as love distemperature t 
And if pure light, as some deem, be tbe 
force 
That drives rl'joicing planets on their 
course, 
'Yhy for his power benign seek an im- 
purer source 1 
His was the true enthusiasm that burns 
long, 
Domestically hight, 
Fed from itself and shy of human sight, 
The hi,lùen force that makes a lifetime 
strong, 
And not the short-lived fuel of a song. 
Passionless, say you 1 'Vhat is passion 
for 
But to sublime our natures and control 
To front heroic toils with late return, 
Or none, or such as shames the con- 
queror 1 
That firt' was fed with substance of the 
soul 
Anù not with holiday stubble, that could 
burn, 
Unpraispcl of men who after bonfires run, 
Through seven slow years of unad vancing 
war 
Equal when fields were lost or fields were 
won, 
""'ith breath of popular applause or 
blanw, 
N or fanned nor damped, unquenchahly 
the same, 
Too inward to be reached by flaws of idle 
fa.me. 


3. 
Roldier anrl statesman, rarest unison; 
High-poiserlexample of great duties done 
Simply as breathing, a world's honors 
worn 
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As life's indifferent gifts to all men born ; 
Vumbfor himself, unless it were to God, 
But for his barefoot soldiers eloquent, 
Tramping the snow to coral where they 
trod, 
Held by bis awe in hollow-eyed content; 
Modest, yet firm as Nature's self; un- 
blamed 
Save by the men his nobler temper 
shamed; 
Never seùuced through show of present 
good 
By other than unsetting lights to steer 
New-trimmed in Heaven, nor than his 
steadfast mood 

Iore steadfast, far from rashness as from 
fear ; 
Rigid, but with himself first, grasping 
still 
In swerveless poise the wave-beat helm 
of will ; 
Not honored then or now because he 
wooed 
The popular voice, but that he still with- 
stood ; 
Broad-min(led, higher-souled, there is 
but one 
Who was all this and ours, and all men's, 
- \V ASIlI
GTON. 


4. 
:Minds strong by fits, irregularly great, 
That flash and darken like revolving 
lights, 
Catch -more tbe vulgar eye unschooled 
to wait 
On the long curve of patient days and 
nights 
Rounding a whole life to the circle fair 
Of OJ"bed fulfilment; and this balanced 
soul, 
So simple in its grandeur, coldly bare 
Of draperies theatric, standiug there 
In perfect symmetry of self-control, 
Seems not so great at first, but greater 
grows 
Rtill as we look, and by experience learn 
How grand this quiet is, how nobly 
stprn 
The discipline that wrought through 
lifelong throes 
That energetic passion of repose. 


5. 


A nature too decorous and severe, 
Too self-respectful in its griefs and joys, 


For ardent girls and boys 
,rho find no genius in a mind so clear 
That its grave depths seem obvious and 
near, 
N or a .soul great that made so little 
1l01se. 
They feel no force in that calm-cadenced 
phra::;e, 
The habitual full-dress of his well-bred 
mind, 
That seems to pace the minuet's courtly 
maze 
And tell of ampler leisures, roomier 
lengtb of days. 
His firm-based brain, to self so little 
kind 
That no tumultuary blood could blind, 
Formed to control men, not amaze, 
Looms not like those that borrow height 
of haze : 
It was a world of statelier movement 
tben 
Than this we fret in, he a deni7en 
Of that ideal Rome that made a man for 
men. 


VI. 
1. 
THE longer on tl1is earth we live 
And weigh the various qualiiies of men, 
Seeing how most are fugitive, 
Or fitful gifts, at best, of now and tben, 
Wind-wavered corpse-lights, daughters 
of the fen, 
Tbe more we feel the high stern-featured 
beauty 
Of plain devotedness to duty, 
Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal 
})raise, 
But finding amplest recompense 
For lifp's ungarlanded. eXIlPuse 
In work done squarely and unwasted 
days. 
For this we honor bim, that he could 
know 
How sweet the service and how free 
Of her, God's eldest daughter here be- 
low, 
And choose in meanest raiment which 
was she. 
2. 
Placid completenesg, life without a fall 
From faith or highest aims, truth's 
brpachless wall, 
Surely if any fame can bear the touch, 
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His will say " Here! " at the last trum- 
pet's call, 
The unexpressive man whose life ex- 
pressed so much. 


YII. 
1. 
l' EYER to sep a nation born 
Hath bet'll given to mortal man, 
Unless to those who, on that summer 
1norn, 
Gazed silent whpn thp great Virginian 
U 11 sheathed the sword whose fatal flash 
Rhot union through the incoherent clash 
Of our loose atoms, crystallizing them 
Around a single will's un pliant stem 
And making purpose of emotion rasl;. 
Out of that scabbard sprang, as from its 
worn b, 
:K t' bulous at first but hardening to a 
star, 
Through mutual share of sunburst and 
of gloom, 
The common faith that made us what 
we are. 
2. 
That lifted blade transfonned our jan- 
gling clans, 
rrill th('n prodncial, to .Americans, 
An(l made a unity of wilderillg plans; 
Here was the doom fixed: here is marked 
the date 
'rht'n this K ew 'Y orld awoke to man's 
estate, 
Burnt its last s11ip and ceased to look 
behind : 
K or t honghtless was the choice ; no love 
or hate 
Could from its poise move that deliber- 
ate mind, 
"r('ighing lwtween too early and too late 
Those, pitfalls of the man refused by 
} ate: 
H is was the impartial vision of the 
great 
,rho see not as they wish, but as they 
find. 

!e s?,w the dangers o
 dt'feat, nor less 
] lIP meolHl'utaLle penIs of success; 
The s.acred past thrown by, an empty 
rmd ; 
The fu
ure, cloud-land, snare of prophets 
bhnd ; 
The waste of war, the ignominy of peace ; 
On either hand a sullen rear of woes 
, 


"\Vho
e garnered Jightnings none could 
gm l :;s, 
Piling its thunder-heads and muttering 
" Cease ! .. 
Yet drew llOt back his hand, but gravely 
chose 
The seeming-desperate task whence our 
Ilew nation rose. 


3. 
A noble choice and of immortal seed ! 
K or deem that acts heroic wait on 
chance 
Or easy were as in a boy's romance; 
The man's whole life I,reludes the single 
depcl 
That shall deci(le if his inheritance 
Be with the sifted few of matchless 
breed, 
Our race's sap and sustenance, 
Or with the uumotived herd that only 
slt'ep and fee(l. 
Choice seems a thing indifferent; thus 
or so, 
"\Vhat matters it? The Fates with mock- 
ing face 
Look 011 inexorable, nor seem to know 
\\
here the lot lurks that gi \"es life's 
foremost place. 
Yet Duty's leaden casket holds it still 
And but two wa.ys are offered to o
r 
will, 
Toil \
.ith rare triumph, ease with safe 
dIsgrace, 
The problem still for us ancl all of hu- 
man race. 
He chose, as men choose, where most 
danger showed, 
:N or ever faltered 'neath the load . 
Of petty cares, that gall great hearts the 
most, 
But kf'pt right on the strenuous up-bill 
road, 
Strong to the end, above complaint or 
boast : 
The popular tempest on his rock-mailed 
coast 
"\Yasted its wind-horne spray 
TI
e noisy marvel of a day; , 
HIS soul sate still in its unstonned abode. 


YIII. 


VIRG1
"I.<\ gave us this imperial man 
Cast in the massive mould 
Of those high-statured ages old 
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Which into grander forms our mortal 
metal raIl ; 
She gave us this unblemished gentle- 
man : 
What 
han we give her back but love 
and praise 
As in the dear old unestrangëd days 
Before the inevitable wrong began 
 

lother of States and undiminished men, 
. Thou gayest us a country, giving llim, 
And we owe alway what we owed thee 
then : 
The boon thou wouldst have snatched 
from us agen 
Shines as before with no abatement dim. 
A great man's memory is the only 
thing 
With influence to outlast the present 
whim 
And bind us as when here he knit our 
golden ring. 
All of him that was subject to the 
hours 
Lies in thy soil and makes it part of 
ours : 
Across more recent graves, 
'Vhere unresentful Nature waves 
Her pennons o'er the shot-ploughed sod, 
Proclaiming the sweet Truce of God, 
We from this consecrated plain stretch 
out 
Our hands as free from afterthought or 
doubt 
As here the united North 
Poured her embrowllëd manhood forth 
In weleome of our savior and thy son. 
Through battle we have better learned 
thy worth, 
The long-breathed valor and undaunted 
will, 
Which, like his own, the day's disaster 
done, 
Could, safe in manhood, suffer and be 
still. 
Both thine and ours the victory hardly 
won; 
I f ever with distem pered voice or pen 
We have misdeemed thee, here we take 
it back, 
And for the dead of both don common 
black. 
Be to us evermore as thou wast then, 
As we forget thou hast not always 
been, 
:Motber of States and unpolluted men, 
Virginia, fitly named from England's 
manly queen! 


AN ODE 
FOR THE FOURTH OF JULY, 1876. 
I. 
1. 
ENTRANCED I saw a vision in the cloud 
That loi tered dreaming in yon sunset sk y, 
Full of fair shapes, half creatures of the 
eye 
Half èh
nce-evoked by the wind's fantasy 
In golden mist, an ever-shifting crowd: 
There, mid unreal forms that came and 
went 
In robes air-spun, of evanescent dye, 
A woman's semblance shone pre-emi- 
nent; 
Not armed like Panas, not like Hera 
proud, 
But, as on household diligence intent, 
Beside her visionary wheel she bent 
Like Aretë or Bertha, nor than they 
Less queenly in her port: about her 
knee 
G lad children clustered confident in play: 
Plaeid her pose, the calm of energy ; 
And over her broad brow in many a 
round 
(That loosened would have gilt her gar- 
ment's hem), 
Succinct, as toil prescribes, the hair was 
wound 
In lustrous coils, a natural diadem. 
The cloud changed shape, obsequious to 
the whim 
Of some transmuting influence felt in 
me, 
And, looking now, a wolf I seemed to see 
Limned in that vapor, gaunt and hun- 
ger-bold, 
Threatening her charge: resolve in every 
limb, 
Erect she flamed in mail of sun-wove 
gold, 
Penthesilea's self for battle dight ; 
One arm uplifted braced a flickering 
spear, 
And one her adamantine shield made 
light; 
Her face, helm-shadowed, grew a thing 
to fear, 
And her fierce eyes, by danger challenged, 
took 
Her trident-sceptred mother's dauntless 
look. 
"I know thee now. 0 goddess-born 1 n 
I cried, 
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And turn ell \\ith loftier brow and firmer 
stride; 
For in that spectral cloud-work I had 
scpn 
Her imagp, bodied forth by love and 
pride, 
The fearless, the benign, the mother- 
eyed, 
The fairer world'stoil-collsecrated queen. 


2. 
''"'"hat sllape by exile dreamed elates the 
mind 
Like hers w hose hand, a fortress of the 
poor, 
No Llood in lawful vengeance spilt be- 
stains 1 
""'ho never turned a suppliant from her 
door. 1 
''''hose conquests are the gains of all 
mankind 1 
To-day her thanks shall fly on every 
wind, 
Unstinted, un rebuked, from sllOre to 
shore, 
One love, one hope, and not a doubt be- 
hind! 
Cannon to cannon shall repeat her praise, 
Banner to banner flap it forth in thune ; 
Her children shall rise up to bless her 
name, 
And wish her harmless length of days, 
The mighty mother of a mighty brood, 
Blesseù in all tongues and dear to every 
blood, 
The beautiful, the strong, and, best of 
all, the good ! 


3. 
Seven years long was the bow 
Of battle bent, and the heightening 
Storm-heaps convulsed with the throe 
Of their uncontainable lightening; 
Slwpn yt'ars long heanl the sea 
Crash of navies and wave-borne thunder; 
Then drifted the cloud-rack a-lee, 
And new stars were seen, a world's 
wonder ; 
Each by her sisters madp bright, 
All Linding aU to thpir stations, 
Cluster of manifold light 
Startling- the old constellations: 
:Men looked up and grew pale: 
'Vas it a comet or star, 
Omen of ble
ing or bale, 
Hung o'er the ocean afar 1 


4. 
Stormy the day of her birth : 
"\\T as shc not born of the strong, 
She, the last ripeness of earth, 
Bcautiful, }Jrophesied long? 
Stormy the days of her prime: 
Hers are the pulses that beat 
Higher for perils sublime, 
l\laking them fawn at her feet. 
'Vas she not born of the strong? 
'Vas she not born of the wise 
 
Daring and counsel belong 
Of right to her confident eyes: 
Human and motherly they, 
Careless of station or race: 
Hearken! her children to-day 
Shout for the joy of her face. 


II. 
1. 
No praises of the past are hers, 
No fanes by hallowing time caressed, 
K 0 broken arch that ministers 
To some sad instinct in the breast: 
She has not gathered from the years 
Grandeur of tragedies and tears, 
X or from long leisure the unrest 
That finòs repose in forms of classic 
grace : 
These may delight the coming race 
'Yho haply shall not count it to our 
crime 
That we who fain would sing are here 
before our time. 
She also hath her monuments; 
Not such as stand decrepitly resigupJ 
To ruin-mark the path of dead events 
That left no seed of better days be- 
hind, 
The tourist's pensioners that show their 
scars 
And maunder of forgotten wars; 
She builds not on the ground, but in the 
mind, 
Her open-hearted palaces 
For larger-thoughted men with heaven 
and earth at ease : 
Her march the plump mow marks, the 
sleepless wheel, 
The goldt'n sheaf, the self-swayed com- 
mon weal; 
The happy homesteads hid in orchard 
trees 
'Vhosp sacrificial smokes through peace. 
rul air 
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Rise lost in heaven, the housellOld's 
silent prayer; 
What architect hath bettered these 1 
'Vith softened eye the westward traveller 
sees 
A thousand miles of neighbors side by 
side, 
HoMing by toil-won titles fresh from 
God 
The lallùs :no serf or seigneur ever trod, 
'Vith manhood latent in the very sod, 
'Vhere the long billow of the wheat- 
field's tide 
Flows to the sky across the prairie wide, 
A sweett:'r vision than the castled H.hine, 
Kindly with thoughts of Ruth and Bible- 
days benign. 
2. 
o ancient commonwealths, that we 
revere 
Haply because we could not know you 
near, 
Your deeùs like statues down the aisles 
of Time 
Shine peerless in memorial calm su b1ime, 
And Athens is a trumpet still, ami 
Rome ; 
Yet which of your achievements is not 
foam 
Weighed with this oue of hers (below 
you far 
In fame, and born beneath a milder star), 
That to Earth's orphans, far as curves 
the dome, 
Of death-deaf sky, the bounteous 'Vest 
means home, 
'Vith dpar precedency of natural tips 
That stretch from roof to roof and make 
men gently wise? 
And if the uoLler passions 'wane, 
Distorted to base use, if the near goal 
Of insubstantial gain 
Tempt from the proper race-course of 
the soul 
That crowns their patient breath 
,V hose feet, song-pinioned, are too fleet 
for Death, 
Yet may she claim one privilege urbane 
And haply first upon the civic roll, 
r:}'hat none can breathe her air nor grow 
II umane. 
3. 
0, better far the briefest llOur 
Of Athens self-consumed, whose plastic 
power 
Hid Beauty safe from Death in words 
or stone ; 


Of Romc, fair quarry where those eagles 
cruwd 
,V hose fulgnrous vans about the world 
had blown 
Triumphant storm and seeds of polity; 
Of Vellice, faùing o'er her shiplèss sea, 
Last iridescence of a sunset cloud ; 
Than this inert prosperity, 
This bovine comfort in the sellse alone! 
Yet art came slowly even to such as 
those, 
'Vhom no past genius cheated of their 
own 
'Vith prudence of o'ermastering prece- 
dent; 
Petal by })etal spreads the perfect rose, 
Secure of the divine event; 
And only children rend the bud half- 
blown 
To forestall Nature in bel' calm intent: 
Time hath a quiver full of purposes 
'Yhich miss not of their aim, to us un- 
known, 
And brings about the impossible with 
ease : 
Haply for us the ideal dawn shaH break 
From where in legenù-tinted line 
The peaks of Bellas drink the morning's 
wine, 
To tremble on our lids with mystic 
sign 
Till the drowsed ichor iu our veins 
awake 
And set our pulse in tune with moods 
divine: 
Long the day lingered in its sea
fringell 
nest, 
Then touched the Tuscan hills with 
golden lance 
Aud paused; then on to Spain and 
Franee 
The splendor flew, and Albion's misty 
crest : 
ShaH Ocean bar him from his destined 
'Vest ? 
Or are we, then, ani ved too late, 
Doomed with the rest to grope discon- 
solate, 
Foreclosed of Beauty by our modern 
date 1 


III. 
1. 
POETS, as t11eir heads grow gray, - 
Look from too far behind the eyes, 
Too long-experienced to be wise 
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:Murmur of many voices in the air 
Denounces us degeneratp, 
Unfaithful guardians of a noble fate, 
Anti prompts indifference or despair: 
Is this the country that we dreamed in 
you th, 
'Vherc wisdom and not numbers should 
ha ve weight, 
Seed-fielù of simpler manners, braver 
'truth, 
,V here shams should cease to dominate 
In household, church, and state? 
Is this Atlantis 
 This the ullpoisoned 
soil, 
Sea-whelmed for ages and recovered late, 
"There pa.rasitic gl'eed no more should 
coil 
Rounù }'reedom's stem to bend awry 
and blight 
'Yhat grew so fair, sole plant of love and 
light
 
"Tho sit where once in. crowned. seclu- 
sion sate 
The long-proved athletes of debate 
Trained from their youth, as none thinks FLAWLESS l1Îs heart and tempered to 
needful now? the core 
Is this debating-club where bo)'s <.lis- 'Vllo, beckoned by the forward-leaning 
Iffi
 

 
And wrangle o'er their stolcn fruit, First left behind him the firm-footed 
1'he ::;cnate, erewhile cloÏ;;ter of the shore, 
T few, And, urged by every nerve of sail and oar, 
" here Clay once flashed and \Yebster's Steered for the Unknown which gods to 
douùy brow I mortals gave, 
Brooded those holts uf thought that all Of thought and action the mysterious 
the hori1'oll kl1ew 
 door, 


In guilrlf'ss youth's diviner way; 
Life sings 110t now, hut prophesies; 
Time's shadows they no more behold, 
Rnt, under them, the rÍlltllt' old 
1'hat mocks, hewihlers, alld tidies: 
I u childhood's face the secd of shame, 
In the green tree an ambushed flalllf>, 
In Phosphor a vaunt-guard. of Night, 
1'hey, though against their will, di- 
viw', 
And dreall the care-dispelling wine 
Stored from the .Muse's vintage bright, 
By age imbued with secolld-sight. 
From Faith's own eyelids there peeps 
out, 
Even as they look, the It'cr of doubt; 
The festal wreath their fancy loads 
,rith eare tbat whispers and foreboùes : 

 or this our triumph-day can blunt 
ltlegæra's goaùs. - 


2. 


3. 


0, as this ppnsive moonlight blurs my 
pines, 
Here as I sit and me<.litate these lines, 
'1'0 gray-grcen dreams of what they are 
by day, 
So would some light, not reason's sharp- 
edged ray, 
Trance me in moonshine as before the 
flight 
Of years had won me this unwelcome 
J'ight 
To see things as they are, or shall be 
soon, 
In the frank prose of undissembling 
noon ! 


4. 


Back to my lJreast, ungrateful sigh! 
\\
hoevel' fails, whoever errs, 
The penalty be ours, not hers ! 
The lll.esent still seems vulgar, seen too 
nigh; 
The golden age is still the age that's 
past: 
I ask no ùrowsy opiate 
To <lull my vision of that only state 
}'oullded on faith in man, and therefore 
sure to last. 
For, 0, lilY country, touched by thee, 
The gray hairs gather back their gold; 
Thy thought sets all my pulses free j 
The heart refuses to be old ; 
The love is all that I can see. 
Not to thy natal-day belong 
Time's prudent doubt or age's wrong, 
But gifts of gmtitude and song: 
U nSUffimOllPd crowd the thankful words, 
As sa.p in spring-time floods the tree, 
ForeLoding the return of birds, 
For all that thou hast been to me ! 


IV. 


1. 
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Bugbear of fools, a summons to the 
brave: 
Strength found he in the unsympathiz- 
ing sun, 
And strange stars from beneath the 
horizon won, 
And the dumb ocean pitilessly grave: 
High-hearted surely he ; 
But bolder they who first off-cast 
Their moorings from the habitable Past 
Anù ventured chartless on the sea 
Of storm-engendering Liberty: 
For all earth's width of waters is a 
span, 
And their convulsed existence mere re- 
pose, 
:Matched with the unstable heart of man, 
Shoreless in wants, mist-girt in all it 
knows, , 
Open to every wind of sect or clan, 
And sudden-passionate in ebbs anù flows. 


2. 
They steered by stars the elder shipmen 
knew, 
And laid their courses where the. cur- 
rents draw 
Of ancient wisdom channelled deep in 
law, 
The undaunted few 
'Vho changed the Olù W orId for the 
New, 
And more devoutly prized 
Than all p('rfection theorized 
The more imperfect that had roots and 
grew. 
They founded deep and wen, 
Those danger-chosen chiefs of men 
""'ho still believed in Heaven and Hell, 
N or hoped to find a spell, 
In some fine flourish of a pen, 
To make a better man 
Than long-considedng Nature will or 
can, 


Secure against his own mistakes, 
Content with what life gives or takes, 
And acting still 011 some fore-ordered 
plan, 
A cog of iron in an iron wheel, 
Too nicely poi:;ed to thiuk or feel, 
Dum
notor in acloC'k-likecommonw('al. 
They wasted not their brain in schemes 
Of what man might be in some bubble- 
sphere, 
As if he must be other than he seems 
Because he was not what he should be 
here, 
Postponing Time's slow proof to petu- 
lant dreams : 
Yet herein they were great 
Beyond the incredulonslawgiversof yore, 
And wiser than the wisdom of the shelf, 
That they conceived a deeper-rooted 
state, 
Of hardier growth, alive from rind to 
core, 
By making man sole sponsor of himself. 


3. 
God of our fathers, Thou who wast, 
Art, and shalt be when those eye-wise 
who flout 
Thy secret presence ghall be lost 
In the great light that dazzles them to 
dou bt, 
'Ve, sprung from loins of stalwart men 
Whose strength was in their trust 
That Thou wouldst make thy dwelling 
in their dust 
And walk with them a fellow-citizen 
Who lmild a city of the just, 
'Ve, who believe Life's bases rest 
Beyond the probe of chemic test, 
Still, like our fathers, feel Thee near, 
Sure that, while lasts the immutable 
decree, 
The land to Human Nature dear 
Shall not be unbeloved of Thee. 
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